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PREFACE TO THE FIRST CHEAP 
EDITION OF “AMERICAN NOTES” 


It is ^Mcarly ciglit years since this book was first published. 
I present it, unaltered, in the Cilicap*EdftionF; and sucli of my 
opinions as it expresses, are quite unaltered too. 

My readers have opportunities of judging for themselves 
whether tlie influences and tendencies which I distrust in 
America, have any existence not in my imagination. They 
can examine for themselves whether there has been anything 
^n the •{)ublic career of that country during^ these past eight 
years, ^or wlietlier there is anything in its present position^ at 
•home or abroad, which suggests that those influences and 
tendencies, really do exist. As they find the fact, they will 
judge me. If they discern any evidences of wrong-going in. 
any direction that I have indicated, they will acknowledge 
that I had reason in what I wrote. If they discern no such 
thing, they will consider me altogether mistaken. 

Prejudiced, I never have’been otherwise than in favour of 
the United States, ^ No visitor can ever have set fool: on those 
shores, with a stronger faith in the Republic than I had, when 
I landed in Amewca. 

I purposely abstain from extending these observaljons to 
any lengtlisr I have nothing to defend, or to explain away. 
The truth is the truth ; and neither childish absurdities,, nor 
unscr.upulous coutradictidns, can make it otherwise. The 
earth would still move round tin; sun, though the whole 
Catholic Church said No. 
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I have many friends in America, and feel a grateful interest 
in the country. To represent me as viewing it with ill-nature, 
animosity, or partisanship, is merely to do a very foolish thing, 
which is always a very easy one ; and which I have disregarded 
for eight years, and could disregard for eighty more. 

LoNDOJf, June 22, 1850.'^ 



• PREFACE TO THE “ CHARLES DICKENS ” 
EDITION OF “AMERICAN NOTES” 

Mi" reader^ have opportunities of judging for themselves 
>vhethcr the influences and tendencies which I distrusted in 
America, had; at that time, any exierte^ice but in my imagina- 
tion. They can .'examine for themselves whether there has 
been anything in the public carter of that country since, at, 
home or abroad, which suggests that those infljjcnccs and 
tendencies really did exist As they find the fact, they will 
judge me. If they discern any evidences of wrong-going, in 
any direction that I have indicated, they will acknowledge 
that I 'had reason in whai- I wrote. If they discern no such 
iiiTlications, they will consider me altogether anistaken — but 
not wilfully. 

• Prejudiced, I am not, and never have been, otherwise than 
in favour of tlie United States, I have many friends in 
America, I feel a grateful interest in the country, I hope and 
believe it will successfully work out a problem of the highest 
importance to the whole human race. To represent me as 
•viewing AMERICA with ill-nature, coldness, or animosity, is 
merely to do a# very foolish thing; which is always. a very 
easy one. 
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CHAPTER. 1 

GOING AWAY 

I SHALL never forget the one“fourth*serious aiid.three-fourlhs comical 
astonishment, with which, on the morning of the thirtl of January 
eighteen-hundred-and-forty-twq, I opened the door of, and put my 
head into, a ‘ state-room ' on board the Britannia steam-packet, 
twelve hundred tons burthen per register, bound for Halifax and 
Boston, and carrying Her ly^ajesty’s mails. • 

•That this state-room had been specially engaged for ‘ Charles 
Dickens, Esquire, and Lady,^ was rendered sufficiently clear ev^n 
to my seated intellect by a very small manuscript, announcing the 
fact, which was pinned on a very flat quilt, covering a very thin 
mattress, spread like a surgical plaster on a most inaccessible shelf. 
But that this was the state-room concerning which Charles Dickens, 
Esquire, and Lady, had held daily and nightly conferences for at 
least four months preceding : that this could by any possibility be 
that small snug chamber of the imagination, wffiich Charles Dickens, 
Esquire, with the spirit of prophecy strong upon him, had always 
foretold would contain at least one little sofa, and which his lady, 
with a modest yet most^magnificent sense of its limited dimensions, 
had from the first opined would not hold more than two enormous 
I)ortmanteaus in som§ odd corner out of sight (portmanteaus which 
could now no more be got in at the door, not to say stowed away, 
than a giraffe could be ^lersuaded or forced into a flower-pot)^ that 
this utterly impracticable, thoroughly hopeless, and profoundly 
preposterous box, had Jhe remotest reference to, or conneclipn 
with, those chaste and pretty, not to say gorgeous little bowers, 
sketched* by a mastetjy hand, in the highly varnished lithographic 
plan hanging up ift the agent’s countilig-house in the ^ity^ of 
London : that this room of state, in short, could be anything but 

B Z 
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a pleasant fiction and cheerful jest of the captain's, invented and 
put in practice for the better relish and enjoyment of the real 
state-room presently to be disclosed: — these were truths which I 
really could not, for the moment, bring my mind at all to boar 
upon or comprehend. And I sat down upon a kind of horsehair 
slab, or perch, of which there were two within ; and looked, ^\ithout 
any expression of ('ountenance whatever, at some friends who had 
come on board with us, and who were crushing their faces into 
all manner of shapes by endeavouring to squeeze them through the 
small dooiway. 

We had experienced a pretty smart shock before coming below, 
which, but that we were the most sanguine people living, might 
have prepared us for the worst. The imaginative artist to \vhom 
I have already ^made allusion, has depicted in the Same great 
work„ a chamber of almost interminable perspective, furnished, as 
Mr. Robins would •say, in®a Style of more than Eastern splendour, 
and filled (but not inconveniently so) \\ith gr(5ups of ladjps and 
gentlemen, in llu* Iftghesl^ state of enjoyment and vivacity. 
Before descending intef the bowels of the ship, we had passed from 
the deck into«a long narrow' apartment, not unlike a gigantic hearse 
with window's in the sides ; ha\ ing at the upper end a melancholy 
stove, at wlncli three or four chilly* stewards w'erc warming their 
hands; while on either side, extending down its whole dreary 
length, w’as a long, long table, over each of which a rack, fixed 
to the low’ loof, and stuck full of drinkiTig-glasses and cri^t-stancl^, 
hinted dismally at rolling seas and heavy weather. I had not at 
that time seen the ideal presentment of this chamber i\Uich has 
since gratified me so miuh, but I obseived that one of our friends 
who had made the arrangements for our \oyage, turned pale on 
entering, retreated on the friend behind him, smote his forehead 
involuntarily, and said below' his bieath, ‘Impossible! it cannot 
be I ' or w'ords to that effect. He recovered himself how'cver by 
a great eft'ort, and after a preparatory cough or two, cried, with a 
ghastly smile w'hich is still before me, looking at the same time 
round the walls, ‘Ha! the breaCfast-room, stewnrd — eh?' We 
all foresaw what the answer must be: we kn^v the agony he 
suffered. He had often spoken of the saldou ; had taken in and 
lived upon the pictorial idea ; had usually given us to understand, 
,at home, that to form a ju.st conception of it, ft w^:>uld be neces.sary 
to mi^tiply the size and furniture of an ordinary drawing-room by 
seven, and then fall short of the reality. Wlit n thc^ man in rcjdy. 
avo^'cd the truth ; the blunt, remorseless, naked truth ; ‘ This is 
tbfe saloon, sir ' — he actually reeled beneath* the blow. 

In persons who w'crc so soon to part, and interpose betw'cen 
their else daily commurdcation the formidable barrier of many 
thotisaifd miles of stormy space, and who w’en; for that reason 
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anxious to cast no other cloud', not even the passing shadow of 
a nioment\s disappointment or discomfiture, upon the short interval 
of happy companionship that yet remained to them — in persons so 
situated, the natural transition from these first surprises was obviously 
into peals of hearty laughter, and I can report that I, for one, being 
still seated upon the slab or perch before mentioned, roared out- 
ri,^t until the vessel rang again. Thus, in less than two^ minutes 
after coming upon it for the first time, we all by common consent 
agreed that this state-room was the pleasantest and most facetious 
and capital contrivance possible ; and that to have had k one inch 
larger, would have been quite a disagreeable and deplorable state 
of things. And with this ; and with showing how, — by very nearly 
clpsing the door, and twining in and out like serpents, and by 
counting tfie little washing slab ^s standing-ropm, — we could 
manage to insinuate four people into it, all at one time ;• and 
•entreating each other to observe how very airy it was (in dock), 
and haw ^Jliere wasTa beautiful port-hole which could be kept opeiv 
all day (weather permitting), and*how*tl«:;re ^^as quite a large 
bulFs-eye just over the looking-glass which*\^ould render shaving 
a perfectly easy and delightful process (when tlie ship didn’t roll 
too much) ; we arrived, at last, at the unanimous conclusion that 
it was rather spacious than otherwise : though I do verily believe 
that, deducting the two berths, one above the other, than which 
nothing smaller for sleeping in was ever ipade except coffins, it 
^^^as no bigger than one of those hackney cabriolets which have 
the door behind, and shoot their fares out, like sacks of coats, 
upon th» pavement. 

'Having settled this point to the perfect satisfaction of all parties, 
concerned and unconcerned, we sat down round the fire in the 
ladies’ cabin — just to try the effect. It was rather dark, certainly ; 
but somebody said, ‘of course it would be light, at sea,’ a pro- 
position to which we all assented; echoing ‘of course, of course;’ 
though it would be exceedingly difficult to say why we thought 
so. I remember, too, when wp had discovered and exhausted 
another toj)ic of consolation in the circumstance of this ladies’ 
cabin adjoining* our state-room, and the consequently immense 
feasibility of sitting there at all times and seasons, and had fallen 
into a momentary silence, leaning our faces on our hands and 
looking at the fire, oiie of our party said, with the solemn air of • 
a man who had made* a discovery, ‘What a relish mulled claret 
will have down here ! ’ which appeared to strike us all most forcibly ; 
as though there were something spicy and high-flavoured in cairns, 
which cssentijilly improv*ed that composition, and rendered it quite 
incapable of perfection anywhere else. 

There was a stewardess, too, actively engaged in prodlicirjg clpan 
sheets and table-cloths from the very entrails of the sofas, and from 
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unexpected lockers, of such artful mechanism, that it made one’s 
head ache io see them opened one aftijr another, and rendered it 
quite a distracting circumstance to follow her proceedings, and to 
find that every nook and corner and individual piece of furniture 
was something else besides what it pretended to be, and was a mere 
trap and deception and place of secret stowage, whose ostensijjle 
purpose ,was its least useful one. 

God. bless that stewardess for her piously fraudulent account of 
January voyages ! God bless her for her clear recollection of the 
companiofi passage of last year, when nobody was ill, and every- 
body dancing from morning to night, and it was ‘ a run ’ of twelve 
days, and a piece of the purest frolic, and delight, and jollity ! All 
happiness be with her for her bright face and her j^leasant Scotch 
tongue, which heyd sounds of ol<J Home in it for my fellow-traveller ; 
and for her predictions of fair winds and fine weather (all wrong, or 
I shouldn’t be half* so fonS o*f her) ; and for the ten thousand small* 
fragments of genuine womanly tact, by whic h, without piQcii^ them 
elaborately together, afld*patclfing them up into shape and form 
and case and pointed application, she nevertheless did pkinly show 
that all youftg mothers on one side of the Atlantic were near and 
close at hand to their little childreq left upon the other ; and that 
what seemed to the uninitiated a serious journey, was, to those who 
were in the secret, a mere frolic, to be sung about and whistled at ! 
Light be her heart, and gay her merry qves, for years ! 

The state-room had grown pretty fast ; but by this time it had 
expanded into something quite bulky, and almost boasted a bay- 
window to view the sea from. So we went upon deok^again in 
high spirits ; and there, everything was in such a state of bustle and 
active preparation, that the blood quickened its i)ace, and whirled 
through one’s veins on that clear frosty morning with involuntary 
mirth fulness. For every gallant ship was riding slowly up and 
down, and every little boat was splashing noisily in the water ; and 
knots of people stood upon the wharf, gazing with a kind of ‘ dread 
delight ’ on the far-famed fast American steamer ; and one party 
of men were ‘ taking in the milk,’ or, in other words, getting the 
cow on board ; and another were filling the icehouses to the very 
throat with fresh provisions ; with butcherV-meat and garden-stuff, 
pale sucking-pigs, calves’ heads in scores, becj', veal, and pork, and 
jjoultry out of all proportion; and others were’^coiling ropes and 
busy Vith oakum yarns ; and others were fowering heavy packages 
into the hold ; and the purser’s head was barely visible as it loomed 
ir\ o. state of exquisite perplexity from tl]c midst of a vast pile of 
passengers’ luggage ; and there seemed to be nothing going on 
anywhere, or uppermost in the mind of anybody, but preparations 
for, thij mighty voyage. This, with the bright Cold sun, the bracing 
air, the crisply-curling water, the thin white crust of morning ice 
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upon the decks which crackled with a sharp and' cheerful sound 
beneath the lightest tread, was irresistible. And when<^,^again upon 
the shore, we turned ancT saw from the vessel's mast her name 
signalled in flags of joyous colours, and fluttering by their side the 
beautiful American banner with its stars and stripes, — the long 
three thousand miles and more, and, longer still, the six whole 
rflbnths of absence, so dwindled and faded, that the ship had gone 
out and come home again, and it was broad spring already in the 
Coburg Dock at Liverpool. 

I have not inquired among my medical acquaintance, whether 
Turtle, and cold Punch, with Hock, Champagne, and Claret, and 
all the slight et cetera usually included in an unlimited order for 
a good dinner — especially when it is left to the liberal construction 
di my faifltlcss friend, Mr. Radley, of the Adelphi Hotel — are 
peculiarly calculated to suffer a 5ea change; or* \\hether a plain 
mutton-chop, and a glass or two of shefrry, would be less lilcely of 
convejsion into foreign and disconcerting material. My own 
opinion is, that whether one is discreet, or indiscreet in these 
particulars, on the eve of a sea-voyage, is* a matter of little con- 
sequence ; and that, to use a common phra'*5e, ‘ it comes to very 
much the same thing in the end.' Be this as it may, I know that 
the dinner of that day was* undeniably perfect ; that it compre- 
hended all these items, and a great many more ; and that w^e all 
did ample justice to it. And I know’ too, that, bating a certain 
yicit avoidance of any allusion to to-morrow^ ; such as may be 
supposed to pievail between delicate-minded turnkeys, and a 
sensitivi^.piisoner wiio is to lie hanged next morning; w’C got on 
very w^ell, and, all things considered, w’Oie merry enough. 

When the,morning — the morning — came, and w’C met at breakfast, 
it w^as curious to sec how eager w’e all were to prevent a moment’s 
pause in the conversation, and how astoundingly gay e\erybody 
was : the forced spirits of each member of the little party having 
as much likeness to his natural mirth, as hot-house peas at five 
guineas the quart, resemble in flavour the growth of the dew’s, and 
air, and rain of fleaven. But* as one o'clock, the hour for going 
aboard, drew n^ar, this volubility dwindled aw’ay by little and little, 
despite the most perstvering efforts to the contraiy, until at last, 
the matter being now quite desperate, we threw^ otf all disguise ; 
openly speculated iTpon where w’e should lie this time to-morrow^ 
this time next day, aud so forth ; and entrusted a vast niipiber of 
messages to tliose who inUmded returning to towm that night, which 
were to be delivered at home and elscwiiere without fail, within the 
very shortest possible kpace of time after the arrival of the rmhvay 
train at Euston Square. And commissions and remembrances do 
so crowd upon one at such a time, that W’C were still busied with 
this employment when w'e found ourselves fused, as it Were; into 
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a dense conglomeration of passengers and passengers’ friends and 
passengers^ luggage, all jumbled together on the deck of a small 
steamboat, and panting and snorting off to the packet, which had 
worked out of dock yesterday afternoon and was now lying at her 
moorings in the river. 

And there she is ! all eyes are turned to where she lies, dimly 
discernible through the gathering fog of the early winter aftcrnooff ; 
every finger is pointed in the same direction ; and murmurs of 
interest and admiration — as ‘ How beautiful she looks 1 ' ‘ How trim 
she is ! ’ — ^are heard on every side. Even the lazy gentleman with 
his hat on*bne side and his hands in his pockets, who has dispensed 
so much consolation by inquiring with a yawn of another gentleman 
whether he is ‘ going across ’ — as if it were a ferry — even he con- 
descends to look that way, and nod his head, as who Should say, 
‘No mistake about that and not even the sage Lord Burleigh 
in his nod, included half s«> much as this lazy gentleman of might 
who has made the passage (as everybody on b»ard has found out 
already ; it’s impossible ^to* say bow) thirteen times without a single 
accident ! There is another passenger very mucli wrapped-up, who 
has been frowned down by the rest, and morally trampled upon 
and crushed, for presuming to inquire with a timid interest how 
long it is since the poor President went down. He is standing 
close to the lazy gentleman, and says with a faint smile that he 
believes She is a very strong Ship ; to which the lazy gentleman, 
looking first in his qifestioner’s eye aifd then very hard in thg 
wind’s, answers unexpectedly and ominously, that She need be. 
Upon this the lazy gentleman instantly falls very low in thp popular 
estimation, and the passengers, with looks of defiance, whisper to 
each other that he is an ass, and an impostor, and glearly don’t 
know anything at all about it. 

But we are made fast alongside the packet, whose huge red funnel 
is smoking bravely, giving rich promise of serious intentions. 
Packing-cases, portmanteaus, carpet-bags, and boxes, are already 
passed from hand to hand, and hauled on board w^ith breathless 
rapidity. The officers, smartly dressed, are at the gangway 
handing the passengers up the side, and hurrying the men. In 
five minutes’ time, the little steamer is utterly deserted, and the 
packet is beset and over-run by its late freight, who instantly 
pervade the w’hole ship, and are to be met with* by the dozen in 
dvery nook and corner ; swarming down below with their own 
baggag*) and stumbling over other people’s ; clisposii^ themselves 
comfortably in wrong cabins, and creating a most horrible con- 
fusioft by having to turn out again ; madfy bent upon opening 
locked doors, and on forcing a passage into all kinds of out-of-the- 
way places wjiere there is rjo thoroughfare ; sending wild stewards, 
with -elfiji hair, to and fro upon the breezy decks on unintelligible 
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errands, impossible of execution : and in short, creatipg the most 
extraordinary and bewildering tumult. In the midst of all this, the 
lazy gentleman, who seems to have no luggage of any kind — not so 
much as a friend, even — lounges up and down the hurricane deck, 
coolly puffing a cigar; and, as this unconcerned demeanour again 
exalts him in the opinion of those who have leisure to observe his 
pibceedings, every time he looks up at the masts, or down at the 
decks, or over the side, they look there too, as wondering'' whether 
he sees anything wrong anywffiere, and hoping that, in case he 
should, he will have the goodness to mention it. 

What have we here ? I'he captain's boat ! and yonder the 
captain himself. Now, by all our hopes and wishes, the very man 
he ought to be ! A well-made, tight-built, dapper little fellow ; 
with a ruddy face, w^hich is a letter of invitation to shake him by 
both hands at once ; and with a clear, blue honest eye, that it 
does one good to see one's sparkling iifiage in.* ‘ Ring the bell ! ' 

‘ Ding,^ ding, ding^<! ' the very bell is in a hurry. ‘ Now" for the 
shore — w-lio's for the shore ? ' — ‘ These genflemen, I am sorry to 
say.’ They are aw^ay, and never Said, Good b’ye. Ah ! now" they 
w"ave it from the little boat. ‘ (iood b'ye I Good b'ye ! ' Three 
cheers from them ; three more from ns ; three more from them : 
and they are gone. * 

To and fro, to and fro, to and fro again a hundred times ! This 
W"aiting for the latest mail-bags is w'orsc than^all. If w’e could have 
gone off in the midst of That last burst, we should have started 
triumphantly : but to lie here, two hours and more in the damp fog, 
neither ^t^’ing at home nor going abroad, is letting one gradually 
dewn into the very depths of dulness and low spirits. A speck in 
the mist, at ! That's something. It is the boat wc wait for ! 
That’s more to the purpose. The captain appears on the paddle- 
box w"ith his speaking trumpet ; the officers take their stations ; all 
hands are on the alert ; the flagging hopes of the passengers revive ; 
the cooks pause in their .savoury work, and look out with faces full 
of interest. The boat comes alongside ; the bags are dragged in 
anyhow", and flung dow"n for the bioment anywhere. Three clieers 
more : and as the first one rings upon our ears, the vessel throbs 
like a strong giant that has just received the breath of life ; the tw"o 
great wlicels turn fiercely round for the first time ; and the noble 
ship, w ilh wind and Sde astern, breaks proudly through the lashed , 
and foaming water. 
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CHAPTER II 

THE PASSAGE OUT 

We all (lined together that day; and a rather formidable party we 
were : no fewer than cighty*six strong. The vessel being pretty 
deep in tl^e water, with all her coals on board and so many passen- 
gers, and the weather being calm and quiet, there was but little 
motion ; so that before the dinner was half over, even those passen- 
gers who were most distrustful of themselves ])liicked iij) ^amazingly ; 
and those who ii^the morning hc^d returned to the universal question, 
‘Are .you a good sailor?^ a very deckled negative, now either parried 
the inquiry with the evasive* reply, ‘Oh! I suppose Pm no worse* 
than anybody else;’ or, reckless of all moral obiigations, answered 
boldly ‘ Yes : ’ and wilh s*ome irritation too, as though they would 
add, ‘ I should like tp know what you see in ;//c, sir, particularly, to 
justify suspicion 1 ’ 

Notwithstanding this high tone ^f c(jurage and confidence, I 
could not but observe that very few remained long over their wine ; 
and that everybody had an unusual love of the open air ; and that the 
favourite and most cc^'cted scats were^invariably those nearest to 
the door. The tea-table, too, was by no means as well attended 3 is 
the dinner-table; and there was less whist-jdaying than might have 
been expected. Still, with the exception of one lady,* who had 
retired with some precipitation at dinner-time, immediately after 
being assisted to the finest cut of a very yellow boiled leg of mutton 
with very green capers, there were no invalids as yet; and walking, 
and smoking, and drinking of bra ndy-and- water (but always in the 
open air), went on with unabated spirit, until eleven o’clock or 
thereabouts, when ‘ turning in ’ — no sailor of seven hours’ experi- 
ence talks of going to bed — becaijie the order of the night. The 
perpetual tramp of ijoot-heels on the decks gave jolace to a heavy 
silence, and the whole human freight was stow(xl away below, 
excepting a very few stragglers, like myself, who were probably, like 
me, afraid to go there. 

To one unaccustomed to such scenes, this is a* very striking time 
on shfpboard. Afterwards, and when its novelty had long worn off, 
it never ceased to have a peculiar interest and charnf for me. The 
glpdm through which the great black m;iss holds its direct and 
certain course ; the rushing water, plainly heard, but dimly seen ; 
the broad, white, glistening track, that follows in the vessers wake ; 
the^m^ oft the look-oiitr forward, who would* be scarcely visible 
against the dark sky, but for tlicir blotting out some score of 
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glistening stars; the helmsman at the wheel, with the illuminated 
card before him, shining, a speck of light amidst the darkness, like 
something sentient and of Divine intelligence ; the melancholy 
sighing of the wind through block, and rope, and chain ; the gleam- 
ing forth of light from every crevice, nook, and tiny piece of glass 
about the decks, as though the ship were filled with fire in hiding, 
ready to burst through any outlet, wild with its resistless power of 
death and ruin. At first, too, and even when the hour, and all the 
objects it exalts, have come to be familiar, it is difficult, alone and 
thoughtful, to hold them to their proper shapes and forms. They 
change with the wandering fancy ; assume the semblance of things 
left far away ; put on the well-remembered aspect of favourite places 
dearly loved ; and even people them with shadows. Streets, houses, 
rooms ; figures so like their usual occupants, that tjiey have startled 
me by their reality, which far exceeded, as it seemed to me, all power 
of mine to conjure up the absent ; haV*e, many rfnd many a time, at 
such aji hpur, growhi suddenly out of objects with whose real look, 
and use, and purpose, I was as well acquiintexl as with my own two 
hands. 

My own two hands, and feet likewise, being very cold, however, 
on this partic ular occasion, 1 crept below at midnight. It was not 
exactly comfortable below. *lt was decidedly close ; and it was 
impossible to be unconscious of the presence of that extraordinary 
compound of strange smeljs, which is to be/oimd nowhere but on 
Uoard ship, and which is such a subtle ])erfume that it seems to 
enter at every pore of the skin, and whisper of the hold. Two 
passenger^' wives (one of them my own) lay already in silent agonies 
oh the sofa; and one lady’s maid (wv lady’s) was a mere bundle 
on the floor, -execrating her destiny, and ])ounding her curl-papers 
among the stray boxes. Everything sloped the wrong way : which 
in itself was an aggravation scarcely to be borne. 1 had left the 
door oj)cn, a moment before, in the bosom of a gentle declivity, 
and, when I turned to shut it, it was on the summit of a lofty 
eminence. Now every plank and timber creaked, as if the ship 
were made of wicker-work ; and now crackled, like an enormous 
fire of the dricst*possible twigs. There was notliing for it but bed ; 
so I went to bed. 

It was pretty much the same for the next two days, with a toler- 
ably fair wind and dry weather. I read in bed (but to this hour L 
don’t know what) a good deal; and reeled on deck a little ;'drank 
cold brandy-and-water with an unspeakable disgust, and ate hard 
biscuit perseveringly : not ill, but going to be. ♦ ^ 

It is the third morning. 1 am awakened out of my sleep by a 
dismal Shriek from my wife, who demands to know whether there’s 
any danger. I rouse myself, and look oftt of bed. Tho Ayiter-jug 
is plunging and leaping like a lively dolphin ; all the smaller articles 
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are afloat, except my shoes, which are stranded on a carpet-bag, 
high and dry, like a couple of coal-barges. Suddenly I see them 
spring into the air, and behold the looking-glass, which is nailed 
to the wall, sticking fast upon the ceiling. At the same time 
the door entirely disappears, and a new one is opened in the floor. 
Then I begin to comprehend that tl\e state-room is standing on jts 
head. 

Before it is possible to make any arrangement at all compatible 
with this novel state of things, the ship riglits. Before one can say 
‘ Thank Heaven 1 ’ she wrongs again. Before one can cry she is 
wrong, she seems to have started forward, and to be a creature 
actually running of its own accord, with broken knees and fliiling 
legs, through every variety of hole and pitfall, and stumbling con- 
stantly. Before pne can so iniu h as wonder, she takes a high leap 
into the air. Before she has well done that, she takes a deep dive 
into the water. Bi?fore she has gained the surface, she throws a 
summerset. The instant she is on her legs, she*, rushes b^^ejeward. 
And so she goes on sTiagi^ering, heaving, wrestling, leaping, diving, 
jumj)ing, i)itching, thfobbing, foiling, and rocking : and going 
through all these movements, sometimes by turns, and sometimes 
altogether : until one feels disposed to roar for mercy. 

A steward passes. ‘ Steward ! ' ‘*Sir ? ’ ‘ W'hat is the matter ? 

what you call this ? ’ ‘ Rather a heavy sea on, sir, and a head- 

wind.’ 

A head-wind ! Imagine a human face upon the vessel’s pro\^ 
with fifteen thousand Samsons in one bent uj)on driving her back, 
and hitting her exactly between the eyes whenever she attempts to 
advance an inch. Imagine the shij) herself, with every pulse and 
artery of her huge body swollen and bursting under this maltreat- 
ment, sworn to go on or die. Imagine the wind liowling, the sea 
roaring, the rain beating : all in furious array against her. Bicturc 
the sky both dark and wild, and the clouds, in fearful sympathy 
with the waves, making another ocean in the air. Add to all this, 
the clattering on deck and down below ; the tread of liurried f(‘ct ; 
the loud hoarse shouts of seamen ; the gurgling in and out of water 
through the scuppers ; with, every now and then, flie striking of a 
heavy sea u[)on the jilanks above, with the dee|), dead, heavy sound 
of thunder heard within a vault ; — and there is the head-wind of that 
January morning. * * 

I sofy nothing of what may be called the domestic noises of the 
ship: such as the breaking of glass and crockery,«the tumbling- 
dowp of stewards, the gambols, overhead, of loose casks and truant 
dozens of bottled porter, and the very remarkable and fiir from 
exhilarating sounds raised in their various state-rooms ‘by the 
seventy j^asst^ngers who were too ill to get up to breakfast. I say 
nothing of them : for although I lay listening to this concert for 
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three or four days, I don’t think I heard it for more than a quarter 
of a minute, at the expiration of which term, I lay down again, 
excessively sea-sick. 

Not sea-sick, be it understood, in the ordinary acceptation of the 
term : I wish I had been : but in a form which I liavc never seen 
*or heard described, though I have no doubt it is very common. I 
la*y there, all the day long, quite coolly and contentedly ; with no 
sense of weariness, wdth no desire to get up, or get better, or take 
the air ; with no curiosity, or care, or regret, of any sort or degree, 
saving that I think I can rememljer, in this universal indifference, 
having a kind of lazy joy — of fiendisli delight, if anytliing so 
lethargic can be dignified with the title— in the fact of my wife 
bejng too ill to talk to me. If I may be allowed to illustrate my 
state of miTid by such rn example, J should say that I was exactly 
in the condition of the cider My, \t^illet, after the incursion of the 
.rioters into his bar at (dugwell. Nothing^ would iiave surprised me. 
If, in the^momentliry illumination of any ray of intelligence that 
may have come ui)on me in the way of thoughts of Home, a goblin 
postman, with a scarlet coat and* bell, hact come into that little 
kennel before me, broad awake in broad day, and, apologising for 
being damj) through walking in the sea, had handed me a letter 
directed to myself, in familiar characters, I am certain 1 should not 
have felt one atom of astonishment : I should have been ])erfectly 
satisfied. If Nei)tune himself had walked ii^, \\ith a toasted shark 
Qji his trident, I should have lookctl upon the event as one of the 
very commonest everyday occurrem es. 

Once — ^ 4 )nce— I found myself on deck. I don't know how 1 got 
tht^re, or what j)Osse^sed me to go there, but there 1 was ; and 
completely cbvssed too, with a huge pea-coat on, and a pair of 
boots such as no weak man in his senses could ever have got into. 
I found myself standing, wlnn a gU^am (d' consciousness came upon 
me, holding on to something. 1 don’t know what. .1 think it was 
the boatswain : or it may have been the inimp : or possibly the 
cow. I can t say how long I had been there ; \\ bother a day or a 
minute. I recollect trying to think about something (about any- 
thing in the whWc wide world, I was not particular) without the 
smallest effec't. I could not even make out which was the sea, and 
which the sky, for the horizon scorned drunk, and was flying wildly 
about in all dircctioiTs. Kven in that incapable state, however, I 
recognised the lazy gentleman standing before me : nautically clad 
in a suit of shaggy blue, with an oilskin hat. But I was too 
imbecile, although I knew it to be he, to separate him from Jus 
dress ; and tried to call* him, I remember, /V/e/. After anotlier 
interval of tota^ unconsciousness, 1 found he had gone, and recog- 
nised another figure 411 its place. It seemed to wave and fluctuate 
before me as though I saw it reflected in an unsteady iSoknig- 
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glass ; but; I knew it for the captain ; and such was the cheerful 
influence of his face, that I tried to smile : yes, even then I tried to 
smile. I saw by his gestures that he addressed me ; but it was a 
long time before I could make out that he remonstrated against my 
standing up to my knees in water — as I was; of course I don’t 
know why. I tried to thank him, but couldn’t. I could onl^ 
point to^iny boots — or wherever I supposed my boots to be — and 
say in a plaintive voice, ‘ Cork soles : ’ at the same time endea- 
vouring, I am told, to sit down in the pool. Finding that I was 
quite inse»siblc, and for the time a maniac, he humanely conducted 
me below. 

There I remained until I got better : suffering, whenever I was 
recommended to eat anything, an amount of anguish only secoqd 
to that which is^aid to be endyred by the apparently efrowned, in 
the process of restoration life. One gentleman on board had a 
letter of introducti&n to me from a mutual friend in London. lie 
sent it below with his card, on the morning of the head-\^ind; and 
I was long troubled witlfthe idea that he might be up, and well, 
and a hundred times^a* day expecting me to call upon him in the 
saloon. I imagined him one of those cast-iron images — I will not 
call them men — who ask, with red places, and lusty voic es, what 
sea-sickness means, and whether it really is as bad as it is repre- 
sented to be. This was very torturing indeed ; and I don’t think I 
ever felt such perfcict 4^ratification and 4>ratitude of heart, as I did 
when I heard from the ship’s doctor that he had been ol)liged to put 
a iarge mustard poultice on this veiy gentleman’s stomach. I date 
my recovery from the receipt of that intelligence. t 

It was materially assisted though, I have no doubt, by a heavy 
gale of wind, which came slowly up at sunset, when w^ were about 
ten days out, and raged with gradually increasing fury until morning, 
saving that it lulled for an hour a little before midnight. There 
was something in the unnatural repose of that hour, and in the 
after gathering of the storm, so inconceivably awful and tremendous, 
that its bursting into full violence was almost a relief. 

The labouring of the ship in the troubled sea on this night I shall 
never forget. ‘ Will it ever be worse than Ibis ? ’ was a question I 
had often heard asked, A\hen everything was sliding and l)umj)ing 
about, and when it certainly did seem difficult to comprehend the 
possibility of anything afloat being more distui 1 )ed, without toppling 
over cfi\d going down. But what the agitation of a steam-vessel is, 
on a bad winter’s night in the wild Atlantic', it is im|X)ssil)le for the 
most vivid imagination to conceive. To sqy that she is flung down 
on her side in the waves, with her masts dipj)ing into them, and 
that, springing up again, she rolls over on the other side’, until a 
heayv sea strikes her with the noise of a hundred great guns, and 
hurls her back — that she stops, and staggers, and shivers, as though 
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stunned, and then, with a violent throbbing at her heart, darts 
onward like a monster goaded into madness, to be beaten down, 
and battered, and crushed, and leaped on by the angry sea — that 
thunder, lightning, hail, and rain, and wind, are all in fierce con- 
tention for the mastery — that every plank has its groan, every nail 
its shriek, and every drop of water in the great ocean its howling 
voice — is nothing. To say that all is grand, and all appalling and 
horrible in the last degree, is nothing. Words cannot cx*press it. 
Thoughts cannot convey it. Only a dream can call it up again, in 
all its fury, rage, and passion. 

And yet, in the very midst of these terrors, I was placed in a 
situation so exquisitely ridiculous, that even then I had as strong 
a sense of its absurdity as I have now, and could no more help 
laughing than I can at any other comical incident, ^}appening under 
circumstances the most favourable to its enjoyment. About .mid- 
jiight we shipped a sea, which forced ifs way through the skylights, 
burst cy)cn the dogrs above, and came raging and roaring down 
into the ladies^ cal)in, to the unspeakable con!;ternation of my wife 
and a little Scotch lady — who, by* the way,*had previously sent a 
message to the captain by the stewardess, requesting him, with her 
compliments, to have a steel conductor immediately attached to the 
top of every mast, and to the ebimney, in order that the ship might 
not be struc k by lightning. They and the handmaid before 
mentioned, being in such ecstasies of fear J:hat 1 scarcely knew 
w’iiat to do witli them, I naturally bethought myself of some restora- 
tive or comfortable cordial; and nothing l)etter occurring to me, at 
the momeiit, than hot l)randy-and- water, I procured a tumbler full 
without delay. It l)eing impossible to stand or sit without holding 
on, they w^ere. all heaped together in one corner of a long sofix — a 
fixture extending entirely across the cabin — where thc'y clung to 
each other in momentary expectation of being drowned. A\'hen I 
approached this place with my specific, and was about to administer 
it with many consolatory expressions to tlie nearest sufterer, what 
xvas my dismay to see them all roll slowly down to the other end ! 
And when I staggered to that end, and held out the glass once 
more, how^ immc4isely baffled were my good intentions by the ship 
giving another lurch, anfl their all rolling back again ! I suppose I 
dodged them up and down this sofix for at least a quarter of an 
hour, without reaChiiTg them once ; and by the time I did catch 
tlicm, the brandy-and-water was diminished, by constant sj^illing, 
to a teaspoonfiJ. To complete the group, it is necessary to recog- 
nise in this disconcerted dodger, an individual very pale from ^a- 
sickness, who had shavecl his beard and brushed his hair, last, at 
liverpocrl : and whose only article of dress (linen not included) xvere 
a pair of dreadnought trousers ; a blue jacket, formerly a dmir ed 
upon the Thames at Richmond ; no stockings ; and one slipjTerT 
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Of the outrageous antics performed by that ship next morning j 
which made bed a practical joke, and getting up, by any process 
short of falling out, an impossibility ; I say nothing. But anything 
like the utter dreariness and desolation that met my eyes when I 
literally ‘ tumbled up ’ on deck at noon, I never saw. Ocean and 
sky were all of one dull, heavy, uniform, lead colour. There was 
no extent of prospect even over the dreary waste that lay around 
us, for the sea ran high, and the horizon encompassed us like a 
large black hoop. Viewed from the air, or some tall blulf on shore, 
it would have been imposing and stupendous, no doubt ; but seen 
from the wet and rolling decks, it only impressed one giddily and 
painfully. In the gale of last night the life-boat had been crushed 
by one blow of the sea like a walnut-shell ; and there it hung 
dangling in the air : a mere faggot of crazy boards. The planking 
of the paddle-boxes had been torn sheer away. The wheels were 
exposed and bare'; and the^ whirled and daslied their spray about* 
the decks at random. Chimney, white with crusted salt; topmasts 
struck ; storm-sails ^ct ; rigging all knotted, tangled, wet, and 
droopijig : a gloomier picture it tvould be hard to look upon. 

I was now comfortably established by courtesy in the ladies' 
cabin, where, besides ourselves, there were only four other pas- 
sengers. first, the little Scotch lady before mentioned, on her way 
to join her husband at New ^^ork, who had settled tht're three years 
before. Secondly and thirdly, an honest young Yorksliireman, 
connected with some American house; Tlomiciled in that same ci4^, 
and carrying thither his beautiful young wife to whom he had been 
married but a fortniglit, and who was the fairest specimen of a 
comely English country girl 1 have ever seen. Fourthy, fifthly, atid 
lastly, another couple : newly married too, if one might judge from 
the endearments they fre(]uently interchanged : of whom I know no 
more than that they were rather a mysterious, run-away kind of 
couple ; that the lady had great personal attractions also; and that 
the gentleman carried more guns with him than Robinson Crusoe, 
wore a shooting-coat, and had two great dogs on board. On further 
consideration, I remember that he tried hot roast pig and bottled ale 
as a cure for sea-sickness ; and that he took these femedies (usually 
in bed) day after day, with astonishing perf^everance. I may add, 
for the information of the curious, that they decidedly failed. 

The weather continuing obstinately and alfnos't unprecedentedly 
bad, usually straggled into this cabin, more or less faint and 
miserable, about an hour before noon, and lay down on the sofas 
to jecover ; during which interval, the captain would look in to 
colnmunicate the slate of the wind, the* moral certainly of its 
changing to-morrow (the weather is always going to improve to- 
morrow, at-sea), the vesse.^'s rate of sailing, and* so forth. Observa- 
tion!)' itiere were none to tell us of, for there was no sun to take 
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them by. But a description of one day will serve for all the rest. 
Here it is. * 

The captain being gone, we compose ourselves to read, if the 
place be light enough ; and if not, we doze and talk alternately. 
At one, a bell rings, and the stewardess comes down with a steam- 
ing dish of baked potatoes, and another of roasted apples ; and 
plnfcs of pig^s face, cold ham, salt beef ; or perhaps a smoking mess 
of rare hot collops. We fall to upon these dainties ; eat as much 
as we can (we have great appetites now) ; and are as long as possible 
about it. If the fire will burn (it 7Cfi// sometimes) we c^e pretty 
cheerful. If it won’t, we all remark to each other that it’s very 
cold, rub our hands, cover ourselves with coats and cloaks, and lie 
down again to doze, talk, and read (provided as aforesaid), until 
dinner-time.* At five, another bell rings, and the stewardess re- 
appears with another dish of potatoes — boiled this time — and gtore 
pf hot meat of various kinds : not fovgetting the roast pig, to be 
taken medicinally. AVe sit down at table again (rather more cheer- 
fully than before) ; ’prolong the meal with a itither mouldy dessert 
of apples, grai)es, and oranges; and*drink our*winc and brandy-and- 
water. The bottles and glasses are still upon the table, and the 
oranges and so forth are rolling about according to their fhney and 
the ship’s way, when the doefor comes down, by special nightly 
invitation, to join our evening rubber : immediately on whose 
arrival we make a j)arty at whist, and as it is a rough night and the 
cards will not lie on tiie cl(?th, we put the tricks in our pockets as 
we take them. At whist we remain with exemplary gravity (deduct- 
ing a shor^ time for tea and toast) until eleven o’clock, or there- 
abouts ; when the captain comes down again, in a sou’ -wester hat 
tied under his .chin, and a pilot-coat : making the ground wet where 
he stands. By this time the card-playing is over, and the bottles 
and glasses are again upon the table ; and after an hour’s pleasant 
conversation about the ship, the passengers, and things in general, 
the captain (who never goes to bed, and is never out of humour) 
turns up his coat collar for the deck again ; shakes hands all round ; 
and goes laughing out into the weather as merrily as to a birthday 
party. • 

As to daily news, there is no dearth of that commodity. This 
passenger is reported to have lost fourteen pounds at Vingt-et-un 
in the saloon yesterday ; and that passenger drinks his bottle of 
champagne every day, and how he does it (being only a cierk), 
nobody knows.* The head engineer has distinctly said that there 
never was such times — meaning weather — and four good hands tyre 
ill, and have given in, deftd beat. Several berths are full of watelr, 
and all the cabins are leaky. The ship’s cook, secretly swigging 
damaged whiskey, has been found drunk.; and has been played 
upon by the fire-engine until quite sober. All the stewards*1fi9ve 
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fallen down-stairs at various dinner-times, and go about with plasters 
in various places. The baker is ill, aii^ so is the pastry-cook. A 
new man, horribly indisposed, has been required to fill the place of 
the latter officer; and has been propped and jammed up with 
empty casks in a little house upon deck, and commanded to roll 
out pie-crust, which he protests (being highly bilious) it is death to 
him to look at. News ! A dozen murders on shore would lack*tlie 
interest of these slight incidents at sea. 

Divided between our rubber and such topics as these, we were 
running ^as we thought) into Halifax Harbour, on the fifteenth 
night, with little wind and a bright moon — indeed, we had made 
the Light at its outer entrance, and put the pilot in charge — when 
suddenly the ship struck upon a bank of mud. An immediate rush 
on deck took place of course ; the sides were crowded iu an instant ; 
and for a few itiiniites we were in as lively a state of confusion as 
the greatest lover ,of disorder would desire to see. The passengers, 
\and guns, and water-casks, and other heavy matters, being all 
huddled together aft, however, to lighten her m the hefid,*she was 
soon got off ; and aftt;r some dtiving on towards an uncomfortable 
line of objects (wltosc vicinity had been announced very early in 
the disaster by a loud cry of ‘ Breakers a-head ! ’) and much backing 
of paddles, and heaving of the lefid into a constantly decreasing 
depth of water, we dropped anchor in a strange outlandish-looking 
nook which nobody on board could recognise, nlthough there was 
land all about us, and so close that we could plainly see the waving 
branches of the trees. 

It was strange enough, in the silence of midnight, and the dead 
stillness that seemed to be created by the sudden and \mexpec;ted 
stoppage of the engine whicli had been clanking and blasting in 
our ears incessantly for so many days, to watch the* look of blank 
astonishment expressed in every face ; beginning with the officers, 
tracing it through all the passengers, and descending to the very 
stokers and furnacemen, who emerged from below, one by one, 
and clustered together in a smoky group about the hatchway of the 
engine-room, comparing notes in whispers. After throwing up a 
few rockets and firing signal guns in the hope of being hailed from 
the land, or at least of seeing a light — biU without any other sight 
or sound presenting itself— it was determined to send a boat on 
shore. It was amusing to observe how v£iry,kind some of the 
passengers were, in volunteering to go ashore in this same boat : 
for the general good, of course : not by any means because they 
thought the ship in an unsafe position, or contemi^ated the possi- 
bility of her heeling over in case the tide were running out. Nor 
was it less amusing to remark how desperately unpopular the poor 
pilot became in one short minute. He had had his passage out 
frcP3a)i>Liverpool, and during the whole voya*ge had been quite a 
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notorious character, as a teller of anecdotes and cracker of jokes. 
Yet here were the very men who had laughed the loudest at his 
jests, now flourishing their fists in his face, loading him with 
imprecations, and defying him to his teeth as a villain 1 

The boat soon shoved off, with a lantern and sundry blue lights 
on board; and in less than an hour returned; the officer in 
command bringing with him a tolerably tall young tree, which he 
had plucked up by the roots, to satisfy certain distrustful passengers 
whose minds misgave them that they were to be imposed upon and 
shipwrecked, and who would on no other terms believe tjjat he had 
been ashore, or had done anything but fraudulently row a little 
way into the mist, specially to deceive them and compass their 
deaths. Our captain had foreseen from the first that we must be 
in' a place •called the Eastern passage ; and so we were. It was 
about the last place in tlie world hi which we had any business or 
reason to be, but a sudden fog, and s©mt error #011 the pilot’s part, 
'were the cause. We were surrounded by banks, and rocks, and 
shoals *of •all kindk, but had hapiiily driftedf it seemed, upon the 
only safe speck that was to be found there&boiits. Eased l)y this 
report, and by the assurance that the tide v*as past the ebb, we 
turned in at three o’clock in the morning. 

I was dressing aliout half-past nine next da)’, uhen the noise 
above hurried me on deck. A\'hen I had left it overnight, it was 
dark, foggy, and damp, and there were bleak hills all round us. 
Now, we were gliding douli a smooth, broad stream, at the rate of 
eleven miles an hour : our colours flying gaily ; our crew rigged 
out in their smartest clothes ; our officers in uniform again ; the sun 
shining as* on a brilliant April day in England; the land stretched 
out on either side, streaked with light patches of snow ; white 
wooden houses ; people at their doors ; telegraidis working ; flags 
hoisted ; wharfs appearing ; ships ; quays crowded with people ; 
distant noises ; shouts ; men and boys running down steep places 
towards the pier : all more bright and gay and fresh to our unused 
eyes than words can paint them. We came to a wharf, paved with 
uplifted faces ; got alongside, and were made fast, after some 
shouting and stiaining of cables ; darted, a score of us along the 
gangway, almost as soom as it was thrust out to meet us, and before 
it had reached the ship — and leaped upon the firm glad earth again ! 

I suppose this Halifax w’ould have appeared an Elysium, though 
it had been a curiosity of ugly dulness. But I carried awaj/ with 
me a most plejjsant impression of the town and its inhabitants, and 
have preserved it to this hour. Nor was it without regret thr^t I 
came home, without having found an oj^portunity of returning 
thither, and once more shaking hands with the friends I made 
that day. . , 

It happened to bo the opening of the Legislative Coundi’^nd 
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General Assembly, at which ceremonial the forms observed on the 
commencement of a new Session of Parliament in England were 
so closely copied, and so gravely presented on a small scale, that 
it was like looking at Westminster through the wrong end of a 
telescope. The governor, as her Majesty’s representative, delivered 
what may be called the Speech from the Throne. He said what 
he had to say manfully and well. The military band outside tVc 
building struck up “ God save the Queen ” with great vigour before 
his Excellency had quite finished ; the people shouted ; the in’s 
rubbed th«>ir hands ; the out’s shook their heads ; the Government 
party said there never was such a good speech ; the Opposition 
declared there never was such a bad one ; the Speaker and members 
of the House of Assembly withdrew from the bar to say a great 
deal among themselves and do a little: and, in short, ‘everything 
went on, and promised to go oh, just as it does at home upon the 
like occasions. * • 

The town is built on the side of a hill, the highest point being 
commanded by a string fortress, not yet quite finished. Several 
streets of good breadth and appearance extend from its summit to 
the water-side, and are intersected by cross streets running parallel 
with the river. The houses arc chiefly of wood. The market is 
abundantly sui)plied ; and provisions* are exceedingly cheap. The 
weather being unusually mild at that time for the season of the 
year, there was no sleijjhing : but there were plenty of those vehicles 
in yards and by-places, and some of them, from the gorgeous cpiality 
of their decorations, might have ‘gone on’ without alteration as 
triumphal cars in a melodrama at Astley’s. The day wqs uncom- 
monly fine ; the air bracing and healthful ; the whole aspect of the 
town cheerful, thriving, and industrious. 

We lay there seven hours, to deliver and exchange the mails. 
At length, having collected all our bags and all our passengers 
(including two or three choice spirits, who, having indulged too 
freely in oysters and champagne, were found lying insensible on 
their backs in unfrequented streets), the engines were again put in 
motion, and we stood off for Boston. 

Encountering S([ually weather again in the Bify of Fiindy, we 
tumbled and rolled about as usual all that'night and all next day. 
On the next afternoon, that is to .say, on Saturday, the twenty-second 
, of January, an American pilot-boat came alongside, and soon after- 
wards* the Britannia steam-packet, from Liverpool, eighteen days 
out, was telegraphed at Boston. u 

The indescribable interest with which I strained my eyes, as the 
first patches of American soil |x:eped like molehills from the green 
sea, and followed them, as they swelled, by slow and almost 
imperceptible degrees, into a continuous line of coast, can hardly 
be e^ggerated. A sharp keen wind blew dead against us j a hard 
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A CAPITAL DINNER 

frost prevailed on shore ; and the cold was most severe. Yet the 
air was so intensely clear, and dry, and bright, that the temperature 
was not only endurable, but delicious. 

How I remained on deck, staring about me, until we came along- 
side the dock, and how, though I had had as many eyes as Argus, 

I should have had them all wide open, and all employed on new 
dlTjects — are topics which I will not prolong this chapter to discuss. 
Neither will I more than hint at my foreigner-like mistake in sup- 
posing that a party of most active persons, who scrambled on board 
at the peril of their lives as we approached the wharf, were? newsmen, 
answering to that industrious class at home ; whereas, despite the 
leathern wallets of news slung about the necks of some, and the 
bj;oad sheets in the hands of all, they were Editors, who boarded 
ships in person (as one gentleman jn a worsted comforter informed 
me), ‘ because they liked the excitemei^t of it/ Suffice it in this 
place to say, that one of these invaders, with a ready courtesy for 
which I tjiank him here most gratefully, went on before to order 
rooms at the hotel ; and that when 1 followed, as I soon did, I 
found myself rolling through the long passageg with an involuntary 
imitation of the gait of Mr. T. P. Cooke, in a new nautical 
melodrama. 

‘ Dinner, if you ijlease,’ said I to the waiter. 

‘ When ? ’ said the waiter. 

‘As quick as possible,^ s^id I. 

‘Right away?’ said the waiter. 

After a moment’s hesitation, I answered ‘ No,’ at hazard. 

‘A?'/ right away ? ’ cried the waiter, with an amount of surprise 
that made me start. 

I looked at him doubtfully, and returned, ‘No; I would rather 
have it in this t)rivate room. 1 like it very much.’ 

At this, I really thought the waiter must have gone out of his 
mind : as I believe he would have done, but for the interposition 
of another man, who whisj)ered in his car, ‘ Directly.’ 

‘ Well ! and that’s a fact ! ’ said the waiter, looking helplessly at 
me : ‘ Right away.’ 

I saw now that ‘Right away’ and ‘Directly’ were one and the 
same thing. So 1 reversed my previous answer, and sat down to 
dinner in ton minutes afterwards ; ami a capital dinner it was. 

The hotel (a very*excellent one) is called the Tremont House.* 
It has more galleries, colonnades, piazzas, and passages thaif I can 
remember, or ffie reader would believe. 
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CHAPTER III 

BOSTON 

In all the public establishments of America, the utmost courtesy 
prevails. Most of our Departments are susceptible of considerable 
improvement in this respect, but the Custom-house above all others 
would do well to take example from the United States and render 
itself somewhat less odious and offensive to foreigners. The servile 
rapacity of the French officials is sufficiently contemptible; but 
there is a surly boorish incivilky about our men, alike disgusting 
to air persons whq fall into, their hands, and discreditable to the 
nation that keeps such ill-conditioned curs snarling about its gates. 

When I landed in. America, I could not help being strongly 
impressed with the contrast their Custom-house presented, and the 
attention, politeness und good humour with which its officers dis- 
charged their duty. 

As we did not land at Boston, in consequence of some detention 
at the wharf, until after dark, I received my first impressions of the 
city in walking down to the Custom-house on the morning after our 
arrival, which was Surtday. I am afrakl to say, by the way, how 
many offers of pews and seats in churcli for that morning were made 
to us, by formal note of invitation, before we had lialf finished our 
first dinner in America, but if 1 may be allowed to make a^moderate 
guess, without going into nicer calculation, T should say that at 
least as many sittings were proffered us, as would have accommodated 
a score or two of grown-up families. The number of creeds and 
forms of religion to which the pleasure of our company was re- 
quested, was in very fair proportion. 

Not being able, in the absence of any change of clothes, to go 
to church that day, we. were compelled to decline these kindnesses, 
one and all ; and 1 was reluctantly obliged to forego the delight of 
hearing Dr. Channing, who happened to i>reach that morning for 
the first time in a very long interval. I mention the name of this 
distinguished and accomplished man (with wlK)n> I soon afterwards 
‘had the pleasure of becoming personally acquainted), that I may 
have me gratification of recording my humble tribut(^ of admiration 
and respect for his high abilities and character ; and for the l)ola 
philanthropy with which he has ever opposed himself to that most 
hideous blot and foul disgrace — Slavery. 

To returp to Boston. ^When I got into t^e streets upon this 
Suni^fty morning, the air was so clear, the houses were so bright 
and gay ; the signboards were painted in such gaudy colours ; the 
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gilded letters were so very golden; the bricks were ^o very red, 
the stone was so very white, the blinds and area railings were so 
very green, the knobs and plates upon the street doors so marvellously 
bright and twinkling ; and all so slight and unsubstantial in appear- 
ance — that every thoroughfare in the city looked exactly like a 
scjepe in a pantomime. It rarely happens in the business streets 
that a tradesman, if I may venture to call anybody a tradesman, 
where everybody is a merchant, resides above his store; so that 
many occupations are often carried on in one house, and the whole 
front is covered with boards and inscriptions. As I walked along, 
I kept glancing up at these boards, confidently expecting to see 
a few of them change into something ; and I never turned a corner 
suddenly wijjLhout looking out for the clown and pantaloon, who, I 
had no doubt, were hiding in a dporway or behind some pillar 
close at hand. As to Harlequin and Columbine, I discovered 
•immediately that they lodged (they are always looking after lodgings 
in a pantomime) at a very small clockmaker's one story high, near 
the hotel; which, in addition to^ various symbols and devices, 
almost covering the whole front, had a great dial hanging out — to 
be jumped through, of course. 

The suburbs are, if possible, even more unsubstantiaUooking 
than the city. The white wooden houses (so white that it makes 
one wink to look at them), with their green jalousie blinds, are so 
sprinkled and dropped abqpt in all dircctiorjs, without seeming to 
have any root at all in the ground; and the small churches and 
chapels are so prim, and bright, and highly varnished ; that I almost 
believed the whole affair could be taken up piecemeal like a child^s 
toy, and crammed into a little box. 

The city is ’a beautiful one, and cannot fail, I should imagine, to 
impress all strangers very favourably. The private dwelling-houses 
are, for the most part, large and elegant; the shops extremely 
good; and the public buildings handsome. The State House is 
built upon the summit of a hill, which rises gradually at first, and 
afterwards by a steep ascent, almost from tlie water s edge. In 
front is a green enclosure, called the Common. The site is 
beautiful : and from the top there is a charming panoramic view' 
of the whole to^Yn and neighbourhood. In addition to a variety 
of commodious o/ficfs, it contains two handsome chambers; in 
one the House of Representatives of the State hold their meetings : 
in the other, the Senate. Such proceedings as I saw here^ w-ere 
conducted witfi perfect gravity and decorum ; and were certainly 
calculated to inspire attq^ition and respect. 

There is no doubt that much of the intellectual refinement and 
superiority of Boston, is referable to the quiet influence of the 
University of Cambridge, which is wdthln three or four miles of 
the city. The resident professors at that university arc gentlemen 
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of learning and varied attainments ; and are, without one exception 
that I can call to mind, men who would shed a grace upon, and do 
honour to, any society in the civilised world. Many of the resident 
gentry in Boston and its neighbourhood, and I think I am not 
mistaken in adding, a large majority of those who are attached to 
the liberal professions there, have been educated at this same 
school. Whatever the defects of American universities may *bb, 
they disseminate no prejudices ; rear no bigots ; dig up the buried 
ashes of no old superstitions ; never interpose between the people 
and their, improvement; exclude no man because of his religious 
opinions ; above all, in their whole course of study and instruction, 
recognise a world, and a broad one too, lying beyond the college 
walls. 

It was a source of inexpressible pleasure to me to Observe tlie 
almost imperceptible, but not *less certain effect, wrought by this 
institution among* the small' community of Boston; and to note 
at every turn the humanising tastes and desires it has engendered ; 
the affectionate friendships to which it has given rise ; the amount 
of vanity and prcjudfce it has •dispelled. The golden calf they 
worship at Boston ft a pigmy comi)arcd with the giant effigies set 
up in other parts of that vast counting-house which lies beyond the 
Atlantic ; and the almighty dollar sinks into something compara- 
tively insignificant, amidst a w’hole Pantheon of belter gods. 

Above all, I sincerely believe that the public institutions and 
charities of this capital of Massachusefts are as nearly perfect, as 
the most considerate wisdom, benevolence, and humanity, can make 
them. I never in my life was more affected by the contemplation 
of happiness, under circumstances of privation and bereavement, 
than in my visits to these establishments. 

It is a great and pleasant feature of all such institutions in 
America, that they are either sui)ported by the State or assisted 
by the State ; or (in the event of their not needing its helping 
hand) that they act in concert with it, and are emphatically the 
people’s. I cannot but think, with a view to the principle and 
its tendency to elevate or depress the character of the industrious 
classes, that a Public Charity is immeasurably better than a Private 
Foundation, no matter how munificently thef latter may be endowed. 
In our own country, where it has not, until within these later days, 
been a very popular fashion with governnienfs to display any 
extraevdinary regard for the great mass of the peo{)le or to recognise 
their existence as improvable creatures, private charities, unexampled 
in history of the earth, have arisen, to do an incalculable amount 
of* good among the destitute and afflicted. * But the government of 
the country, having neither act nor part in them, is not in the 
receipt of any portion of, the gratitude they inspire ; and, offering 
very little shelter or relief beyond that which is to be found in 
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the workhouse and the jail, has come, not unnaturally, to be 
looked upon by the poor rather as a stern master, quick to correct 
and punish, than a kind protector, merciful and vigilant in their 
hour of need. 

Tlic maxim that out of evil comcth good, is strongly illustrated 
by these establishments at home ; as the records of the Prerogative 
Offfee in Doctors’ Commons can abundantly prove. Some im- 
mensely rich old gentleman or lady, surrounded by needy relatives, 
makes, upon a low average, a will a-week. The old gentleman or 
lady, never very remarkable in the best of times for good temper, 
is full of aches and pains from head to foot; full of flincies and 
caprices ; full of spleen, distrust, suspicion, and dislike. To cancel 
old wills, and invent new ones, is at last the sole business of such 
a testator’s 'existence ; and relations and friends (some of whom 
have been bred up distinctly to inherit a large share of the property, 
and have been, from their cradles, •specially ‘disciualified from 
devoting themselves to any useful pursuit, on that account) are 
so often aiid so unexpectedly and summarily cflt off, and re-instated, 
and cut off again, that the whole? family, down to the remotest 
cousin, is kc])t in a perpetual fever. At lengfli it becomes plain 
that the old lady or gentleman has not long to live ; and the plainer 
this becomes, the more clearly the old lady or gentleman perceives 
that everybody is in a consjiiracy against their ])Oor old dying 
relative ; wherefore the old lady or gentleman makes another last 
will- positively the last tliis time - conceals the same in a china 
teapot, and expires next day. Then it turns out, that the whole 
of the real and personal estate is divided between half-a-dozen 
charities ; and that the dead and gone testator has in pure spite 
helped to do. a great deal of good, at the cost of an immense 
amount of evil j)assion and misery. 

The Perkins Institution and Massachusetts Asylum for the Blind, 
at Boston, is superintended by a body of trustees who make an 
annual report to the corporation. The indigent blind of that state 
are admitted gratuitously. Those from the adjoining state of Con- 
necticut, or from the states of Maine, Vermont, or New Hampshire, 
are admitted by ?i warrant from the state to which they respectively 
belong; or, failing that, •must find security among their friends, for 
the payment of about twenty pounds Faiglish for their first year’s 
board and instrucilioit, and ten for the second. ‘After the first 
year,’ say the trustees, ‘an account current will be opened with 
each pupil ; he# will be charged with the actual cost of his board, 
wiiich w ill not exceed two dollars per w’cek ; ’ a trifle more tlpn 
eight shillings English ; ' and he will be credited with the amoutit 
paid for him by the state, or by his friends ; also with his earnings 
over and above the .cost of the stock w hich he uses ; eo that all 
his earnings over one dollar per wxck will be his owm. By the 
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third year it will be known whether his earnings will more than 
pay the actual cost of his board ; if they should, he will have it 
at his option to remain and receive his earnings, or not. Those 
who prove unable to earn their own livelihood will not be retained ; 
as it is not desirable to convert the establishment into an alms- 
house, or to retain any but working bees in the hive. Those ivjio 
by physical or mental imbecility are disqualified from w^ork, are 
thereby disqualified from being members of an industrious com- 
munity; and they can be better provided for in establishments 
fitted for*the infirm.' 

I went to see this place one very fine winter morning : an Italian 
sky above, and the air so clear and bright on every side, that even 
my eyes, which arc none of the best, could follow the yiinute lines 
and scraps of tracery in distant buildings. Like most other public 
institutions in Ameriax, of the same class, it stands a mile or two 
without the town, in a cheerful healthy spot ; and is an airy,* 
spacious, handsome edifice. It is built upon a height, cammanding 
the harbour. When I paused^ for a moment at the door, and 
marked how fresh i;n(l free the whole scene was — what sparkling 
bubbles glanced upon the waves, and welled up every moment to 
the surface, as though the world* below, like that above, were 
radiant with the bright day, and gushing over in its fulness of 
light ; xvhen I gazed from sail to sail away upon a ship at sea, 
a tiny speck of shiniiig white, the only^cloud upon the still, deep, 
distant blue — and, turning, saw a blind boy with his sightless face 
addressed that way, as though he too had some sense within him 
of the glorious distance : I felt a kind of sorrow that the place 
should be so very light, and a strange wish that for his sake* it 
were darker. It was but momentary, of course, and *a mere fancy, 
but I felt it keenly for all that. 

The children were at their daily tasks in different rooms, except 
a few who were already dismissed, and were at play. Here, as in 
many institutions, no uniform is worn ; and I was very glad of it, 
for two reasons. Firstly, because I am sure that nothing but 
senseless custom and want of thought would recjfxncile us to the 
liveries and badges we are so fond of at home. Secondly, because 
the absence of these things presents ea(‘h child to the visitor in 
his or her own proper character, will) its ind^vic^^uality unimpaired ; 
not lost in a dull, ugly, monotonous repetition of the same tin- 
meanfng garb : which is really an important considciration. The 
wisdom of encouraging a little harmless pride in i)brsonal appear- 
ance even among the blind, or the whimsical absurdity of con- 
sidering charity and leather breeches inseparable companions, as 
we do, requires no comment. 

Good oi^er, cleanliness, and comfort, pervaded every corner of 
the building. The various classes, who were gathered round their 
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teachers, answered the questions put to them with readiness and 
intelligence, and in a spirit of cheerful contest for precedence which 
pleased me very much. Those who were at play, were gleesome 
and noisy as other children. More spiritual and affectionate 
friendships appeared to exist among them, than would be found 
an)ppg other young persons suffering under no deprivation; but 
this I expected and was prepared to find. It is a part of the great 
scheme of Heaven’s merciful consideration for the afflicted. 

In a portion of the building, set apart for that purpose, are work- 
shops for blind persons whose education is finished, and \^ho have 
acquired a trade, but who cannot pursue it in an ordinary manufac- 
tory because of their deprivation. Several people were at work 
here ; making brushes, mattresses, and so forth ; and the cheerful- 
ness, industry, and good order discernible in every other part of the 
building, extended to this department also. 

• On the ringing of a bell, the pupils all repaired, without any 
guide or loader, to* a spacious music-hall, where they took their 
seats in an orchestra erected for tljat purjiose, and listened with 
manifest delight to a voluntary on the organ,, played by one of 
themselves. At its conclusion, the performer, a boy of nineteen or 
twenty, gave place to a girl ; a^id to her accompaniment they all 
sang a hymn, and afterwards a sort of chorus. It was very sad to 
look upon and hear tliem, hajipy though their condition un- 
questionably was ; and I sa\^’ that one blind gkl, who (being for the 
time deprived of the use of her limbs, by illness) sat close beside 
me with her face towards them, wept silently the while sh6 
listened. 

It is strange to watch the faces of the blind, and see how free 
they are from all concealment of what is ])assing in their thoughts ; 
observing which, a man with eyes may blush to contemplate the 
mask he wears. Allowing for one shade of anxious expression 
which is never absent from their countenances, and the like of 
w^hich we may readily detect in our own faces if we try to feel our 
way in the dark, every idea, as it rises within them, is expressed 
with the lightning’s speed and nature’s truth. If the company at 
a rout, or drawing-roon\ at court, could only for one time be as 
unconscious of the eyes upon them as blind men and women are, 
what secrets would cqme out, and what a worker of hypocrisy this 
sight, the loss of which we so much pity, would appear to be ! 

The thought occurred to me as I sat down in another foom, 
before a girl, blind, deaf, and dumb ; destitute of smell ; and nearly 
so of taste : before a faic young creature with every human faculty, 
and hope, and power of goodness and affection, inclosed wdthin her 
delicate frame, and but one outward sense — the sense of touch. 
There she was, before me ; built up, as it were, in a marble cell, 
impervious to any ray of light, or particle of sound ; with her poor 
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white hand peeping through a chink in the wall, beckoning to some 
good man for help, that an Immortal soul might be awakened. 

Long before I looked upon her, the help had come. Her face 
was radiant with intelligence and pleasure. Her hair, braided by 
her own hands, was bound about a head, whose intellectual capacity 
and development were beautifully expressed in its graceful outline, 
and its broad open brow; her dress, arranged by herself, was a 
pattern of neatness and simplicity ; the work she had knitted, lay 
beside her; her writing-book was on the desk she leaned upon. — 
From tlje mournful ruin of such bereavement, there had slowly 
risen up this gentle, tender, guileless, grateful-hearted being. 

Like other inmates of that house, she had a green ribbon bound 
round her eyelids. A doll she had dressed lay near upon ^the 
ground. I took it up, and saw that she had made a green fillet 
such as she wore herself, and fastened it about its mimic eyes. 

She was seated in a littfe enclosure, made by school-desks and 
forms, writing her daily journal. But soon finishing tjiis pursuit, 
she engaged in an nnimated conversation with a teacher who sat 
beside her. This wa^i a favourtte mistress with the poor pupil. If 
she could see the fiice of her fair instructress, she would not love 
her less, I am sure. 

I have extracted a few disjointed fragments of her history, from 
an account, written by that one man who has made her what she is. 
It is a very beautiful and touching narrative ; and I wish I could 
present it entire. * 

. Her name is Laura Bridgman. ‘She was born in Hanover, New 
Hampshire, on the twenty-first of December, 1829. She is de- 
scribed as having been a very sprightly and ])rctty infant, with bright 
blue eyes. She was, however, so puny and feeble until she was a 
year and a half old, that her parents hardly hoped to rear her. 
She was subject to severe fits, which seemed to rack her frame 
almost beyond her ])ower of endurance : and life was held by the 
feeblest tenure : but when a year and a half old, she seemed to 
rally ; the dangerous symptoms subsided ; and at twenty months 
old, she was perfectly well. 

‘ Then her mental powers, hitherto stinted in thc^lr growth, raj)idly 
developed themselves ; and during the fouf months of health which 
she enjoyed, she appears (making due allowance for a fond mother’s 
account) to have displayed a considerable degree of intelligence. 

‘ But suddenly she sickened again ; her disease raged with great 
violence during five weeks, when her eyes and car5> were inflamed, 
suppurated, and their contents were discharged. But though sight 
and hearing were gone for ever, the poor child’s sufferings were not 
ended. The fever raged during seven weeks ; for five months she 
was kept in bed in a darkened room ; it was a year before she 
could walk unsupported, and two years before she could sit up all 
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day. It was now observed that her sense of smell was almost 
entirely destroyed ; and, consequently, that her taste was much 
blunted. 

‘ It was not until four years of age that the poor child’s bodily 
health seemed restored, and she was able to enter upon her 
apprenticeship of life and the world. 

‘•Blit what a situation was hers ! The darkness and the silence 
of the tomb were around her : no mother’s smile called forth 
her answering smile, no father’s voice taught her to imitate his 
sounds : — they, brothers and sisters, were but forms of matter which 
resisted her touch, but w^hich differed not from the furniture of the 
house, save in w^armth, and in the powder of locomotion ; and not 
even in these respects from the dog and the cat. 

‘ But the hnmortal spirit w’hich had been implanted within her 
could not die, nor be maimed nor nTutilated ; and though most of 
it;^ avenues of communication \vith the world were* cut off, it began 
to manifest itself through the others. As soon as she could w'alk, 
she began to explore the room, and then the house ; she became 
familiar with the form, density, wei^ght, and heat, of every article 
she could lay her hands upon. She followed hcA mother, and felt 
her hands and arms, as she was occupied about the house ; and her 
disposition to imitate, led her i*o repeat everything herself. She 
even learned to sew a little, and to knit.’ 

The reader will scarcely need to be told^ how^ever, that the 
opportunities of communicartng w'ith her, were \ery, very limited; 
and that the moral effects of her wretched state soon began to 
appear. Those wiio cannot be enlightened by reason, can only be 
controlled by force ; and this, coupled with her great privations, 
must soon have reduced her to a worse condition than that of the 
beasts that perish, but for timely and unhoped-for aid. 

‘ At this time, I w^as so fortunate as to hear of the child, and 
immediately hastened to Hanover to see her. I found her with a 
well-formed figure; a strongly-marked, nervous-sanguine tempera- 
ment ; a large and beautifully-shaped head ; and the w hole system 
in healthy action. The parents w’cre easily induced to consent to 
her coming to Boston, and on the 4th of October, 1837, they 
brought her to the Institution. 

‘ For a w^hile, she was much bew ildered ; and after w’aiting about 
tW'O weeks, until she* became acquainted with her new locality, and 
somew'hat familiar with the inmates, the attempt was made to«give 
her knowdedge of arbitrary signs, by w hich she could interchange 
thoughts with others. 

‘ There was one of tw'o’w ays to be adopted : either to go on to 
build up a* language of signs on the basis of the natural language 
which she had already commenced hersejf, or to teach her the 
purely arbitrary language in common use ; that is, to give her a sign 
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for every individual thing, or to give her a knowledge of letters by 
combination of which she might express her idea of the existence, 
and the mode and condition of existence, of any thing. The former 
would have been easy, but very ineffectual ; the latter seemed very 
difficult, but, if accomplished, very effectual I determined there- 
fore to try the latter. 

‘ The first experiments were made by taking articles in common 
use, such as knives, forks, spoons, keys, &c., and pasting upon them 
labels with their names printed in raised letters. These she felt 
very carefully, nnd soon, of course, distinguished that the crooked 
lines s/oo//, differed as much from the crooked lines as the 
spoon differed from the key in form. 

‘ Then small detached labels, with the same words printed upon 
them, were put into her hands ; and she soon observed that they 
were similar to the ones pasted on llie articles. She showed her 
perception of thi^; similarity by laying the label upon the key, 
and the label upon the spoon. She was encouraged here 

by the natural sign of approbation, patting on the head.* 

‘'Fhe same process was Iheiitrepeated with all the articles which 
she could handle ;nin(l she very easily learned to place the proper 
labels upon them. It was evident, however, that the only intel- 
lectual exercise was that of imitation and memory. She recollected 
that the label n o k was placed upon a book, and she repeated the 
process first from imitation, next from memory, with only the motive 
of love of ai)probatiftn, but apparently* without the intellectual per- 
ception of any relation between the things. 

‘ After a while, instead of labels, the individual letters were given 
to her on detached bits of paper : they were arranged side by side 
so as to spell bo ok^ key^ ] then they were mixed up in a heap 
and a sign was made for her to arrange them herself so as to express 
the words b oo k^ k c r, <S:c. ; and she did so. 

‘ Hitherto, the process had been mechanical, and the success 
about as great as teaching a very knowing dog a variety of tricks. 
The poor child had sat in mute amazement, and patiently imitated 
everything her teaclicr did ; but now the truth began to flash upon 
her : her intellect began to work : she perceived that here was a 
way by which she could herself make up a sign of anything that was 
in her own mind, and show it to another mind ; and at once 
her countenance lighted up with a human expression : it was 
no Ipnger a dog, or parrot ; it was an immortal spirit, eagerly 
seizing upon a new link of union with other spirits ! 1 could 
almost fix upon the moment when this truth dawned upon her 
mind, and spread its light to her couirtcnance ; I saw that the 
great obstacle was overcome ; and that henceforward nothing but 
patient and persevering, j)ut plain and slraigljtforward, efforts were 
to be used. 
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*The result thus far, is quickly related, and easily conceived j but 
not so was the process ; for many weeks of apparently unprofitable 
labour were passed before it was effected. 

‘ When it was said above, that a sign was made, it was intended 
to say, that the action was performed by her teacher, she feeling his 
hands, and then imitating the motion. 

^ yhe next step was to procure a set of metal types, with the 
different letters of the alphabet cast upon their ends ; also a board, 
in which were square holes, into which holes she could set the 
types j so that the letters on their ends could alone be felt above 
the surface. * 

‘ Then, on any article being handed to her, for instance, a pencil, 
or a watch, she would select the component letters, and arrange 
them on her, board, and read them with api)arent pleasure. 

‘ She was exercised for several weoks in this way, until her voca- 
bulary became extensive ; and then the important , step was taken of 
teaching her how to represent the different letters by the position of 
her fingers^ instead -of the cumbrous apparati^s of the board and 
types. She acconi[)lished this speedily and e^isily, for her intellect 
had begun to work in aid of her teacher, and her progress was 
rapid. 

‘This was the period, about. three months after she had com- 
menced, that the first report of her case was made, in which it was 
stated that “ she has just learned the manual alphabet, as used by 
the deaf mutes, and it is a siibject of delight afid wonder to sec how 
rapidly, correctly, and eagerly, she goes on with her labours. Her 
teacher gives her a new obj'ect, for instance, a i)cncil, first lets her 
examine it, and get an idea of its use, then leaches her how to spell 
it by making the signs for the lelltTs with her own fingers : the child 
grasps her hand, and feels her fingers, as the different letters arc 
formed ; she turns her head a little on one side like a person listen- 
ing closely; her lips are a[xirt ; she seems scarcely to brcatlie; and 
her countenance, at first anxious, gradually changes to a smile, as 
she comprehends the lesson. She then holds up her tiny fingers, 
and spells the word in the manual alphabet ; next, she takes her 
types and arranges her letters; and last, to make sure that she is 
right, she takes llic whojc of the types composing the word, and 
places them upon or in contact with the pencil, or whatever the 
object may be.’’ 

‘ The whole of the succeeding year was passed in gratifying her 
eager inquiries for the names of every object which she could 
possibly handle f in exercising her in the use of the manual alphabet ; 
in extending in every possible Avay her knowledge of the physical 
relations of things ; and in proper care of her health. 

‘ At the end of the year a report of her case was njade, from 
which the following is* an extract. 
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‘ “ It has been ascertained beyond the possibility of doubt, that 
she cannot see a ray of light, cannot hear the least sound, and never 
exercises her sense of smell, if she have any. Thus her mind dwells 
in darkness and stillness, as profound as that of a closed tomb at 
midnight. Of beautiful sights, and sweet sounds, and pleasant 
odours, she has no conception; nevertheless, she seems as happy 
and playful as a bird or a lamb ; and the employment of her intel- 
lectual faculties, or the acquirement of a new idea, gives her a vivid 
pleasure, which is plainly marked in her expressive features. She 
never sefms to repine, but has all the buoyancy and gaiety of child- 
hood. She is fond of fun and frolic, and when ])laying with the rest 
of the children, her shrill laugh sounds loudest of the group. 

‘ “ When left alone, she seems very happy if she have her knitting 
or sewing, and will busy herself for hours ; if she have* no occupa- 
tion, she evidently amuses hetself by imaginary dialogues, or by 
recalling past impressions ; 'shc counts with her fingers, or siiells ouj: 
names of things which she has recently learned, in the manual 
alphabet of the deaf mutes. In this lonely self-comrtiunion she 
seems to reason, reflect, and argue ; if she spell a word wrong with 
the fingers of her right hand, she instantly strikes it with her left, as 
her teacher does, in sign of disapprobation ; if right, then she pats 
herself upon the head, and looks pleased. She sometimes jiurposely 
spells a w’ord wrong witli the left band, looks roguish for a moment 
and laughs, and then with the right hand strikes the left, as if to 
correct it. 

‘ “ During the year she has attained great dexterity in the use of 
the manual alphabet of the deaf mutes ; and she spells out the 
words and sentences which she knows, so fast and so deftly, that 
only those accustomed to this language can follow Avjth the eye the 
rapid motions of her fingers. 

‘ But wonderful as is tlie rapidity with which she writes her 
thoughts upon the air, still more so is the ease and accuracy with 
which she reads the words thus written by another ; grasping their 
hands in hers, and following every movement of their fingers, as 
letter after letter conveys their meaning to her mind. It is in this 
w^ay that she converses with her blind playmates, tand nothing can 
more forcibly show the power of mind ‘in forcing matter to its 
purpose than a meeting between them. For if great talent and 
skill are necessary for two pantomimes to i)aint«their thoughts and 
feelii)gs by the movements of the body, and the expression of the 
countenance, how much greater the difficulty when <Jarkness shrouds 
them both, and the one can hear no sound. 

• ‘ ‘‘ When Laura is walking through a passage-way, with her hands 
spread before her, she knows instantly every one she meets, and 
passes thcMii with a sign of recognition : but if it be a girl of her 
Qwn age, and especially if it be one of her favourites, there is 
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instantly a bright smile of recognition, a twining of arms, a grasping 
of hands, and a swift telegraphing upon the tiny fingers ; whose 
rapid evolutions convey the thoughts and feelings from the outposts 
of one mind to those of the other. There are questions and 
answers, exchanges of joy or sorrow, there are hissings and partings, 
just as between little children vdth all their senses.’’ 

^ During this year, and six months after she had left home, her 
mother came to visit her, and the scene of their meeting was an 
interesting one. 

‘The mother stood some time, gazing with overflo^\^ng eyes 
upon her unfortunate child, who, all unconscious of her presence, 
was playing about the room. Presently Laura ran against her, and 
at once began feeling her hands, examining her dress, and trying to 
find out if She knew her ; hut not succeeding in this, she turned 
away as from a stranger, and the poor woman could not conceal 
the pang she felt, at finding that her ITeloved chfld did not know 
her. 

‘ She then gave T.aura a string of beads whtch she used to wear 
at home, which were recognised by the child at once, who, with 
much joy, put them around her neck, and sought me eagerly to say 
she understood the string was from her honu^. 

‘ The mother now sought to caress her, but poor Laura repelled 
her, J3referring to be with her ac(|uaintances. 

‘ Another article from home was now giveij her, and she began 
to look much interested ; sfie examined tlie stranger much closer, 
and gave me to understand that she knew she came from Han- 
over ; she even endured her caresses, l)ut would leave her with 
indifference at the slightest signal. The distress of the mother 
was now j)ainful to behold ; for, although she had feared that she 
should not ])e recognised, the ])ainful reality of being treated with 
cold indifference by a darling child, was too much for woman’s 
nature to bear. 

‘ After a while, on the mother taking hold of her again, a vague 
idea seemed to flit across Laura’s mind, that this could not be a 
stranger ; she therefore felt her hands very eagerly, while her coun- 
tenance assumed* an ex])ression of intense interest ; she became 
very pale • and then suddenly red ; hope seemed struggling with 
doubt and anxiety, and never wore contending emotions more 
strongly painted uiTon'the human fixee : at this moment of painful 
uncertainty, the mother drew her close to her side, and kissed her 
fondly, when atcncc the truth flashed upon the ( liild, and all mis- 
trust and anxiety disappeared from Iier fiice, as with an expression 
of exceeding joy she eagVrly nestled to the bosom of her parenf, 
and yielded herself to her fond embraces. 

‘ After this, the beads were all unheeded ; the playthings which 
were offered to her were utterly disregarded ; her playmates, for 
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whom but a moment before she gladly left the stranger, now vainly 
strove to pull her from her mother ; and though she yielded her 
usual instantaneous obedience to my signal to follow me, it was 
evidently with painful reluctance. She clung close to me, as if 
bewildered and fearful ; and when, after a moment, I took her 
to her mother, she sprang to her amis, and clung to her «*with 
eager joy. 

‘ The subsequent parting between them, showed alike the affection, 
the intelligence, and the resolution of the child. 

‘ Laura accompanied her mother to the door, clinging close to 
her all the way, until they arrived at the threshold, where she 
paused, and felt around, to ascertain who was near her. Perceiving 
the matron, of whom she is very fond, she grasped her with one 
hand, holding on convulsively to her mother with the other ; and 
thus she stood fof a momei''t: : then she dropped her mother’s liand ; 
put her handkerchief to her eyes ; and turning round, clung sobbing; 
to the matron ; while her mother departed, with emotions as deep 
as those of her child.. < 

* it ^|c- * * * 

‘It has been remarked in former reports, tliat she can dis- 
tinguish different degrees of intellect in others, and that she soon 
regarded, almost with contempt, a new-comer, when, after a few 
days, she discovered her w'eakness of mind. This unamiable part 
of her character has been more strong’y developed during the past 
year. 

‘ She chooses for her friends and companions, those children 
who are intelligent, and can talk best with her; and she evideptly 
dislikes to be with those who are deficient in intellect, unless, indeed, 
she can make them serve her purposes, which she ’is evidently in- 
clined to do. She takes advantage of them, and makes them wait 
upon her, in a manner that she knows she could not exact of 
others ; and in various ways shows her Saxon blood. 

‘ She is fond of liaving other children noticed and caressed by 
the teachers, and those whom she respects ; but this must not be 
carried too far, or she becomes jealous. She \v;ants to have her 
share, which, if not the lion’s, is the grea,tcr part; and if she does 
not get it, she says, “ My mother %uill love mc^ 

‘Her tendency to imitation is so strong, that ’ it leads her to 
actions which must be entirely incomprehensible to her, and which 
can give her no other pleasure than the gratification of an internal 
faculty. She has been known to sit for half an hour, holding a 
book before her sightless eyes, and moving her lips, as she has 
observed seeing people do when reading. 

‘ She one day pretended that her doll was sick ; and went through 
all the motions of tending it, and giving it medicine ; she then put 
it carefully to bed, and placed a bottle of hot water to its feet, 
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laughing all the time most heartily. When I came home, she 
insisted upon my going to see it, and feel its pulse ; and when I 
told her to put a blister on its back, she seemed to enjoy it 
amazingly, and almost screamed with delight. 

‘ Her social feelings, and her affections, are very strong ; and 
wji^n she is sitting at work, or at her studies, by the side of one of 
her little friends, she will break off from her task every few moments, 
to hug and kiss them with an earnestness and warmth that is 
touching to behold. 

‘When left alone, she occupies and apparently amuses herself, 
and seems quite contented ; and so strong seems to be the natural 
tendency of thought to put on the garb of language, that she often 
soliloquizes, in the finger language^ slow and tedious as it is. But 
it is only when alone, that she is quiet : for if she becomes sensible 
of the presence of any one near her, ghe is restjess until shd can 
•sit close beside them, hold their hand, and converse with them by 
signs. • • , 

‘ In her intellectual character it is pleasing to observe an insatiable 
thirst for knowledge, and a quick perception# of the relations of 
things. In her moral character, it is beautiful to behold her con- 
tinual gladness, her keen enjoyment of existence, her expansive 
love, her unhesitating confidence, her sympathy with suffering, her 
conscientiousness, truthfulness, and hopefulness.’ 

Such are a few fragmente from the simplt? but most interesting 
and instructive history of Laura Bridgman. The name of her great 
benefactor and friend, who writes it, is Dr. Howe. There are not 
many persons, I hope and believe, who, after reading these passages, 
can ever hear that name with indifference. 

A further account has been published by Dr. Howe, since the 
report from which I have just quoted. It describes her rapid 
mental growth and improvement during twelve months more, and 
brings her little history down to the end of last year. It is very 
remarkable, that as we dream in words, and carry on imaginary 
conversations, in which we speak both for ourselves and for the 
shadows who aijpear to us in those visions of the night, so she, 
having no words, uses lujr finger alphabet in her sleep. And it has 
been ascertained that when her slumber is broken, and is much 
disturbed by dreai\)s, she expresses her thoughts in an irregular and 
confused manner on her fingers : just as we should murmiy and 
mutter them indistinctly, in the like circumstances, 

I turned over the leaves of her Diary, and found it written in a 
fair legible square hand, and expressed in terms which were quite 
intelligible without any explanation. On my saying that I should 
like to see her write again, the teacher who sat beside, her, bade 
her, in their language, sign her name upon a slip of paper, twice or 
thrice. In doing so, I observed that she kept her left hand always 
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touching, and following up, her right, in which, of course, she held 
the pen. No line was indicated by any contrivance, but she wrote 
straight and freely. 

She had, until now, been quite unconscious of the presence of 
visitors ; but, having her hand placed in that of the gentleman who 
accompanied me, she immediately expressed his name upon her 
teacher’s palm. Indeed her sense of touch is now so exquisite,’'triat 
having been acquainted with a person onee, she can recognise him 
or her after almost any interval. This gentleman had been in her 
company, I believe, but very seldom, and certainly had not seen 
her for many months. My hand she rejected at once, as slie does 
that of any man who is a stranger to her. Rut she retained my 
wife’s with evident pleasure, kissed her, and examined her dress 
with a girl’s curiosity and interest. 

She was merry and cheerful, and showed much innocent playful- 
ness in her intercourse with her teacher. Her delight on recog- 
nising a favourite lilayfellow and companion — lierself a J)lind girl — 
who silently, and with an equal enjoyment of the coming surprise, 
took a seat beside her, was beautiful to witness. It elicited from 
her at first, as other slight circumstances did twice or thrice during 
my visit, an uncouth noise which was rather painful to hear. But 
on her teacher touching her lips," she immeiliately desisted, and 
embraced her laughingly and affectionately. 

I had previously b^^en into another chamber, where a number of 
blind boys were swinging, and climbing, and engaged in various 
sports. They all clamoured, as we entered, to i\ut assistant-master, 
who accom])anied us, ‘ Look at me, Mr. Hart I Please, Mr. Hart, 
look at me !’ evincing, 1 thought, even in this, an anxiety i)eciiliar 
to their condition, that their little feats of agility .should be Str//, 
Among them was a small laughing fellow, who stood aloof, enter- 
taining himself with a gymnastic exercise for bringing the arms and 
chest into play ; which he enjoyed mightily ; especially when, in 
thrusting out his right arm, he brought it into contact with another 
boy. Idke Laura 13ridgman, this young child was deaf, and dumb, 
and blind. 

Dr. Howe’s account of this pupil’s first instruction is so very 
striking, and so intimately connected with Laura herself, that [ 
cannot refrain from a short extract. I may premise that the poor 
boy’s name is Oliver Caswell ; that he is thirteeh years of age ; and 
that be was in full possession of all his faculties, until three years 
and four months old. He was then attacked by ^scarlet fever; in 
four weeks became deaf ; in a few weeks more, blind ; in six months, 
dumb. He showed his anxious sense of this last deprivation, by 
often feeling the lips of other persons when they were talking, and 
then putting his hand upon his own, as if to assure himself that he 
had them in the right position. 
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‘ His thirst for knowledge,’ says Dr. Howe, ‘ proclaimed itself as 
soon as he entered the house, by his eager examination of every- 
thing he could feel or smell in his new location. For instance, 
treading upon the register of a furnace, he instantly stooped down, 
and began to feel it, and soon discovered the way in which the 
uppj^r plate moved upon the lower one; but this was not enough 
for him, so lying down upon his face, he applied his tongue first to 
one, then to the other, and seemed to discover that they were of 
different kinds of metal. 

‘ His signs were expressive : and tlie strictly natural language, 
laughing, crying, sighing, kissing, embracing, See,, was perfect. 

‘ Some of the analogical signs which (guided by his faculty of 
imilation) l\e had contrived, were comprehensible ; such as the 
waving motion of his hand for the •motion of a boat, the circular 
one for a wheel. Sec, , 

• ‘ 'Fhe first object was to break up the use of these signs and to 
substitute for them the use of purely arbitrary jnes. 

‘ Profiting by the cxjierience I had gained, in the other cases, I 
omitted several steps of the process before employed, and com- 
menced at once with the finger language. 'J aking, therefore, several 
articles having shoit names, siu'h as key, cup, mug, &c., and with 
Laura for an auxiliary, I sat down, and taking his hand, placed it 
upon one of them, and then with my own, made the letters k c y. 
He felt my hands eagerly \^ith both of his, und on my repeating 
the process, he evidently tried to imitate the motions of my fingers. 
In a few minutes he contrived to feel the motions of my fingers 
with one hand, and holding out the other he tried to imitate 
them, laughing most heartily when he succeeded. Laura was by, 
interested even to agitation ; and the two presented a singular sight : 
her face wxis flushed and anxious, and her fingers twining in among 
ours so closely as to fifllow every motion, but so slightly as not to 
embarrass them ; while Oliver stood attentive, his head a little aside, 
his face turned u[), his left hand grasping mine, and his right held 
out : at every motion of my fingers his countenance betokened keen 
attention ; there was an expression of anxiety as he tried to imitate 
the motions ; then a smile came stealing out as he thought he could 
do so, and spread into a joyous laugh the moment he succeeded, 
and felt me j)at his Jiead, and Laura clap him heartily upon the back, 
and jump up and down in her joy. 

‘ He learned more than a half-do/en letters in half an hour, and 
seemed dolightefl with his success, at least in gaining approbation. 
His attention then begap to flag, and I commenced jflaying witji 
him. It was evident that in all this he had merely been imitating 
the motions of my fingers, and placing his hand upon the key, cup, 
&c., as part of the process, without any perception of the relation 
between the sign and the object. 
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^ When he was tired with play I took him back to the table, and 
he was quite ready to begin again his process of imitation. He 
soon learned to make the letters for key^ pen^ pin ; and by having 
the object repeatedly placed in his hand, he at last perceived the 
relation I wished to establish between them. This was evident, 
because, when I made the letters p i //, ox p e or c u /, he would 
select the article. * 

‘ The perception of this relation was not accompanied by that 
radiant flash of intelligence, and that glow of joy, which marked 
the delightful moment when Laura first perceived it. I then placed 
all the articles on the table, and going away a little distance with 
the children, placed Oliver’s fingers in the positions to spell key, on 
which Laura went and brought the article : the little fellow seemed 
much amused l)y this, and looked very attentive and 'smiling. I 
then .caused him to make the* letters bread, and in an instant 
Laura went and brought hifn a piece : he smelled at it ; put it to, 
his lips ; cocked up his head with a most knowing look ; ^seemed to 
reflect a moment ; arid then laughed outright, as much as to say, 
“ Aha ! I understand ilbw how something may be made out of this.” 

‘ It was now clear that he had the cai)acity and inclination to 
learn, that he was a proper subject for instruction, and needed only 
persevering attention. I therefore* put him in the hands of an 
intelligent teacher, nothing doubting of his rapid progress.’ 

Well may this gentl^^man call that a delightful moment, in which 
some distant promise of her present sfate first gleamed upon the 
darkened mind of Laura Bridgman, 'riiroughout his life, the recol- 
lection of that moment will be to him a source of pure, unfading 
happiness ; nor will it shine less brightly on the evening of his days 
of Noble Usefulness. 

The affection which exists between these two — the master and 
the pupil — is as far removed from all ordinary care and regard, as 
the circumstances in which it has had its growth, arc apart from the 
common occurrences of life. He is occupied now, in devising means 
of imparting to her, higher knowledge ; and of conveying to her 
some adequate idea of the Great Creator of that universe in which, 
dark and silent and scentless though it be to her, she has such deep 
delight and glad enjoyment. • 

Ye who have eyes and sec not, and have ears and hear not; ye 
who are as the hypocrites of sad countenances, hnd disfigure your 
faces that ye may seem unto men to fast ; learn healthy cheerfulness, 
and mild contentment, from the deaf, and dumb, aitd blind ! Self- 
elected saints with gloomy brows, this sightless, earless, voiceless 
child may teach you lessons you will do well to follow. Let that 
poor hand of hers lie gently on your hearts ; for there may be 
something dn its healing touch akin to that of the Great Master 
whose precepts you misconstrue, whose lessons you pervert, of 
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whose charity and sympathy with all the world, not one among you 
in his daily practice knows as much as many of the worst among 
those fallen sinners, to whom you are liberal in nothing but the 
preachment of perdition ! 

As I rose to quit the room, a pretty little child of one of the 
attendants came running in to greet its father. For the moment, a 
child with eyes, among the sightless crowd, impressed me almost as 
painfully as the blind boy in the porch had done, two hours ago. 
Ah ! how much brighter and more deeply blue, glowing and rich 
though it had been before, was the scene without, contrasting with 
the darkness of so many youthful lives within ! 


At SouTrt Boston, as it is called, in a situation excellently 
adapted for the purpose, several charttable institutions are clustered 
together. One of these, is the State* Ilospitak for the insane; 
admirably conducted on those enlightened principles of conciliation 
and kindne'ss, whicK twenty years ago would have been worse than 
heretical, and which have been acted upon \wlth so much success in 
our own pauper Asylum at Hanwell. ‘ Kvinefc a desire to show 
some confidence, and repose some trust, even in mad people,^ said 
the resident physician, as we walked along the galleries, his patients 
flocking round us unrestrained. Of those who deny or doubt the 
wisdom of this maxim after witnessing its effects, if there be such 
people still alive, I can onl^ say that 1 hope 1 may never be sum- 
moned as a Juryman on a ("ommission of lainacy whereof they are 
the subjects ; for 1 should certainly find them out of their senses, 
on such evidence alone. 

Each ward in this institution is shaped like a long gallery or hall, 
with the dormitories of the patients opening from it on cither hand. 
Here they work, read, play at skittles, and other games ; and when 
the weather does not admit of their taking exercise out of doors, 
pass the day together. In one of these rooms, seated, calmly, and 
quite as a matter of course, among a throng of mad-women, black 
and white, were the physician’s Avife and another lady, with a couple 
of children, Th«sc ladies were graceful and handsome ; and it was 
not difficult to perceive at a glance that even their presence there, 
had a highlv beneficial influence on the patients who were grouped 
about them. • 

Leaning her head against the chimney-piece, with a great as- 
sumption of digiftityand refinement of manner, sat an elderly female, 
in as many scraps of finery as Madge Wildfire herself. Her head 
in particular was so strcAvli with scraps of gauze and cotton and bits 
of paper, and had so many queer odds and ends stuck all about 
it, that it looked like a bird’s-ncst. She was radiant with imagi- 
nary jewels ; wore a rich pair of undoubted gold spectacles ; and 



40 AMERICAN NOTES 

gracefully dropped upon her lap, as vve approached, a very old greasy 
newspaper, in which I dare say she had been reading an account of 
her own presentation at some Foreign Court. 

I have been thus particular in describing her, because she will 
serve to exemplify the physician’s manner of acquiring and retaining 
the confidence of his patients. ^ 

‘ This,’ he said aloud, taking me by the hand, and advancing to 
the hxntastic figure with great politeness — not raising her suspicions 
by the slightest look or whisper, or any kind of aside, to me : ‘ This 
lady is the hostess of this mansion, sir. It belongs to her. Nobody 
else has anything whatever to do with it. It is a large establish- 
ment, as you see, and requires a great number of attendants. She 
lives, you observe, in the very first style. She is kind enough to 
receive my visits, and to permk my wife and family to reside here ; 
for which it is hardly necessary to say, we are much indebted to her. 
She is exceedingly' courteous, you perceive,’ on this hint slie bowed 
condescendingly, ‘and wdll jiermit me to have the ple;isi;rc of intro- 
ducing you : a gentleman froin England, Ma’am : newly arrived 
from England, after a* very tempestuous jiassagc : Mr. Dickens, — 
the lady of the house 1 ’ 

We exchanged the most dignified salutations with profound gravity 
and respect, and so w'ent on. "J'he rest of the madwomen seemed 
to understand the joke perfectly (not only in this rase, but in all 
the others, except thciir own), and be ^lighly amused by it. The 
nature of their several kinds of insanity was made known to me in 
the same w^ay, and w'e left each of them in high good humour. Not 
only is a thorough confidence established, by those means, betw'cen 
the physician and patient, in respect of the nature and extent of 
their hallucinations, but it is easy to understand that opportunities 
are afforded for seizing any moment of reason, to startle them by 
placing their own delusion before them in its most incongruous and 
ridiculous light. 

Every jiatient in this asylum sits dow'ii to dinner every day w'ith 
a knife and fork ; and in the midst of them sits the gentleman, 
xvhose manner of dealing with his charges, 1 have just described. 
At every meal, moral influence alone restrains fhc more violent 
among them from cutting the throats of tlie rest ; but the effect of 
that influence is reduced to an absolute certainty, and is found, 
even as a means of restraint, to say nothing of it as a means of cure, 
a hufldred times more efficacious than all the strait-waistcoats, 
fetters, and handcuffs, that ignorance, jinjudice, aiVl cruelty have 
manufactured since the creation of the world. 

*ln the labour department, every patient is as freely trusted with 
the tools of his trade as if he were a sane man. In the garden, and 
on the farin, they work with spades, rakes, and hoes. For amuse- 
ment, they W'alk, run, fish, j)aint, read, and ride out to take the air 
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in carriages provided for the purpose. They have among themselves 
a sewing society to make clothes for the poor, which holds meetings, 
passes resolutions, never comes to fisty-cuffs or bowie-knives as sane 
assemblies have been known to do elsewhere ; and conducts all its 
proceedings with the greatest decorum. The irritability, which 
w^ould otherwise be expended on their owm flesh, clothes, and furni- 
ture, is dissipated in these pursuits. Tliey are cheerful, tranquil, 
and healthy. 

Once a week they have a ball, in which the Doctor and liis family, 
with all the nurses and attendants, take an active part. DaVices and 
marches are performed alternately, to the enlivening strains of a 
piano ; and now and then some gentleman or lady (wiiosc jjroficiency 
has. been previously ascertained) obliges the company with a song: 
nor does it ever degenerate, at a tpnder crisis, into a screech or 
howi ; wiierein, I must confess, I should have thought the danger lay. 
At an early hour they all meet together for these festive purposes; 
at eight o'cjock refreshments are served; and at nine they separate. 

Immense politeness and good breeding are observed tliroughout. 
They all take their tone from the 1 )octor : *anfl he moves a very 
(iiesterfiekl among the company. Like other assemblies, these 
entertainments afford a fruitful, topic of conversation among the 
ladies for some days ; and the gentlemen are so anxious to shine 
on these occasions, that they have been sometimes found ‘prac- 
tising their steps ’ in privat(j, to cut a more (Vstinguished figure in 
the dance. 

It is obvious that one great feature of this system, is the inculca- 
tion and encouragement, even among such unhaj)])y persons, of a 
decent self-respect. vSomething of the same spirit pervades all the 
Institutions at South Ikjston. 

There is the House of Industry. In that branch of it, wd\ich is 
devoted to the reception of old or otherwise helpless paupers, these 
words ^are painted on the walls: ‘Worthy of Notice. Sei.f- 
Governmknt, Quietude, and Teace, are HLESsixfcs.’ It is not 
assumed and taken for granted that being there they must be evil- 
disposed and wicked people, before whose vicious eyes it is necessary 
to flourish tlireatS and harsh restraints. I'hey are met at the very 
threshold with this mild appeal. All within-doors is very plain 
and sim])le, as it ought to be, but arranged w ith a view to i)eace 
and comfort. It costs no more than any other plan of arrangement, 
but it speaks an amount of consideration for those who are refluced 
to seek a shekel* there, w hich puts them at once upon their gratitude 
and good behaviour. Instead of bcang parcelled out in great, long, 
rambling wards, where a certain amount of weazen life may mope, 
and pine, and shiver, all day long, the building is divided into 
separate rooms, each ‘with its share of light and air. In* these, the 
better kind of paupers live. They have a motive for exertion 
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and becoming pride, in the desire to make these little chambers 
comfortable and decent. 

I do not remember one but it was clean and neat, and had its 
plant or two upon the window-sill, or row of crockery upon the 
shelf, or small display of coloured prints upon the whitewashed wall, 
or, perhaps, its wooden clock behind the door. 

The orphans and young children arc in an adjoining buildfng ; 
separate from this, but a part of the same Institution. Some are 
such little creatures, that the stairs are of Lilliputian measurement, 
fitted to iheir tiny strides. The same consideration for their years 
and wCvakness is expressed in their very seats, which are perfect 
curiosities, and look like articles of furniture for a pauper dolfs- 
housc. I can imagine the glee of our Poor Law Commissioners 
at the notion of these seatshaving arms and backs; but!>mall spines 
being of older date than thciV occupation of the Board-room at 
Somerset House, J. thought ‘even this provision very merciful an(^ 
kind. 

Here again, I was greatly pleased with the ’inscriptions on the 
wall, which were scraps of plain morality, easily remembered and 
understood : such its ‘ Love one another ' — ‘ God remembers the 
smallest creature in his creation : ^ and straightforward advice of 
that nature. The books and tasks of these smallest of scholars, 
were adapted, in the same judicious manner, to their childish powers. 
When we had examined these lessons, four morsels of girls (of whom 
one was blind) sang a little song, aboift the merry month of May, 
which I thought (being extremely dismal) would have suited an 
English November better. That done, we went to see their 
sleeping-rooms on the floor above, in which tlie arrangements were 
no less excellent and gentle than those we had seen below. And 
after observing that the teachers were of a class and character well 
suited to the spirit of the [dace, I took leave of the infants with a 
lighter heart than ever I have taken leave of pauper infants yet. 

Connected with the House of Industry, there is also an Hospital, 
which was in the best order, and had, I am glad to say, many beds 
unoccupied. It had one fault, however, which is common to all 
American interiors : the presence of the eternal, accifrsed, suffocating, 
red-hot demon of a stove, whose breath would blight the purest air 
under Heaven. 

There are two establishments for boys in thft same neighbour- 
hood.# One is called the Boylston school, and is an asylum for 
neglected and indigent boys who have committed no crime, but 
who in the ordinary course of things would very soon be purged of 
that distinction if they were not taken frofn the hungry streets and 
sent here. The other is a House of Reformation for Juvenile 
Offenders. • They are both under the same roof, but the two classes 
of boys never come in contact. 
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The Boylston boys, as may be readily supposed, have very much 
the advantage of the others in point of personal appearance. They 
were in their school-room when I came upon them, and answered 
correctly, without book, such questions as where was England ; how 
far was it; what was its population; its capital city; its form of 
government ; and so forth. They sang a song too, about a farmer 
sowing his seed : with corresponding action at such parts as ‘ ’tis 
thus he sows,' ‘ he turns him round,' ‘ he claps his hands ; ' which 
gave it greater interest for them, and accustomed them to act toge- 
ther, in an orderly manner. They appeared exceedingly weU-taught, 
and not better taught than fed ; for a more chubby-Iooking full- 
waistcoated set of boys, I never saw. 

The juvenile offenders had not such pleasant foces by a great 
deal, and in this establishment there were many boys of colour. I 
saw them first at their work (basket-making, and the manufacture 
qf palm-leaf hats), afterwards in their 'school, where they sang a 
chorus in praise of Liberty : an odd, and, one would think, rather 
aggravating^ theme Tor prisoners. These boys are divided into 
four classes, each denoted by a numeral, worn on a badge upon 
the arm. On the arrival of a new-comer, he is ^)iit into the fourth 
or lowest class, and left, by good behaviour, to work his way up 
into the first. The design and object of this Institution is to reclaim 
the youthful criminal by firm but kind and judicious treatment ; to 
make his prison a plac e of purification and improvement, not of 
demoralisation and corruptiSn ; to impress ui)on him that there is 
but one path, and that one sober industry, \\hich can ever lead him 
to happiness ; to teach him how it may be trodden, if his footsteps 
have never yet been led that way ; and to lure him back to it if 
they have strayed : in a word, to snatch him from destruction, and 
restore him to society a penitent and useful member. The impor- 
tance of sucli an establishment, in every point of view, and with 
reference to every consideration of humanity and social policy, 
requires no comment. 

One other establishment closes the catalogue. It is the House 
of Correction for the State, in which silence is strictly maintained, 
but where the prisoners have the comfort and mental relief of seeing 
each other, and of working together. This is the improved system 
of Prison Discipline which we have imported into England, and 
which has been in* successful operation among us for some years 
past. 

America, as a*new and not over-populated country, has in all her 
prisons, the one great advantage, of being enabled to find useful 
and profitable w^ork for tlVc inmates ; whereas, wdth us, the prejudice 
against prison labour is naturally very strong, and almost insurmount- 
able, when honest men who have not offended against the law^s are 
frequently doomed to seek employment in vain. Even in the 



44 AMERICAN NOTES 

United States, the principle of bringing convict labour and free 
labour into a competition which must obviously be to the dis- 
advantage of the latter, has already found many opponents, whose 
number is not likely to diminish with access of years. 

For this very reason though, our best prisons would seem at the 
first glance to be better conducted than those of America. ^The 
treadmill is conducted with little or no noise ; five hundr«‘d men 
may })ick oakum in the same room, without a sound ; and both 
kinds of labour admit of such keen and vigilant superintendence, 
as will rtnder even a word of personal communication amongst the 
prisoners almost imjiossible. On the other hand, the noise of the 
loom, the forge, the carpenter’s hammer, or the stonemason’s saw, 
greatly favour those ojiportunities of intercourse - hurried and brief 
no doubt, but opportunities stijl — which these several kinds of work, 
by rendering it necessary for men to be emiiloyed very near to each 
other, and often* side by side, without any barrier or partition 
between them, in their very nature present. A, visitor, t^) 0 , requires 
to reason and reflect a little, before the sight of a number of men 
engaged in ordiinqy labour, such as he is accustomed to out of 
doors, will impress liim half as strongly as the contemplation of the 
same persons in the same place ai\d garb would, if they were occu- 
pied in some task, marked and degraded evca*ywhere as belonging 
only to felons in jails. In an American state prison or house of 
correction, I found iu difficult at first tg persuade myself that I was 
really in a jail : a place of ignominious punishment and endurance. 
And to this hour I very much question whether the humane beast 
that it is not like one, has its root in the true wisdom or philosophy 
of the matter. 

I hope I may not be misunderstood on this subjec t, for it is 
one in which 1 take a strong and deep interest. I incline as little 
to the sickly feeling which makes every canting lie or maudlin 
speech of a notorious criminal a subject of newspaj>cr report and 
genera] sympathy, as 1 do to those good old customs of the good 
old times which made England, even so recently as in the reign of 
the "J'hird King (ieorge-, in rc*spect of her criminal code* and her 
j>rison regulations, one of the most bloody-minded and barbarous 
countries on the earth. If I thought it \\x)uld do any good to the 
rising generation, 1 would clu-erfully give my consent to the dis- 
interment of the bones of any genteel highwayman (the more 
gentdbl, the more cheerfully), and to their exposure, jfiecemeal, 
on any sign-post, gate, or gibbet, that iniglit bo Meemed a good 
elevation for the pur[)ose. My reason is as well convinced that 
these gentry were as utterly worthless and debauched villains, as 
it is that the laws and jails hardened them in their evil courses, 
or that their wonderful escapes were effected by the prison-turnkeys 
who, in those admirable days, had always been felons themselves, 
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and were, to the last, their bosom-friends and pot-comijanlons. 
At the same time I know, as all men do or should, that the 
subject of Prison Discipline is one of the highest importance to 
any community ; and that in her sweeping reform and bright 
example to olher countries on this head, America has shown great 
wisdom, great benevolence, and exalted policy. In contrasting 
her system with that which we have modelled upon it, I merely 
seek to show that with all itti drawbacks, ours has some advantages 
of its own. 

The House of Correction which has led to these reinarlfs, is not 
walled, like other prisons, but is palisaded round about with tall 
rough stakes, sometliing after the manner of an enclosure for 
keeping elephants in, as we see it represented in Eastern prints 
and pictures* The i)risoners wear a parti-coloured dress ; and 
those who are sentenced to hard laljcair, work at nail-makings or 
stone-cutting. When I was there, the Litter class df lal)Ourers were 
employed upon the^ stone for a new custom-house in course of 
erection at ^^oston. They appeared to shaj)e It skilfully and with 
expedition, though there were very few among them (if any) who 
had not accjuired the art within the prison gates. 

The women, all in one large room, wvve cmi)loyed in making 
light clothing, for New Orleans* and the Southern States. Tliey 
did their work in silence like the men ; and like them were over- 
looked by the i)erson contracting for their Jabour, or by some 
agent of his appointment. In addition to this, they are every 
moment liable to be visited by the prison oft'u'ers appointed for 
that purpose, 

'riie arrangements for cooking, washing of clothes, and so forth, 
are much upon the ])lan of those I have seen at home. Their 
mode of bestowing the prisoners at night (which is of general 
adoption) differs from ours, and is both simple and effective. In 
the centre of a lofty area, lighted by windows in the four walls, 
are five tiers of cells, one above the other ; each tier having before 
it a light iron gallery, attainable by .stairs of the same construction 
and material : excepting the lower one, which is on the ground. 
Behind these, ba<!k to back with them and hieing the opposite 
wall, arc five corresponding rows of cells, accessible by similar 
means : so that sujiposing the pri.soners locked up in their cells, 
an officer stationed *011 die ground, with his back to the wall, has 
half their number under his eye at once ; the remaining half Being 
equally under the observation of another officer on the opposite 
side ; and all in one great apartment. Unless this watch be cor- 
rupted or sleeping on his post, it is impossible for a man to escape ; 
for even in the ^went of his forcing the iron door of his cell without 
noise (which is exceeilingly improbable), the moment h(? appears 
outside, and steps into that one of the five galleries on which it 



46 AMERICAN NOTES 

is situated, he must be plainly and fully visible to the officer below. 
Each of these cells holds a small truckle bed, in which one prisoner 
sleeps ; never more. It is small, of course ; and the door being 
not solid, but grated, and without blind or curtain, the prisoner 
within is at all times exposed to the observation and inspection of 
any guard who may pass along that tier at any hour or n\inute 
of the night. Every day, the prisoners receive their dinner, singly, 
through a trap in the kitchen wall ; and each man carries his to his 
sleeping cell to eat it, where he is locked up, alone, for that purpose, 
one hour. The whole of this arrangement struck me as being 
admirable; and I hope that the next new prison we erect in 
England may be built on this plan. 

I was given to understand that in this prison no s\vords or 'fire- 
arms, or even cudgels, are kept ; nor is it probable that, so long as 
its present exceUent management continues, any weapon, offensive 
or defensive, will ever be required within its bounds. 

Such are the Institutions at South Boston! lnn.tJ.1 of them, 
the unfortunate or cl^^generate citizens of the State are carefully 
instructed in their«duties both to God and man ; are surrounded by 
all reasonable means of comfort and happiness that their condition 
will admit of ; arc appealed to, as memliers of the great human 
family, however afllicted, indigent, or fallen ; are ruled by the 
strong Heart, and not by the strong (though immeasurably weaker) 
Hand. I have described them at some length; firstly, because 
their worth demanded it ; and secondly, because I mean to take 
them for a model, and to content myself with saying of others we 
may come to, whose design and purpose are the same, that in this 
or that respect they jiractically fail, or differ. 

I wish by this account of them, imperfect in its execution, but 
in its just intention, honest, I could hope to convey to my readers 
one-hundredth part of the gratification, the sights I have described, 
afforded me. 


To an Knglislunan, accustomed to the paraphernalia of West- 
minster Hall, an American Court of L;iw is as odd a sight as, 
I suppose, an English Court of Law would be to an American. 
Except in the Supreme Court at Washington (where the judges 
wear a plain black robe), there is no such thing as a wig or gown 
connected with the administration of justice. The gentlemen of 
the bar being barristers and attorneys too (for there is no division 
pf those functions as in England) arc no. more removed from their 
clients than attorneys in our Court for the Relief of Insolvent 
Debtors are, from theirs. 'Bhe jury arc quite at home, and make 
themselves as comfortalile as circumstances will permit. The 
witness is so little elevated above, or pul aloof from, the crowd 
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in the court, that a stranger entering during a pause in the pro- 
ceedings would find it difficult to pick him out from the rest. 
And if it chanced to be a criminal trial, his eyes, in nine cases 
out of ten, would wander to the dock in search of the prisoner, in 
vain; for that gentleman would most likely be lounging among 
the giost distinguished ornaments of the legal profession, whispering 
suggestions in his counsel’s ear, or making a toothpick out of an 
old quill with his penknife. ' 

I could not but notice these differences, when I visited the courts 
at Boston. I was much surprised at first, too, to observe* that the 
counsel who interrogated the witness under examination at the 
time, did so sitting. But seeing that he was also occupied in 
writing dowp the answers, and remembering that he was alone 
and had no ‘junior,’ I quickly consoled m}'self with the reflection 
that law was not quite so exix;nsive an article Ijere, as at hOme ; 
<tnd that the absence of sundry formalities which we regard as 
indispensatde, had doubtless a very favourablQ influence upon the 
bill of costs. , 

In every Court, ample and commodious provision is made for 
the accommodation of the citizens. 'I’his is the case all through 
America. In every Public Insbtution, the right of the people to 
attend, and to have an interest in the proceedings, is most fully and 
distinctly recognised. There arc no grim door-keepers to dole out 
their tardy civility by the si.’*penny-worth ; nof is there, I sincerely 
believe, any insolence of office of any kind. Nothing national is 
exhibited for money ; and no public officer is a showman. We 
have begun of late years to imitate this good example. 1 hope 
we shall continue to do so ; and that in the fulness of time, even 
deans and chapters may l)e converted. 

In the civil court an action was trying, for damages sustained in 
some accident upon a railway. I'he witnesses had been examined, 
and counsel was addressing the jury. The learned gentleman (like 
a few of his English brethren) was desperately long-winded, and 
had a remarkable capacity of saying the same thing over and over 
again. His grealj theme was ‘ Warren the mgine driver,’ whom he 
pressed into the service .of every sentence he uttered. I listened 
to him for about a quarter of an hour ; and, coming out of court at 
the expiration of that time, without the faintest ray of enlightenment 
as to the merits of the case, felt as if I were at home again. , 

In the prisoner’s cell, waiting to be examined by the magistrate 
on a charge of theft, was a boy. This lad, instead of being com- 
mitted to a commen jail, would be sent to the asylum at South 
Boston, and there taught a trade; and in the course of time he 
would be bound apprentice to some respectable master. , Thus, his 
detection in this ofence, instead of being the prelude to a life of 
infamy and a miserable death, would lead, there was a reasonable 
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hope, to his being reclaimed from vice, and becoming a worthy 
member of society. 

I am by no means a wholesale admirer of our legal solemnities, 
many of which impress me as being exceedingly ludicrous. Strange 
as it may seem too, there is undoubtedly a degree of protection in 
the wig and gown- a dismissal of individual responsibility in dressing 
for the part — wliich encourages that insolent bearing and language, 
and that gross perversion of the office of a j)lcader for The Truth, 
so frequent in our courts of law. Still, 1 cannot helj) doubting 
whether* America, in her desire to shake oft' the al)surdities and 
abuses of the old system, may not have gone too far into the 
opposite extreme ; and whether it is not desirable, especially in 
the small community of a city like this, where each man knows 
the other, to surround the administration of justic(5 witli some 
artificial barriers against the Hail fellow, well met’ deportment 
of everyday life. • All the a*id it can have in the very high character 
and ability of the Ik-nch, not only here but ejsewliere^ it has, and 
well deserves to haVe ; but it may need sometliing more : not to 
impress the thoughtful and the well-informed, but the ignorant and 
heedless ; a class which includes some prisoners and many witnesses. 
These institutions were esta])lished, no doubt, upon the princii)lc 
that those wlio had so large a share in making tlie laws, would 
certainly respect them. Hut experience has jwoved this hope to 
be fallacious; for no^men know better than the Judges of America, 
that on the occasion of any great ])opular excitement tlie law is 
powerless, and cannot, for the time, assert its own supremacy. 

The tone of society in Boston is one of ])erfect politeness, 
courtesy, and good breeding. I'he ladies are mu juestionably very 
beaiitii'ul — in face : but there I am compelled to stop. Their 
education is much as uith us ; neither better nor worse. I had 
heard some very mar^ell<Hls stories in this respect ; but not 
believing them, was nut disappointed. Blue ladies there arc, in 
Boston ; but like philosophers of that colour and sex in most other 
latitudes, they rather desire to be thought sui)erior than to be so. 
pA’angelical ladies there are, likewise, whose attachment to the 
forms of religion, and liorror of theatrical entertainments, are most 
exemplary. Ladies who have a j)assion •for attending lec'tures are 
to be found among all classes and all c'onditions. In the kind of 
provincial life which prevails in cities such as* this, the Bulj)it has 
grea^ influence. The i)ecubar jjrovince of the Pulpit in New 
England (always excepting the Unitarian Ministnr/) would appear 
to be the denouncement of all innocent and rational amusements. 
The church, the chapel, and the lectureAoom, arc the only means 
of excitement excepted ; and to the church, the chapel, and the 
lecture-room, the ladies resort in crowds. 

Wherever religion is resorted to, as a strong drink, and as an 
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escape from the dull monotonous round of home, those of its 
ministers who pepper the highest will be the surest to please. 
They who stre^v the Eternal Path with the greatest amount of 
brimstone, and who most ruthlessly tread down the flowers and 
leaves that grow by the wayside, will be voted the most righteous ; 
and they who enlarge with the greatest pertinacity on the difficulty 
of getting into heaven, will be considered by all true believers 
certain of going there : though it would be hard to say by what 
process of reasoning this conclusion is arrived at. It is so at 
home, and it is so abroad. With regard to the other Aeans of 
excitement, the Lecture, it has at least the merit of being always 
new. One lecture treads so quickly on the heels of another, that 
none are remembered ; and the course of this month may be safely 
repeated next, with its charm of novjslty unbroken, and its interest 
unabated. 

• The fruits of the earth have their growth in corruption. Out of 
the rottenness of thgse things, there has sprung up in Boston a sect 
of philosophers known as d'ranscendentalists. On inquiring what 
this appellation might be supposed to signify,*! was given to under^ 
stand that whatever was unintelligible would be certainly transcen- 
dental. Not deriving much comfort from this elucidation, 1 pursued 
the inquiry still further, and found that the Transcendentalists are 
followers of my friend Mr. Carlyle, or 1 should rather say, of a 
follower of his, Mr. Ral[)h Waldo Emerson. .This gentleman has 
written a volume of l^ssays, in which, among muc h that is dreamy 
and fanciful (if he Avill pardon me for saying so), there is much 
more that is true and manly, honest and bold. Transcendentalism 
has its occasional vagaries (what school has not?), but it has good 
healthful qualities in s])ite of them ; not least among the number a 
hearty disgust of Cant, and an aptitude to detect her in all the 
million varieties of her everlasting wardrobe. And therefore if I 
were a Bostonian, I think I would be a Transcendentalist. 

'I'he only preacher 1 heard in Boston was Mr. Taylor, who 
addresses himself peculiarly to seamen, and who was once a 
mariner himself. I found his chapel down among the shipping, 
in one of the nafrow, old, water-side streets, with a gay blue flag 
waving freely from its roof. In the gallery opposite to the pulpit 
were a little choir of male and female singers, a violoncello, and 
a violin. The preacher already sat in the pulpit, which was raised 
on ])illars, and ornamented behind him with painted drapery*of a 
lively and someA\*hat theatrical appearance. He looked a weather- 
beaten hard-featured man, of about six or eight and fifty; with 
deep lines graven as it were into his face, dark hair, and a stern, 
keen eye. Yet the general character of his countenance was 
pleasant and agreeable. The service commenced with' a hymn, 
ip which succeeded an extemporary prayer* It had the fault of 
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frequent repetition, incidental to all such prayers ; but it was plain 
and comprehensive in its doctrines, and breathed a tone of general 
sympathy and charity, which is not so commonly a characteristic 
of this form of address to the Deity as it might be. That done he 
opened his discourse, taking for his text a passage from the Song 
of Solomon, laid upon the desk before the commencement of the 
service by some unknown member of the congregation : ‘ Who is 
this coming up from the wilderness, leaning on the arm of her 
beloved ! ’ 

He handled his text in all kinds of ways, and twisted it into 
all manner of shapes; but always ingeniously, and with a rude 
eloquence, well adapted to the comprehension of his hearers. 
Indeed if I be not mistaken, he studied their sympathies and 
understandings much more than the display of his own powers. 
His imagery was all drawn from the sea, and from the incidents of 
a seaman's life;*and was often remarkably good. He spoke to 
them of ‘that glorious man, Lord Nelson,' and of Cgllingwood ; 
and drew nothing in, §ls the saying is, by the head and shoulders, 
but brought it to bear upon his purpose, naturally, and with a sharp 
mind to its efiect. Sometimes, when much excited with his subject, 
he had an odd way — compounded of John bunyan, and Balfour of 
Burley — of taking liis great quarto Bible under his arm and pacing 
up and down the j)ulpit with it ; looking steadily down, meantime, 
into the midst of the congregation. Thus, when he applied his text 
to the first assemblage of his hearers, and pictured the wonder of 
the church at their presumption in forming a congregation among 
themselves, he stopiied short with his Bil)le under his arm in the 
manner I have described, and pursued his discourse after this 
manner : 

‘AVdio arc these — who are they — who arc these fellows? where 
do they come from ? 'Where are they going to ? — Come from ! 
What’s the answer ? ’ — leaning out of the pul|jit, and pointing down- 
ward with his right hand : ‘ From below ! ' — starting back again, 
and looking at tlie sailors before him : ‘ From below, my brethren. 
From under tlie hatches of sin, battened down above you by the 
evil one. That’s where you came from ! '—a wallc up and down the 
puljiit : ‘ and where are you going '—stopjdng abruptly : ‘where are 
you going ? Aloft ! ' — very softly, and ])ointing upward : ‘ Aloft ! ' 
— louder : ‘ aloft ! ’ — louder still : ‘ 'That’s where you are going — 
with a fair wind, — all taut and trim, steering direct for Heaven in 
its glory, where there are no storms or foul weather, and where the 
^yicked cease from troubling, and the wt\ary are at rest.' — Another 
walk : ‘ That’s where you’re going to, my friends. 'That's it. That's 
the place. 'That’s the port. 'That's the haven. It's a blessed 
harbour — still water there, in all changes of the winds and tides ; 
no driving ashore uj>on the rocks, or slipping your cables and 
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running out to sea, there : Peace — Peace — Peace — all peace ! ' — 
Another walk, and patting the Bible under his left arm : ‘ What ! 
These fellows are coming from the wilderness, are they ? Yes, 
From the dreaiy, blighted wilderness of Iniquity, whose only crop 
is Death. But do they lean upon anything — do they lean upon 
notI\ing, these poor seamen ? * — Three raps upon the Bible : ‘ Oh 
yes. — Yes. — They lean upon the arm of their Beloved —three 
more raps: ‘upon the arm of their Beloved' — three more, and a 
walk : ‘ Pilot, guiding-star, and compass, all in one, to alljiands— < 
here it is ' — three more ; ‘ Here it is. They can do their seaman's 
duty manfully, and be easy in their minds in the utmost peril and 
danger, with this' — two more: ‘They can come, even these poor 
fellows can Qome, from the wilderness leaning on the arm of their 
Beloved, and go up — up — up ! ' — laising his hand higher, and 
higher, at every repetition of the word, so that he, stood with it at 
last stretched above his head, regarding them in a strange, rapt 
manner, and pressing the book triumphantly to his breast, until he 
gradually subsided into some other portion of. his discourse. 

I have cited this, rather as an instance of the preacher’s eccen- 
tricities than his merits, though taken in connection with his look 
and manner, and the character of his audience, even this was strik- 
ing. It is possible, however, that my favourable impression of him 
may have been greatly influenced and strengthened, firstly, by his 
impressing upon his hearers that the true ol)servancc of religion was 
not inconsistent with a cheerful deportment and an exact discharge 
of the duties of their station, which, indeed, it scrupulously required 
of them ; and secondly, by his cautioning them not to set up any 
monopoly in Paradise and its mercies. I never heard these two 
points so wisely touched (if indeed I have ever heard them touched 
at all), by any preacher of that kind before. 

Having passed the time I spent in Boston, in making myself 
acquainted with these things, in settling the course I should lake in 
my future travels, and in mixing constantly with its society, I am 
not aware that I have any occasion to prolong this chapter. Such 
of its social custoips as 1 have not mentioned, however, may be told 
in a very few words. 

The usual dinner-hour is two o'clock. A dinner party takes place 
at five ; and at an evening party, they seldom sup later than eleven ; 
so that it goes hard but one gets home, even from a rout, by^mid- 
night. I never could find out any difference between a party at 
Boston and a party in London, saving that at the former place all 
assemblies are held at more rational hours ; that the conversation 
may possibly be a little louder and more ('heerful ; and a guest is 
usually expected to ascend to the very top of the house to take his 
cloak off; that he is "certain to see, at every dinner, an unusual 
amount of poultry on the table ; and at every supper, at least two 
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mighty bowls of hot stewed oysters, in any one of which a half- 
grown Duke of Clarence might be smothered easily. 

There are two theatres in Boston, of good size and construction, 
but sadly in want of patronage. The few ladies who resort to them, 
sit, as of right, in the front rows of the boxes. 

The bar is a large room with a stone floor, and there people §tand 
and smoke, and lounge about, all the evening : dropping in and out 
as the humour takes them. There too the stranger is initiated into 
the mysteries of Gin*sling, Cock-tail, Sangaree, Mint Julep, Sherry- 
cobbler, Timber Doodle, and other rare drinks. The house is full 
of boarders, both married and single, many of whom sleep upon the 
premises, and contract by the week for their board and lodging : 
the charge for which diminishes as they go nearer the ,sky to roost. 
A public table is laid in a very handsome hall for breakfast, and for 
dinner, and for suj)per. The party sitting down together to these 
meals will vary in number from one to two hundred : sometimes 
more. The advent of each of these epochs, in the /lay is pro- 
claimed by an awful gong, which shakes the very window-frames as 
it reverberates through the house, and horribly disturbs nervous 
foreigners. There is an ordinary for ladies, and an ordinary for 
gentlemen. 

In our private room llie cloth could not, for any eartlfly considera- 
tion, have been laid for dinner without a huge glass dish of cran- 
berries in the middle of the table ; an<,l breakfast would have l)een 
no breakfast unless the princii)al dish were a deformed beef-steak 
with a great flat bone in the centre, swimming in hot butter, and 
sprinkled with the very blackt*st of all possible ])epper. Our bed- 
room was spacious and airy, but (like every bedroom on this side of 
the Atlantic) very bare of furniture, having no curtains to the French 
bedstead or to the window. It had one unusual luxury, however, in 
the shape of a wardrobe of painted wood, something smaller than an 
English watch-box ; or if this comparison should be insufficient to 
convey a just idea of its dimensions, they may be estimated from 
the fact of my having lived for fourteen days and nights in the firm 
belief that it was a shower-l)ath. 


CHAPTER IV 

• AN AMERICAN RAILROAD. LOWKI.L AND ITS FACTORY SYSTEM 

Before leaving Boston, I devoted one day to an excursion to 
Lowell. I assign a separate chapter to this visit ; not because I am 
gbout to describe it at any great length, but l)ecause I remember it 
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as a thing by itself, and am desirous that my readers should do the 
same. 

I made acquaintance with an American railroad, on this occasion, 
for the first time. As these w^orks are pretty much alike all through 
the States, their general characteristics are easily described. 

There are no first and second class carriages as with us; but 
there is a gentleman’s car and a ladies’ car : the main distinction 
between which is that in the first, everybody smokes ; and in the 
second, nobody does. As a black man never travels with a white 
one, there is also a negro car ; \vhich is a great, blundering, clumsy 
chest, such as (Ailliver put to sea in, from the kingdom of Brob- 
dingnag. I'here is a great deal of jolting, a great deal of noise, a 
grejit deal of wall, not much wandow, a locomotive engine, a shriek, 
and a bell. 

The cars are like shabby omnibuses^ but larger : holding thirty, 
forty, fifty, people. The seats, instead of stretching from end to 
end, are placed crqsswise. Eat h seat holds two persons. There 
is a long row’ of them on each side of the caravan, a narrow passage 
up the middle, and a door at both ends. * In the centre of the 
carriage there is usually a stove, fed with charcoal or anthracite 
coal ; w’hich is for the most part red-hot. It is insufferably close ; 
and you see the hot air fluttering between yourself and any other 
object you may happen to look at, like the ghost of smoke. 

In the ladies’ car, there are a great many gentlemen w’ho have 
ladies with them. There arc also a great many ladies who have 
nobody with them : for any lady may travel alone, from one end of 
the United States to the other, and be certain of the most courteous 
and considerate treatment everywhere. The conductor or check- 
taker, or guard, or whatever he may be, wears no uniform. He 
W’alks up and down the car, and in and out of it, as his fancy 
dictates ; leans against the door with his hands in his pockets and 
stares at you, if you chance to be a stranger ; or enters into con- 
versation w itli the passengers about him. A great many new’spapers 
are pulled out, and a few of them are read. Everybody talks to 
you, or to an}'body else w^ho hits his fancy. If you are an English- 
man, he expects 'that that railroad is pretty much like an English 
railroad. If you say ‘No,’ he says ‘Yes?’ (interrogatively), and 
asks in w’bat respect they differ. You enumerate the heads of 
difference, one by one, and he says ‘ \cs ? ’ (still interrogatively) to 
each. Then he guesses that you don’t travel faster in England ; 
and on your replying that you do, says ‘ Yes ?’ again (still interroga- 
tively), and it is quite evident, don’t believe it. After a long pause 
lie remarks, jiartly to yoii, and partly to the knob on the top of his 
stick, that ‘ Yankees are reckoned to be considerable of a go-ahead 
people too;’ upon which you say ‘Yes,’ and then /le says ‘Yes' 
again (affirmatively this time); and upon your looking out of 
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window, tells you that behind that hill, and some three miles from 
the next station, there is a clever town in a smart lo-ca-tion, where 
he expects you have concluded to stop. Your answer in the nega- 
tive naturally leads to more questions in reference to your intended 
route (always pronounced rout) ; and wherever you are going, you 
invariably learn that you can't get there without immense difficulty 
and danger, and that all the great sights are somewhere else. * 

If a lady take a fancy to any male passenger's seat, the gentleman 
who accompanies her gives him notice of the fact, and he immedi- 
ately vacmtes it with great politeness. Politics are much discussed, 
so are banks, so is cotton. Quiet people avoid the question of the 
Presidency, for there will be a new election in three years and a 
half, and party feeling runs very high : the great constitutional 
feature of this institution bein^, that directly the acrihiony of the 
last election is over, the acrimony of the next one begins ; which is 
an unspeakable cl)mfort to *all strong ])oliticians and true lovers of 
their country : that is to say, to ninety-nine men and boys out of 
every ninety-nine and a quarter. 

Except when a brailch road joins the main one, there is seldom 
more than one track of rails ; so that the road is very narrow, and 
the view, whore there is a deep cutting, by no means extensive. 
When there is not, the character of* the scenery is always the same. 
Mile after mile of stunted trees: some hewn down by the axe, 
some blown down by the wind, some half fallen and resting on their 
neighbours, many mere logs half hiclden in the swamp, others 
mouldered away to spongy chips. 'Phe very soil of the earth is 
made up of minute fragments such as these ; each pool of stagnant 
water has its crust of vegetable rottenness ; on every side there are 
the boughs, and trunks, and stumps of trees, in every possible stage 
of decay, decomposition, and neglect. Now you emerge for a few 
brief minutes on an open country, glittering with some bright lake 
or pool, broad as many an English river, but so small here that it 
scarcely has a name ; now catch hasty glimpses of a distant town, 
with its clean white houses and their cool piazzas, its prim New 
England church and school-house ; when wdiir-r-r-r ! almost before 
you have seen them, comes the same dark screen : the stunted 
trees, the stumps, the logs, the stagnant wwter — all so like the last 
that you seem to have been transported back again by magic. 

The train calls at stations in the w^oods, where the w'ild impossi- 
bility*of anybody having the smallest reason to get out, is only to 
be equalled by the apparently desperate hopelessness of there being 
anybody to get in. It rushes across the turnpike road, w^here there 
is no gate, no policeman, no signal : nothing but a rough wooden 
arch, on wdiich is painted ‘ When the hell rings, look out for 
THE Locomotive.' On it whirls headlong, dives through the 
v/oods again, emerges in the light, clatters over frail arches, rumbles 
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upon the heavy ground, shoots beneath a wooden bridge which 
intercepts the light for a second like a wink, suddenly awakens all 
the slumbering echoes in the main street of a large town, and dashes 
on haphazard, pell-mell, neck-or-nothing, down the middle of the 
road. There — with mechanics working at their tirades, and people 
leaning from their doors and windows, and boys flying kites and 
playnig marbles, and men smoking, and women talking, and children 
crawling, and pigs burrowing, and unaccustomed horses plunging 
and rearing, close to the very rails — there — on, on, on — tears the 
mad dragon of an engine with its train of cars ; scattering in all 
directions a shower of burning sparks from its wood fire ; screeching, 
hissing, yelling, panting; until at last the thirsty monster stops 
beneath a covered way to drink, the people cluster round, and you 
have time to breathe again. 

I was met at the station at Lowell by a gentleman intimately 
connected with the management of the factories there ; and gladly 
putting my^self under his guidance, drove off at once to that quarter 
of the town in which the works, the object of my visit, were 
situated. Although only just of age — for if my recollection serve 
me, it has been a manufacturing town ])arely onc-and-twenty years — 
Lowell is a large, populous, thriving place, d'hose indications of 
its youth which first attract the *eye, give it a (juaintness and oddity 
of character which, to a visitor from the old country, is amusing 
enough. It was a very dirty winter’s day, and nothing in the whole 
town looked old to me, except the mud, wliich in some parts was 
almost knee-deep, and might have been deposited there, on the 
subsiding of the waters after the Deluge. In one place, there was 
a new wooden church, which, having no steeple, and being yet un- 
painted, looked like an enormous packing-case without any direction 
upon it. In another there was a large hotel, whose walls and 
colonnades were so crisp, and thin, and slight, that it had exactly 
the appearance of being built with cards. I was careful not to 
draw my breath as we passed, and trembled when I saw a workman 
come out upon the roof, lest with one thoughtless stamp of his foot 
he should crush the structure beneath him, and bring it rattling 
down. The very river that moves the machinery in the mills (for 
they are all worked l)y water power), seems to acquire a new cha- 
racter from the fresh buildings of bright red brick and painted 
wood among which it takes its course ; and to be as light-headed, 
thoughtless, and brisk a young river, in its murmurings and tum- 
blings, as one ^’^ould desire to see. One would swear that every 
‘ Bakery,' ‘ Grocery,’ and ‘ Bookbindery,' and other kind of store, 
took its shutters down for the first time, and started in business 
yesterday. 'Iho golden pestles and mortars fixed as signs upon the 
sun-blind frames outside the Druggists’, appear to have? been just 
turned out of the United States’ Mint ; and when I saw a baby of 
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some week or ten days old in a woman’s arms at a street corner, I 
found myself unconsciously wondering where it came from : never 
supposing for an instant that it could have been born in such a 
young town as that. 

There are several factories in I^owell, each of which belongs to 
what we should term a Company of Proprietors, but what they call 
in America a Corporation. 1 went over several of these ; sucTi as 
a woollen factory, a carpet factory, and a cotton factory : examined 
them in every part ; and saw them in their ordinary working aspect, 
with no preparation of any kind, or de])arture from their ordinary 
everyday })roceedings. I may add that I am well acquainted with 
our manufacturing towns in England, and have visited many mills 
in Manchester and elsewhere in the same manner. 

I happened to arrive at the first factory just as the dinner hour 
was over, and the girls were returning to their work ; indeed the 
stairs of the mill ^Yere thronged with them as 1 ascended. They 
were all well dressed, hut not to my thinking abpve their^ condition ; 
for I like to see the humbler classes of society careful of their dress 
and appearance, and eVen, if they please, decorated with such little 
trinkets as come within the compass of their means. Supposing it 
confined within reasonahle limits, 1 would always encourage this 
kind of pride, as a worthy element of self-respect, in any person I 
employed ; and should no more be deterred from doing so, because 
some wretched female referred her fiiU to a love of dress, than I 
would allow rny ( onstruction of the real intent and meaning of the 
Sabbath to l.)e infiuenced l)y any warning to the well-disposed, 
founded on his hackslidings on that particular day, which might 
emanate from the rather doubtful authority of a murderer in 
Newgate. 

These girls, as I have said, were all well dressed : and that 
phrase necessarily includes extreme cleanliness. They had service- 
able bonnets, gocxl warm cloaks, and shawls ; and were not above 
clogs and pattens. Moreover, there were places in the mill in 
which they could deposit these things without injury ; and there 
were conveniences for washing. 'Phey were healthy in appearance, 
many of them remarkably so, and had the manners and deport- 
ment of young women : not of degraded brutes of burden. If I 
had seen in one of those mills (but I did not, though I looked for 
something of this kind with a sharp eye), the most lisping, mincing, 
affectfid, and ridiculous young creature that iny imagination could 
suggest, I should have thought of tlie careless, mftping, slatternly, 
degraded, dull reverse (I /ia7fc seen that), and should have been still 
well pleased to look upon her. 

The rooms in which they worked, were as well ordered as them- 
selves. In the windows of some, there were* green plants, which 
were trained to shade the glass ; in all, there was as much fresh air, 
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cleanliness, and comfort, as the nature of the occupation would 
possibly admit of. Out of so large a number of females, many of 
whom were only then just verging upon womanhood, it may be 
reasonably supposed that some were delicate and fragile in appear- 
ance : no doubt there were. But I solemnly declare, that from all 
the crowd 1 saw in the different factories that day, I cannot recall 
or separate one young face that gave me a painful impression ; not 
one young girl whom, assuming it to be a matter of necessity that 
she should gain her daily bread by the labour of her hands, I would 
have removed from those works if I had had the power. • 

They reside in various boarding-houses near at hand. The 
owners of the mills are particularly careful to allow no persons to 
enter upon the possession of these houses, whose characters have 
not undergone the most searching ^and thorough inquiry. Any 
complaint that is made against them, by the hoarders, or by any 
one else, is fully investigated; and if good ground *0! complaint be 
shown to exist against them, they are removed, and their occu- 
pation is handed over to some more deserving ])erson. There are 
a few children employed in these factories, T)ut not many. The 
laws of the State forbid their working more than nine months in 
the year, and require that they be educated during the other three. 
For this purpose thcTe are schools in Lowell; and there are 
churches and chapels of various persuasions, in which the young 
women may observe that form of worship in which they have been 
educated. 

At some distance from the factories, and on the highest and 
pleasantest ground in the neighbourhood, stands their hospital, or 
boarding-house for the sick : it is the best house in those parts, and 
was built by an eminent merchant for his own residence. Like 
that institution at Boston, which 1 have before described, it is not 
parcelled out into wards, hat is divided into convenient chambers, 
each of which has all the comforts of a very comfortable home. 
The principal medical attendant resides under the same roof ; and 
were the j)atients members of his own family, they could not be 
better cared for, or attended with greater gentleness and consider- 
ation. The weekly charge in this establishment for each female 
patient is three dollars, or twelve shillings English ; hut no girl 
employed by any of the corporations is ever excludecl for want of 
the means of payment. That they do not very often want the 
means, may he gathered from the fact, that in July, 1841, no fewer 
than nine hundred and seventy-eight of these girls were depositors 
in the Lowell Savings Bank : the amount of whose joint savings was 
estimated at one hundred thousand dollars, or twenty thousand 
English pounds. 

I am now going to state three facts, which will startle a large 
class of readers on this side of the Atlantic, very much. 
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Firstly, there is a joint-stock piano in a great many of the board- 
ing-houses. Secondly, nearly all these young ladies subscribe to 
circulating libraries. Thirdly, they have got up among themselves 
a periodical called The Lowell Offering, ‘ A repository of 
original articles, written exclusively by females actively employed 
in the mills,' — which is duly printed, published, and sold ; and 
whereof I brought away from l^owell four hundred good *solid 
pages, which I have read from beginning to end. 

The large class of readers, startled by these facts, will exclaim, 
with orie voice, ‘ How very preposterous ! ' On my deferentially 
inquiring why, they will answer, ‘ These things are above their 
station.’ In reply to that objection, I would beg to ask what their 
station is. 

It is their station to work. ^And they do work. Tliey labour in 
these mills, upon an average, twelve hours a day, which is unques- 
tionably work, and i)retty tight work too. Perhaps it is above their 
station to indulge in such amusements, on qny terms. Are we 
quite sure that we in England have not formed our ideas of the 
‘ station ' of working* people, from accustoming ourselves to the 
contemplation of that class as they are, and not as they might be ? 
I think that if we examine our own feelings, we shall find that tlie 
pianos, and the circulating librarie*s, and even the Lowell Ofiering, 
startle us by their novelty, and not by their bearing upon any 
abstract question of right or wrong. 

For myself, I know no station in which, the occupation of to-day 
cheerfully done and the occupation of to-morrow cheerfully looked 
to, any one of these pursuits is not most humanising and laudable. 
I know no station which is rendered more endurable to the person 
in it, or more safe to the person out of it, by having ignorance for 
its associate. 1 know no station which has a right to monopolise 
the means of mutual instruction, improvement, and rational enter- 
tainment ; or which has et er continued to be a station very long, 
after seeking to do so. 

Of the merits of the Lowell Offering as a literary production, I 
will only observe, putting entirely out of sight the fact of the articles 
having been written Ijy these girls after the arduous labours of the 
day, that it will compare advantageously with a great many English 
Annuals. It is pleasant to find that many of its Tales arc of the 
Mills and of those who work in them; that they inculcate habits of 
self-denial and contentment, and teach good doctrines of enlarged 
benevolence. A strong feeling for the beauties ftf nature, as dis- 
played in the solitudes the writers have left at home, breathes 
through its pages like wholesome village air ; and though a circu- 
lating library is a favourable school for the study of such topics, it 
has very Scant allusion to fine clothes, fine marriages, fine houses, 
or fine life. Some persons might object to the papers being signed 
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occasionally with rather fine names, but this is an American fashion. 
One of the provinces of the state legislature of Massachusetts is to 
alter ugly names into pretty ones, as the children improve upon the 
tastes of their parents. These changes costing litlle or nothing, 
scores of Mary Annes are solemnly converted into Bevelinas every 
session. 

It Is said that on the occasion of a visit from General Jackson or 
General Harrison to this town (I forget which, but it is not to the 
purpose), he walked through three miles and a half of these young 
ladies all dressed out with parasols and silk stockings. But'as I am 
not aware that any worse consequence ensued, than a sudden look- 
ing-up of all the parasols and silk stockings in the market ; and 
perhaps the bankruptcy of some speculative New Englander who 
bought them* all up at any price, in expectation of a demand that 
never came ; 1 set no great store by the circumstance. 

• In this brief account of Lowell, and inadequate expression of the 
gratification it yielded me, and cannot fail to afford to any foreigner 
to whom the condition of such people at home is a subject of interest 
and anxious speculation, I have carefully abstained from drawing a 
comparison between these factories and those of our own land. 
Many of the circumstances whose strong iniluence has been at work 
for years in our manufacturing 'towns have not arisen here ; and 
there is no manufacturing population in Lowell, so to speak : for 
these girls (often the daughters of small farmers) come from other 
States, remain a few years in the mills, and then go home for 
good. 

The contrast would be a strong one, for it would be between the 
Good and Evil, the living light and deepest shadow. I abstain 
from it, because I deem it just to do so. But I only the more 
earnestly adjure all those whose eyes may rest on these pages, to 
pause and reflect upon the diflTerence between this town and those 
great haunts of desperate misery : to call to mind, if they can in the 
midst of party strife and squabble, the efforts that must be made to 
purge them of their suffering and danger : and last, and foremost, 
to remember how the precious Time is rushing by. 

I returned at night by the same railroad and in the same kind of 
car. One of the passengers being exceedingly anxious to expound 
at great length to my companion (not to me, of course) the true 
principles on which books of travel in America should be written 
by Englishmen, I feigned to fall asleep. But glancing all tht? way 
out at window fit)m the corners of my eyes, I found abundance of 
entertainment for the rest of the ride in watching the efiects of the 
wood fire, which had been invisible in the morning but were now 
brought out in full relief by the darkness : for we were travelling in 
a whirlwind of bright sparks, which showered about us like a storm 
of fiery snow. 
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CHAPTER V 

WORCESTER. THE CONNECTICUT RIVER. HARTFORD. NEW HAVEN. 

TO NEW YORK 

Leaving Boston on the afternoon of Saturday the fifth of February, 
we proceeded by another railroad to Worcester : a pretty New 
England town, where we had arranged to remain under the 
hospitable roof of the Covernor of the State, until Monday 
morning. , 

These towns and cities of New England (many of which would 
be villages in Old England), are as fiivourablc s])c^cimens of rural 
America, as their people are of rural Americans. The well-trimmt?d 
lawns and green meadows of home are not there ; and the grass, 
compared with our ornamental jilots and ])astiires, is rank, and 
rough, and wild : but delicate slopes of land, gently-swelling hills, 
wooded valleys, and slender streams, abound. Every little colony 
of houses has its church and school-house ])eeping from among the 
white roofs and shady trees ; evtTy house is the whitest of the white ; 
every Venetian l)lind the greenest of the green ; every fine day’s sky 
the bluest of the blue. A sharp dry \;'ind and a slight frost had so 
hardened the roads when we alighted at A\\:)rcester, that their 
furrowed tracks were like ridges of granite. There was the usual 
asjiect of newness on every object, of course. All the buildings 
looked as if they had been built and painted that morning, and 
could be taken down on Monday with very little trouble. In the 
keen evening air, every sharp outline looked a hundred times 
sharper than ever. The clean cardboard colonnades had no more 
perspective than a Chinese bridge on a tea-cup, and appeared 
equally well (alculated for use. The razor-like edges of the 
detached cottages seemed to cut the very wind as it whistled against 
them, and to send it smarting on its way with a shriller cry than 
before. Those slightly-built wooden dwellings behind which the 
sun was setting with a brilliant lustre, could be so looked through 
and through, that the idea of any inhabitant being able to hide 
hinrself from the public gaze, or to have any secrets from the public 
eye, was not entertainable for a moment. Isven where a blazing 
fire shone through the uncurtained windows of some distant house, 
it had the air of being newly lighted, anej of lacking warmth ; and 
instead of awakening thoughts of a snug chamber, bright with faces 
that first saw the light round that same hearth, and ruddy with 
warm hangings, it came upon one suggestive of the smell of new 
mortar and damp walls. 
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So I thought, at least, that evening. Next morning when the 
sun was shining brightly, and the clear church bells were ringing, 
and sedate people in their best clothes enlivened the pathway near 
at hand and dotted the distant thread of road, there was a pleasant 
Sabbath peacefulness on everything, which it was good to feel. It 
would have been the better for an old church ; better still for some 
old graves ; but as it was, a wholesome repose and tranquillity per- 
vaded the scene, which after the restless ocean and the hurried city, 
had a doubly grateful influence on the s[)irits. 

We went on next morning, still by railroad, to Springfieldf From 
that place to Hartford, whither we were bound, is a distance of only 
fivc-and-twenty miles, but at that time of the year the roads were so 
bad .that thej‘ourney would probably have occupied ten or twelve 
hours. Fortunately, however, the winter having been unusually 
mild, the Connecticut River was ‘ opei],' or, in other words, not 
fi*ozen. 'J"he captain of a small steamboat was going to make his 
first trip for.the season that day (the second February trip, I believe, 
within the memory of man), and only waited for us to go on board. 
Accordingly, we went on hoard, with as little delay as might be. 
He was as good as his word, and started directly. 

It certainly was not called a spall steamboat without reason. I 
omitted to ask the question, but 1 should think it must have been 
of about half a pony j)ower. Mr. I’aaj), tlic celebrated Dwarf, 
might have lived and died ^lappily in the ('abin, which was fitted 
with common sash-windows like an ordinary dwelling-house. These 
windows had bright-red curtains, too, hung on slack strings across 
the lower panes ; so that it looked like the parlour of a Lilliputian 
public-house, which had got afloat in a flood or some other water 
accident, and was drifting nobody knew where. Ikit even in this 
chamber there was a rocking-chair. It would bo impossible to get 
on anywhere, in America, without a rocking-chair. 

I am afraid to tell how many feet short this vessel was, or how 
many feet narrow: to apply the words length and width to such 
measurement would be a contradiction in terms. But 1 may state 
that we all ke])t the middle of the deck, lest the boat should un- 
expectedly tip over ; and that the machinery, hy some surprising 
process of condensation, worked between it and the keel : the whole 
forming a warm sandwich, about three feet thick. 

It rained all day as 1 oik'c thought it never did rain anywhere, 
but in the Highlands of Scotland. The river was full of floTiting 
blocks of ice, whTch were constantly crunching and cracking under 
us ; and the depth of water, in the course we took to avoid the 
larger masses, carried down the middle of the river by the current, 
did not exceed a few inches. Nevertheless, we moved onward, 
dexterously ; and being well wrapped up, bade defiance to the 
>yeather, and enjoyed the journey. I'he Connecticut River is a fine 
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stream ; and the banks in summer-time are, I have no doubt, 
beautiful ; at all events, I was told so by a young lady in the cabin ; 
and she should be a judge of beauty, if the possession of a quality 
include the appreciation of it, for a more beautiful creature I never 
looked upon. 

After two hours and a half of this odd travelling (inclucljng a 
stoppage at a small town, where we were saluted by a gun consider- 
ably bigger tlian our own cliimney), we reached Hartford, and 
straightway repaired to an extremely comfortable hotel : except, as 
usual, ii\ the article of bedrooms, whicli, in almost every place we 
visited, were very conducive to early rising. 

We tarried here, four days. The town is beautifully situated in 
a basin of green hills ; the soil is rich, well-wooded, [ind carefully 
improved. It is tlic seat of .the local legislature of Connecticut, 
which sage body enacted, jn bygone times, the renowned code of 
‘ Blue Laws,’ in virtue whereof, among other enlightened provision^>, 
any citizen who could be proved to have kissed his wife on Sunday, 
was punishable, I believe, with the stocks. Too much of the old 
Puritan spirit exists in these parts to the present hour; but its 
influence has not tended, that I know, to make the people less hard 
in their bargains, or more ecjiial in /heir dealings. As I never heard 
of its working that effect anywhere else, 1 infer that it never will, 
here. Indeed, I am accaistomed, with reference to great professions 
and severe faces, to judge of the goqds of the other world pretty 
much as I judge of the goods of tliis ; and whenever I see a dealer 
in such commodities with too great a display of them in his window, 
I doubt the quality of the article within. 

In Hartford stands the famous oak in whi(L the charter of King 
Charles was hidtlen. It is now inclosed in a gentleman’s garden. 
In the vState House is the charter itself. I found the courts of law 
here, just the same as at Boston ; the public institutions almost as 
good. The Insane As)lum is admirably conducted, and so is the 
Institution for the Deaf and Dumb. 

I very much questioned within myself, as I walked through the 
Insane Asylum, whether I should have known the attendants from 
the patients, but for the few words which passed between the former, 
and the Doctor, in reference to the persons under their charge. 
Of course I limit this remark merely to their looks ; for the conver- 
sation of the mad people was mad enough. 

There was one little, prim old lady, of very smiling and good- 
humoured appearance, who came sidling up to me from the end 
of a long passage, and with a curtsey of in(;xi)ressible condescension, 
propounded this unaccountable iiKpiiry : 

‘ Does Pontefract still flourish, sir, uj)on the soil of England?* 

‘ He docs, ma’am,’ I rejoined. 

* When you last saw him, sir, he was * 
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* Well, ma'am/ said I, ‘ extremely well He begged me to present 
his compliments. I never saw him looking better.' 

At this, the old lady was very much delighted. After glancing 
at me for a moment, as if to be quite sure that I was serious in 
my respectful air, she sidled back some paces; sidled forward 
again j made a sudden skip (at which I precipitately retreated a 
step or two) ; and said : 

‘/am an antediluvian, sir,' 

I thought the best thing to say was, that I had suspected as much 
from the first. Therefore I said so. • 

‘ It is an extremely proud and pleasant thing, sir, to be an 
antediluvian,' said the old lady. 

‘ I, should think it was, ma'am,' I rejoined. 

The old lady kissed licr hand, gave another skip, smirked and 
sidled down the gallery in a most extraordinary manner, and 
ambled gracefully into her own bed-chamber. * 

In another part of. the building, there was a male patient in bed; 
very much flushed and heated. 

‘ Well,' said he, starting up, and pulling off Ihs night-cap ; ‘ It’s all 
settled at last. I have arranged it with Queen Victoria.' 

‘Arranged what ? ’ asked the I)octor. 

‘ Why, that business,’ i)assing his hand wearily across his forehead, 
‘about the siege of New York.’ 

‘Oh!' said 1, like a man fjjiiddenly enlightened. For he looked 
at me for an answer. 

‘ Yes. Every house without a signal will be fired upon by the 
British troops. No harm will be done to the others. No harm at 
all. Those that want to be safe, must hoist flags. That’s all they’ll 
have to do. They must hoist flags.’ 

liven while he was speaking he seemed, I thought, to have some 
faint idea that his talk was incoherent. 1 )irectly he had said these 
words, he lay down again ; gave a kind of a groan ; and covered 
his hot head with the blankets. 

There was another : a young man, whose madness was love and 
music. After playing on the accordion a march he had composed, 
he was very anxious that I should walk into his chamber, which 
I immediately did. 

By way of being very knowing, and humouring him to the top 
of his bent, I went to the window, which commanded a beautiful 
prospect, and remarked, with an address upon which I grfeatly 
plumed myself : * 

‘ What a delicious country you have about these lodgings of yours 1 ' 

‘ Poh 1 ' said he, moving’ his fingers carelessly over the notes of 
his instrument : ‘ IFM awugh fo?' such an Insfifution as this I ' 

I don’t think I was eVer so taken aback in all my life. 

‘ I come here just for a whim,’ he said coolly. ‘ That’s all' 
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‘Oh! That’s all!’ said I. 

‘Yes. That’s all. The Doctor’s a smart man. He quite enters 
into it It’s a joke of mine. I like it for a time. You needn’t 
mention it, but I think I shall go out next Tuesday I ’ 

I assured him that I would consider our interview perfectly con- 
fidential; and rejoined the Doctor. As we were passing through 
a gallery on our way out, a well-dressed lady, of quiet anef com- 
posed manners, came iq), and proffering a slip of paper and a pen, 
begged that I would oblige her with an autograph. I complied, 
and we^parted. 

‘ I think I remember having had a few interviews like that, with 
ladies out of doors. I hope she is not mad ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ On what subject ? Autographs ? ’ 

‘ No. She hears voices in the air.’ 

‘ Well 1 ’ thought I, ‘ it would be well if wc could shut up a few 
false prophets of these later times, who have, professed to do the 
same ; and I should like to try the experiment on a A'iormonist or 
two to be^in with.’ * 

In this place, there is the best Jail for untried offenders in the 
world. There is also a very well-ordered State prison, arranged 
upon the same plan as that at l^oston, ex('c‘pt that here, there is 
always a sentry on tlic wall with a loaded gun. It contained at 
that time about two hundred prisoners. A spot was shown me in 
the sleeping ward, where a walchma*n was murdered some years 
since in the dead of night, in a desperate attempt to escape, made 
by a prisoner who had broken from his cell. A woman, too, was 
pointed out to me, who, for the murder of her husband, had been 
a close prisoner for sixteen years. 

‘Do you think,’ I asked of my conductor, ‘that after so very 
long an imprisonment, she has any thought or hope of ever 
regaining her liberty ? ’ 

‘ Oh dear yes,’ he answered, ‘ To l)e sure .she has.’ 

‘ She has no chance of obtaining it, I suppose ? ’ 

‘Well, 1 don’t know:’ which, by-the-bye, is a national answer. 
‘ Her friends mistrust her.’ 

‘ What have they to do with it ? ’ I naturally inquired. 

‘ Well, they won’t petition.’ 

‘ But if they did, they couldn’t get her out, I suppose ? ’ 

‘Well, not the first time, perhaps, nor yet the second, but tiring 
and wearying for a few years might do it.’ 

‘ Does that ever do it ? ’ 

‘Why yes, that’ll do it sometime.s. ' IVditical friends’ll do it 
sometimes. It’s pretty often done, one way or another.’ 

I shall* always entertain a very pleasant and grateful recollection 
of Hartford. It is a lovely place, and I had many friends there. 
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whom I can never remember with indifference. We left it with 
no little regret on the evening of Friday the iith, and travelled 
that night by railroad to New Haven. Upon the way, the guard 
and I were formally introduced to each other (as we usually were 
on such occasions), and exchanged a variety of small-talk. We 
reached New Haven at about eight o’clock, after a journey of three 
hour?, and put up for the night at the best inn. 

New Haven, known also as the City of P'Jms, is a fine town. 
Many of its streets (as its alias sufficiently imports) are planted 
with row^s of grand old cim-trecs ; and the same natural ortiaments 
surround Yale College, an establishment of considerable eminence 
and reputation. The various departments of this Institution are 
erected in a kind of jiark or common in the middle of the town, 
w'herc they *are dimly visible among the shadowing trees. The 
effect is very like that of an old cathedral yard in England ; and 
when their branches are in full leaf, must be extreftiely picturesque. 
i'.ven in the winter time, these groups of w ell-grown trees, clustering 
among the *busy streets and houses of a thriving city, have a very 
quaint appearance : seeming to bring about h kind of compromise 
betw’een tow n and country ; as if eaf h had met the other half-w'ay, 
and shaken hands upon it ; which is at once novel and pleasant. 

After a night’s rest, W'C rose early, and in good time went down 
to the wharf, and on board the jiacket New York for New York, 
This w\is the first American steamboat of any size that I had 
seen ; and certainly to an Tiuiglish eye it was infinitely less like 
a steamboat than a huge floating bath. I could hardly persuade 
myself, indeed, but that the bathing establishment off Westminster 
Bridge, W’hich I left a baby, had suddenly grown to an enormous 
size ; run aw^ay from home ; and set up in foreign parts as a 
steamer. Being in America, too, which our vagabonds do so 
particularly favour, it seemed the more j)robable. 

The great difference in aj)j)earance between these ])ackcls and 
ours, is, that there is so much of them out of the water : the main- 
deck being enclosed on all sides, and filled with casks and goods, 
like any second or third floor in a stack of warehouses ; and the 
promenade or hurricane-deck being a-top of that cagain. A part of 
the machinery is ahvays above this deck ; wiiere the connecting- 
rod, in a strong and lofty frame, is seen working away like an iron 
top-saw^yer. There is seldom any mast or tackle : nothing aloft but 
tw'O tall black (himneys. The man at the helm is shut up* in a 
little house in the fore part of the boat (the w heel being connected 
with the rudder by iron chains, working the whole length of the 
deck) ; and the passenger*^, unless the weather be very fine indeed, 
usually congregate below\ Directly you have left the wharf, all the 
life, and stir, and bustle of a packet cease. You wonder for a long 
time how she goes on, for there seems to be nobody in charge of 
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her ; and when another of these dull machines comes splashing by, 
you feel quite indignant with it, as a sullen, cumbrous, ungraceful, 
unshiplike leviathan : quite forgetting that the vessel you are on 
board of, is its very counterpart. 

There is always a clerk's oflfice on the lower deck, where you pay 
your fare ; a ladies' cabin ; baggage and stowage rooms ; engineer’s 
room ; and in short a great variety of perplexities which render the 
discovery of the gentlemen’s cabin, a matter of some difficulty. It 
often occupies the whole length of the boat (as it did in this case), 
and has'* three or four tiers of berths on each side. AVhen I first 
descended into the cabin of the New York, it looked, in my 
unaccustomed eyes, about as long as the Ikiiiington Arcade. 

The Sound which has to be crossed on this passage, is not always 
a very safe or pleasant navigation, and has been the sc'cnc of some 
unfortunate accidents. It was a wet morning, and very misty, and 
we soon lost sight of land. The day was calm, however, and 
brightened towards noon. After exhausting (\vith good help from 
a friend) the larder, and the stock of bottled l)eer, I lay down to 
sleep; being very much tired with the fatigues of yesterday. But 
I woke from my naj) in time to hurry up, and see Hell Gate, the 
Hog’s Back, the Trying Pan, and other notorious localities, attractive 
•to all readers of famous Diedrich Knickcibockcr’s History. We 
•were now in a narrow channel, with sloping banks on either side, 
besprinkled with pleasant villas, and made refreshing to the sight 
by turf and trees. Soon we shot in quick succession, past a light- 
house ; a madhouse (how the lunatics llung up their caps and roared 
in sympathy with the headlong engine and the driving tide !) ; a 
jail ; and other buildings : and so emerged into a noble bay, whose 
waters sparkled in the now cloudless sunslune like Nature’s eyes 
turned up to Heaven. 

■ 'Hien there lay stretched out before us, to the right, confused 
heaps of l)uildings, with here and there a spire or steeple, looking 
down upon the herd l)c:low ; and here and there, again, a cloud of 
lazy smoke ; and in the foreground a forest of ships’ masts, cheery 
with Happing sails and waving flags. Crossing from among them 
to the oj)posile shore, were steam ferry-boats laden with people, 
coaches, horses, waggons, l)askets, l)oxes: crossed and recrossed 
by other ferry-boats : all travelling to and fro : and never idle. 
Stately among these restless Insects, were two or three large ships, 
movihg with slow majestic pace, as creatures of a prouder kind, 
disdainful of their puny journeys, and making foi the broad sea. 
Beyond, were shining heights, and islands in the glancing river, and 
a distance scarcely less blue and bright than the sky it seemed to 
meet. The city’s hum and buzz, the clinking of capstans, the 
ringing of hells, the harking of dogs, the clattering of wheels, tingled 
in the listening car. All of which life and stir, coming across the 
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stirring water, caught new life and animation from its free com- 
panionship ; and, sympathising with its buoyant spirits, glistened as 
it seemed in sport upon its surface, and hemmed the vessel round, 
and plashed the water high about her sides, and, floating her 
gallantly into the dock, flew off again to welcome other comers, 
and ^eed before them to the busy port. 


CHAPTER VI 

NEW YORK 

• 

TfiE beautiful metropolis of America by ik) means clean a 
city as Boston, but many of its streets have the sanie ( haracteristics ; 
except that^ the houses are not quite so fresh-coloured, the sign- 
boards are not quite so gaudy, the gilded letters not quite so golden, 
the bricks not quite so red, the stone not (jiiite so ^\hite, the blinds 
and area railings not quite so green, the knobs and plates upon the 
street doors not quite so bright and twinkling. There are many 
by-streets, almost as neutral in clean colours, and ])ositivc in diity 
ones, as by-streets in London ; and there is one quarter, commonly 
called the Five Points, whic|j, in respect of filth and wretchedness, 
may be safely backed against Se^en Dials, or any other part of 
famed St. Giles's, 

The great promenade and thoroughfare, as most people know, 
is Broadway; a wide and bustling street, ^^hich, from the Battery 
Gardens to its opposite termination in a country road, may be four 
miles long. Shall we sit down in an upper floor of the Carlton House 
Hotel (situated in the best part of this main artery of New York), 
and when we are tired of looking down upon the life below, sally 
forth arm-in-arm, and mingle with the stream ? 

Warm weather ! The sun strikes upon our heads at this open 
window, as though its rays were concentrated through a burning- 
glass ; but the day is in its zenith, and the season an unusual one. 
Was there ever such a sunny street as this Broadway I 'JLe pave- 
ment stones are polished with the tread of feet until they shine 
again; the red bricks of the houses might be yet in the dry, hot 
kilns; and the roofs of those omnibuses look as though, if water 
were poured on them, they would hiss and smoke, and smell like 
half-quenched fires. No stint of omnibuses here ! Half-a-dozen 
have gone by within as many minutes. Plenty of hackney cabs and 
coaches too; gigs, phaetons, large-wheeled tilburies, and private 
carriages — rather of a clumsy make, and not very different from 
the public vehicles, but built for the heavy roads beyond the city 
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pavement Negro coachmen and white ; in straw hats, black hats, 
white Ijats, glazed caps, fur caps ; in coats of drab, black, brown, 
green, blue, nankeen, striped jean and linen ; and there, in that one 
instance (look while it passes, or it will be too late), in suits of 
livery. Some southern republican that, who puts his blacks in 
uniform, and swells with Sultan pomp and power. Yonder, where 
that phaeton with the well-clipped pair of grays has stopped — 
standing at their heads now — is a Yorkshire groom, who has not 
been very long in these parts, and looks sorrowfully round for a 
compan'ion pair of toi)-boots, which he may traverse the city half 
a year without meeting. Heaven save the ladies, how they dress ! 
We have seen more colours in these ten minutes, than we should 
have seen elsewhere, in as many days. What various ])arasols ! 
what rainbow silks and satins 1 what pinking of thin stockings, and 
pinching of thin shoes, and fluttering of ribbons and silk tassels, 
and display of Vich cloaks with gaudy hoods and linings 1 The 
young gentlemen are fond, you see, of turnipg down their shirt- 
collars and cultivating their whiskers, especially under the chin ; 
but they cannot a})proach the ladies in their dress or bearing, 
being, to say the truth, humanity of quite another sort. Byrons 
of the desk and counter, pass on, and let us sec what kind of men 
those are behind ye : those two labourers in holiday clothes, of 
whom one carries in his hand a crumpled scraj) of paper from 
which he tries to spell out a hard name, while the other looks 
about for it on all the doors and windows. 

Irishmen both ! You might know them, if they were masked, 
by their long-tailed blue coats and bright buttons, and their drab 
trousers, which they wear like men well us(;d to working dresses, 
who are easy in no others. It would he hard to keep your model 
republics going, witliout the countrymen and countrywomen of those 
two labourers. Tor who else* would dig, and delve, and drudge, 
and do domestic work, and make ( anals and roads, and execute 
great lines of Internal ImjU'ovement ! Irishmen both, and sorely 
puzzled too, to find out what they seek. Let us go down, and 
help them, for the love of liome, and that spirit of liberty which 
admits of honest service to honest men, and honcist work for honest 
bread, no matter what it be. 

That's well ! We have got at the right address at last, though 
it is written in strange characters truly, and might have been scrawled 
with the blunt handle of the s[)ade the writer belter knows the use 
of, than a pen. Their way lies yonder, hut whtit business takes 
them there? They carry savings: to hoard up? No. They are 
brothers, those men. (hie crossed the sea alone, and w'orking very 
hard for one half year, and living harder, saved funds enough to 
bring thc‘ other out. 'That done, they worked together side by side, 
contentedly sharing hard labour and hard living for another term, 
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and then their sisters came, and then another brother, and lastly, 
their old mother. And what now? Why, the poor old crone is 
restless in a strange land, and yearns to lay her bones, she says, 
among her people in the old graveyard at home : and so they go 
to pay her passage back : and God help her and them, and every 
simpl^e heart, and all who turn to the Jerusalem of their younger 
days, and have an altar-fire upon the cold hearth of their fathers. 

I'his narrow thoroughfare, baking and blistering in the sun, is 
Wall Street : the Stock Exc hange and Lombard Street of New 
York. Many a rapid fortune has been made in this street, and 
many a no less rapid ruin. Some of these very merchants wliom 
you see hanging about here now, have locked up money in their 
strong-boxeSj like the man in the Arabian Nights, and opening 
them again, have found but withered leaves, lielow, here l3y the 
water-side, where the bowsprits of shi])s,stietcli across the footway, 
and almost thrust themselves into th(^ windows, lie the noble 
American v^issels which have made their rac ket Service the finest 
in the world. They have brought hither the foreigners who abound 
in all the streets : not, perhaps, that there are more here, than in 
other commercial cities ; but elsewhere, they have [)articular haunts, 
and you must find them out ; htye, they ])ervade the town. 

We must cross Broadway again; gaining some rcfr(‘shment from 
the heat, in the sight of the great blocks of clean ice which are 
being carried into shops and bar-rooms ; and the ])ine-apples and 
water-melons profusely displayed for sale. Fine streets of spacious 
houses here, you see 1 — ^^’all Street has furnished and dismantled 
many of them very often— and here a deep green leafy square. 
Be sure that is a hospitable house with inmates to be afiectionately 
remembered always, where they have the open door and pretty 
show of plants within, and where the child with laughing eyes is 
peeping out of window at the little dog below. You wonder what 
may be the use of this tall fiagstaff in the by-street, with something 
like Liberty’s liead-dress on its top : so do I. Ihit there is a i)assion 
for tall flagstaffs hereabout, and you may see its twin brother in five 
minutes, if you have a mind. 

Again across Broadway, and so — passing from the many-coloured 
crowd and glittering shops — into another long main street, the 
Bowery. A railroad yonder, see, where two stout horses trot along, 
drawing a score or two of })eople and a great wooden ark, with 
ease. The stores are j)oorer here ; the passengers less gay. Clothes 
ready-made, and meat ready-cooked, are to be bought in these 
parts; and the lively whirl of carriages is exchanged for the deep 
rumble of carts and waggons. These signs which are so plentiful, 
in shape like liver buoys, or small balloons, hoisted by^ cords to 
poles, and dangling t'nere, announce, as you may see by looking 
up, ‘ Oysters in every Style.’ They tempt the hungry most at 
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night, for then dull candles glimmering inside, illuminate these 
dainty words, and make the mouths of idlers water, as they read 
and linger. 

What is this dismal-fronted pile of bastard Egyptian, like an 
enchanter's palace in a melodrama ! — a famous prison, called The 
Tombs. Shall we go in ? 

So. A long, narrow, lofty building, stove-heated as usual, with 
four galleries, one above tlie other, going round it, and communi- 
cating by stairs. Ilctween the two sides of each gallery, and in its 
centre, h bridge, for the greater convenience of crossing. On each 
of these bridges sits a man : dozing or reading, or talking to an idle 
companion. On each tier, are two opposite rows of small iron 
doors. They look like furnace-doors, but arc cold and black, as 
though the fires within had all gone out. Some two or tliree arc 
open, and women, with drooping heads bent down, arc talking to 
the inmates. The whole is lighted by a skylight, but it is fast 
closed; and from the roof there dangle, limp and drooping, two 
useless windsails. 

A man with keys appears, to show us round. A good-looking 
fellow, and, in his way, civil and obliging. 

‘ Are those black doors the cells ? ' 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Are they all full ? ’ 

‘ AVell, they’re pretty nigh full, and (hat’s a fact, and ao two ways 
about it.’ 

‘ 'Fhose at the bottom are unwholesome;, surely ? ’ 

‘ Why, we do only put coloured peoide in ’em. That’s the 
truth.’ 

‘ When do the prisoners lake exercise?’ 

‘ Well, they do without it [pretty much.’ 

‘ Do they never walk in the yard ? * 

‘ Considerable seldom.’ 

‘ Sometimes, I suppose ? ’ 

‘ \VA‘1I, it’s rare they do. They keep pretty bright without it.’ 

‘ But suppose a man were here for a twelvemonth. I know 
this is only a prison for (Timinals who arc charged with grave 
offences, while they are awaiting their trial, or under remand, but 
the law here affords criminals many means of delay. ^Vhat with 
motions for new trials, and in arrest of judgment, and what not, 
a prisoner might be here for twelve months, I lake it, might he 
not?’ 

‘ Well, I guess he might.’ 

‘ Do you mean to say that in all that time he would ne^er come 
out at that little iron door, for exercise ? ’ 

‘ He m’ight walk some, perhaps — not much’.’ 

* Will you open one of the doors ? * 



THE TOMBS 


71 

‘ All, if you like.' 

The fastenings jar and rattle, and 6nc of the doors turns slowly 
on its hinges. Let us look in. A small bare cell, into which the 
light enters through a high chink in the wall. There is a rude 
means of washing, a table, and a bedstead. Upon the latter, sits 
a man of sixty ; reading. He looks up for a moment ; gives an 
impatient dogged shake ; and fixes his eyes upon his book again. 
As we withdraw our heads, the door closes on him, and is fastened 
as before. This man has murdered his u ife, and will ])robably be 
hanged. 

‘ How long has he been here ? ' 

‘ A month.' 

‘ When will he be tried ? ' 

‘ Next term.' 

‘ When is that ? ' 

‘ Next month,' 

‘ In England, if a man be under sentence of death, even he has 
air and exercise at certain periods of the day.' 

‘Possible?' 

With what stupendous and untranslatable coolness he says this, 
and how loungingly he leads on to the women's side ; making, as 
he goes, a kind of iron castanet of the kc'y and the stair-rail ! 

Each cell door on this side has a scjiiare aperture in it. Some 
of the women i)ee]) anxiously ihrougli it at iIk; sound of footsteps ; 
others shrink away in sliame. — For what oflencc can that lonely 
child, of ten or twelve years old, be shut ii[) here ? Oh ! that l:)oy ? 
He is the son of the prisoner we saw just now ; is a witness against 
his father ; and is detained here for safe keeping, until the trial ; 
that's all. 

But it is a dreadful jdace for the child to pass llie long days and 
nights in. This is rather hard treatment for a young witness, is it 
not ? — AVhat says our conductor ? 

‘ Well, it an’t a very rowdy life, and that's a fact ! ' 

Again he clinks his metal castanet, and loads us leisurely away. 
I have a question to ask him as we go. 

‘ Pray, why do ‘they call this place The Tombs ? ' 

‘ Well, it’s the cant name.’ 

‘ I know it is. AV'hy ? ’ 

‘ Some suicides happened here, when it was first built. I expect 
it come about from that.' 

‘ I saw just now, that that man's clothes were scattered about the 
floor of his cell. Don't you oblige the prisoners to be orderly, and 
put such things away ? ' 

‘ Where should they put 'em ? ' 

‘ Not on the ground surely. What do you say to hanging them 
up?' 
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He stops and looks round to emphasise his answer : 

* Why, I say that's just it. When they had hooks they wou/d 
hang .themselves, so they're taken out of every cell, and there’s only 
the marks left where they used to be ! ' 

The prison-yard in which he pauses now, has been the scene 
of terrible performances. Into this narrow', grave-like place, ^ men 
are brought out to die. 'J'hc wTctchcd creature stands beneath 
the gibbet on the ground ; the rope about his neck ; and when the 
sign is given, a weight at its other end comes running down, and 
swings li^m up into the air — a corpse. 

The law requires that there be present at this dismal spectacle, 
the judge, the jury, and citizens to the amount of tw'enty-five. 
From the community it is hidden. To the dissolute and bad, the 
thing remains a frightful mystery. Between the criminal and them, 
the prison-w'all is inter])os(,‘d as a thick gloomy veil. It is the 
curtain to his b^d of death, his winding-sheet, and grave. From 
him it sliuts out life, and all the motives to unr.epenting, hardihood 
in that last hour, which its mere sight and presence is often all- 
sufficient to sustain. There are no bold eyes to make him bold ; 
no ruffians to u})hold a ruffian's name before. All beyond the 
pitiless stone wall, is unknow'n spac^\ 

Let us go forth again into the cheerful streets. 

Once more in Broadw'ay ! Here are the same ladies in bright 
colours, w'alking to and fro, in pairs apd singly ; yonder the very 
same light blue parasol w'hich passed and repassed the hotel-window 
tw'enty times while w e w ere sitting there. We are going to cross 
here. Take care of the pigs. Two jiortly sow^s are trotting up 
behind this carriage, and a select party of half-a-dozen gentlemen 
hogs have just now* turned the corner. 

Here is a solitary swdne lounging homew'ard by himself. He has 
only one ear ; having parted with the other to vagrant-dogs in the 
course of his city rambles. But he gets on very well without it ; 
and leads a roving, gentlemanly, vagal)ond kind of life, somewffiat 
answering to that of our club-men at home. He leaves his lodgings 
every morning at a certain hour, throw's himself upon the towm, gets 
through his day in some manner quite satisfac'.tofy to himself^ and 
regularly appears at the door of his own house again at night, like 
the mysterious master of Gil Bias. He is a free-and-easy, careless, 
indifferent kind of pig, having a very large acfiuaintance among 
other pigs of the same character, whom he rather knows by sight 
than conversation, as he seldom troubles himself (o stop and ex- 
change civilities, but goes grunting dow n the kennel, turning up the 
news and small-talk of the city in the shape of cabbage-stalks and 
offal, and bearing no tails but his own : which is a very short one, 
for his old enemies, the dogs, have been at that too, and have 
left him hardly enough to sw'ear by. He is in every respect a 
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republican pig, going wherever he pleases, and mingling with the 
best society, on an equal, if not superior footing, for every one makes 
way when he appears, and the haughtiest give him the wall, if he 
prefer it. He is a great philosopher, and seldom moved, unless by 
the dogs before mentioned. Sometimes, indeed, you may see his 
small eye twinkling on a slaughtered friend, whose carcase garnishes 
a butcher's door-post, but he grunts out ‘ Such is life : all flesh is 
pork ! ' buries his nose in the mire again, and waddles down the 
gutter : comforting himself with the reflection that there i:- one 
snout the less to anticipate stray cabbage-stalks, at any rate.* 

They are the city scavengers, these pigs. Ugly brutes they are ; 
having, for the most part, scanty brown I)acks, like the lids of old 
horsehair trunks : spotted with unwholesome black blotches. 'I'hey 
have long, gaunt legs, too, and such peaked snouts, that if one 
of them could be persuaded to sit Tor his profile, nobody wxmld 
recognise it for a pig’s likeness. They are never attended ui)on, or 
fed, or driven, or caught, but arc thrown upon their own resources 
in early life* and become preternaturally knowing in consequence. 
Every pig knows where he lives, much better than anybody could 
tell him. At this hour, just as evening is ( losing in, you will see 
them roaming towards bed by scores, eating their way to the last. 
Occasionally, some youth among them who has over-eaten himself, 
or has been worried by dogs, trots shrinkingly homeward, like a 
prodigal son : but this is a rare case : perfect self-possession and 
self-reliance, and immovable composure, being their foremost 
attributes. 

The streets and shops are lighted now ; and as the eye travels 
down the long thoroughfare, dotted with bright jets of gas, it is 
reminded of Oxford Street, or Piccadilly. Here and there a flight 
of broad stone cellar-steps a])pears, and a painted lamp directs you 
to the Bowling Saloon, or I'en-Pin alley ; Ten-Pins being a game 
of mingled cliance and skill, invented when the legislature passed 
an act forbidding Nine-Pins. At other downward flights of steps, 
are other lamps, marking the whereabouts of oyster-cellars — pleasant 
retreats, say 1 : not only by reason of their wonderful cookery of 
oysters, pretty nigh as large as cheese-plates (or for thy dear sake, 
heartiest of Greek Professors !), but because of all kinds of eaters of 
fish, or flesh, or fowl, in these latitudes, the swallowers of oysters 
alone are not gregarious ; but subduing themselves, as it were, to 
the nature of what they wc^rk in, and copying the coyness of the 
thing they eat, do sit apart in curtained boxes, and consort by twos, 
not by two hundreds. 

But how quiet the streets arc ! Are there no itinerant bands ; 
no wind or stringed instruments ? No, not one. By day, are there 
no Punches, Fantocciiii, Dancing-dogs, Jugglers, Conjurers, Orches- 
trinas, or even l^arrel-organs No, not one. Yes, I remember 
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one. One barrel-organ and a dancing-monkey — sportive by nature, 
but fast fading into a dull, lumpish monkey, of the Utilitarian school. 
Beyond that, nothing lively ; no, not so much as a white mouse in 
a twirling cage. 

Are there no amusements ? Yes. There is a lecture-room across 
the way, from which that glare of light proceeds, and there may be 
evening service for the ladies thrice a week, or oftenef. Fbr the 
young gentlemen, there is the counting-house, the store, the bar- 
roon . the latter, as you may see through these windows, pretty 
full. Hark ! to the clinking sound of hammers breaking lumps of 
ice, and to the cool gurgling of the pounded bits, as, in the process 
of mixing, they arc poured from glass to glass ! No amusements ? 
What are these suckers of cigars and swallowers of strong drinks, 
whose hats and legs we sec in every possible variety of twist, doing, 
but amusing themselves ? What arc the fifty newspapers, which 
those precocious urchins ire bawling down the street, and which 
are kept filed within, what are they but amusements? Not vapid, 
waterish amusements, but good strong stuff ; dealing in round 
abuse and blackguard names; ])ulling oft' the roofs of private 
houses, as the Halting Devil did in Spain ; pimiiing and pandering 
for all degrees of vicious taste, and gorging with coined lies the 
most voracious maw ; imputing to every man in jniblic life the 
coarsest and the vilest motives ; scaring away from the stabbed and 
prostrate body-politic, every Samaritan of clear constience and 
good deeds ; and setting on, with yell *and whistle and the clapping 
of foul hands, the vilest vermin and worst birds of prey. — No 
amusements ! 

Let us go on again ; and passing this wilderness of an hotel with 
stores about its base, like some Continental theatre, or the London 
Opera House shorn of its colonnade, plunge into the Five Points. 
But it is needful, first, that we take as our escort these two heads of 
the police, whom you would know for sharp and well-trained officers 
if you met them in tlie Creat Desert. So true it is, that certain 
pursuits, wherever carried on, will stamp men with the same 
character. These two might have been begotten, born, and bred, 
in Bow Street. 

We have seen no beggars in the streets by night or day ; but of 
other kinds of strollers, plenty. Poverty, wretchedness, and vice, 
are rife enough where we are going now'. 

This is the place : these narrow ways, diverging to the right and 
left, and reeking cveryw’hcre with dirt and filtli. ‘Such lives as are 
led here, bear the same fruits here as elsewhere. The coarse and 
bloated faces at the doors, have counterparts at home, and all the 
wide world over. Debauchery has made the very houses prema- 
turely old.- See how' the rotten beams are tumbling dowm, and how 
the patched and broken windows .seem to scowl dimly, like eyes 
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that have been hurt in drunken frays. Many of those pigs live 
here. Do they ever wonder why their masters walk upright in lieu 
of going on all-fours ? and why they talk instead of grunting ? 

So far, nearly every house is a low tavern ; and on the bar-room 
walls, are coloured prints of Washington, and Queen Victoria of 
England, and the American Eagle. Among the pigeon-holes that 
hold the bottles, are pieces of plate-glass and coloured paper, for 
there is, in some sort, a taste for decoration, even here. And as 
seamen frequent these haunts, there arc maritime pictures by the 
dozen : of i^irtings between sailors and their lady-loves, ])Oiitraits of 
William, o^ the ballad, and his Black-Eyed Susan ; of Will Watch, 
the Bold Smuggler; of Paul Jones the Pirate, and the like: on 
which the painted eyes of Queen Victoria, and of Washington to 
boot, rest in* as strange com])anionship, as on most of the scenes 
that are enacted in their wondering ifresence. 

What place is this, to which the squalid street conducts us ? A 
kind of square of leprous houses, some of which are attainable only 
by crazy wboden stairs without. What lies beyond this tottering 
flight of steps, that creak beneath our tread*? — a miserable room, 
lighted by one dim candle, and destitute of all comfort, save that 
which may be hidden in a wretched bed. Beside it, sits a man : 
his elbows on his knees : his forthcad hidden in his hands. ‘ ^Vhat 
ails that man ? ’ asks the foremost officer. ‘ Fever, ^ he sullenly 
replies, without looking ui). Conceive the fancies of a feverish 
brain, in such a place as this^! 

Ascend these i)itch-dark stairs, heedful of a false footing on the 
trembling boards, and grope your way with me into this wolfish den, 
where neither ray of light nor breath of air, appears to come. A 
negro lad, startled from his sleep by the oftk ef s voice — he knows it 
well — but comforted by his assurance that he has not come on 
business, officiously bestirs himself to light a c andle. I'he match 
flickers for a moment, and shows great mounds of dusty rags upon 
the ground ; then dies away and leaves a denser darkness than 
before, if there can be degrees in such extremes. He stumbles 
down the stairs and presently comes bac k, shading a flaring taper 
with his hand. Then the mounds of rags are seen to be astir, and 
rise slowly up, and the floor is covered with heaps of negro women, 
waking from their sleep : their white teeth chattering, and their 
bright eyes glistening and winking on all sides with surprise and 
fear, like the countless repetition of one astonished African face in 
some strange mivror, 

‘ Mount up these other stairs with no less caution (there are traps 
and pitfalls here, for those who are not so well escorted as ourselves) 
into the housetoj) ; where the bare beams and rafters meet over- 
head, and calm night -looks down through the crevices in the roof. 
Open the door of one of these cramped hutches full of sleeping 
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negroes. Pah ! They have a charcoal fire within ; there is a smell 
of singeing clothes, or flesh, so close they gather round the brazier ; 
and vapours issue forth that blind and suffocate. From every 
corner, as you glance about you in these dark retreats, some figure 
crawls half-awakened, as if the judgment-hour were near at hand, 
and every obscene grave were giving up its dead. Where dogs 
would howl to lie, women, and men, and boys slink off to 'sleep, 
forcing the dislodged rats to move away in quest of better lodgings. 

Here too are lanes and alleys, paved with mud knee-deep, under- 
ground 'V:hambers, where they dance and game ; the walls bedecked 
with rough designs of ships, and forts, and flags, and American 
eagles out of number : ruined houses, open to the street, whence, 
through wide gaps in the walls, other ruins loom uj)on the eye, as 
though the world of vice and misery had nothing else to show : 
hideous tenements which take their name from robbery and murder : 
all that is loathsome, drooping, and decayed is here. 

Our leader has his hand upon the latch of ‘ Almack’s,' and calls to 
us from the bottom of the stei)s ; for the assembly-room of the Five 
Point fashionables is approached by a descent. Shall we go in ? It 
is but a moment. 

Heyday ! the landlady of Almac'k’s thrives ! A buxom fat 
mulatto woman, with sparkling eyes, whose head is daintily orna- 
mented with a handkerchief of many colours. Nor is the landlord 
much behind her in his finery, being attired in a smart blue jacket, 
like a ship’s steward, with a thick gold ring upon his little finger, and 
round his neck a gleaming golden watch-guard. How glad he is to 
see us ! What will we please to call for? A dance? It shall be 
done directly, sir : ‘ a regular break-down.’ 

The corpulent black fiddler, and lus friend who plays the tam- 
bourine, stamp upon the boarding of the small raised orchestra in 
which they sit, and play a lively measure. Five or six couple come 
upon the floor, marshalled by a lively young negro, who is the wit 
of the assembly, and the greatest dancer known. He never leaves 
off making queer faces, and is the delight of all the rest, who grin 
from ear to ear incessantly. Among the dancers are two young 
mulatto girls, with large, black, drooping eyes, and head-gear after 
the fashion of the hostess, who are as shy, or fcign to be, as though 
they never danced before, and so look down before the visitors, that 
their partners can see notliing but the long fringed lashes. 

But the dance commences. Every gentleman sets as long as he 
likes to the opposite lady, and the opposite lady to ‘him, and all are 
so long about it that the sport begins to languish, when suddenly the 
lively hero dashes in to the rescue. Instantly the fiddler grins, and 
goes at it tooth and nail ; there is new energy in the tambourine ; 
new laughter in the dancers; new smiles in the landlady; new 
confidence in the landlord ; new brightness in the very candles. 
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Single shuffle, double shuffle, cut and cross-cut ; snapping his fingers, 
rolling his eyes, turning in his knees, presenting the backs of his legs 
in front, spinning about on his toes and heels like nothing but the 
nian’s lingers on the tambourine ; dancing with two left legs, two 
right legs, two wooden legs, two wire legs, two spring legs — all sorts 
of legs and no legs — what is this to him ? And in what walk of life, 
or dance of life, does man ever get such stimulating applause as 
thunders about him, when, having danced his partner off her feet, 
and himself too, he finishes by leaping gloriously on the bar-counter, 
and calling for something to drink, with the chuckle of a mMlion of 
counterfeit Jim Crows, in one inimitable sound ! 

The air, even in these distempered parts, is fresh after the stifling 
atmosphere of the houses ; and now, as we emerge into a broader 
street, it blows upon us with a purer breath, and the stars look bright 
again. Here are The Tombs once more. The city watch-house is 
a part of the building. It follows naturally on the sights we have 
just left. Let us see^ that, and then to bed. 

What ! do you thrust your common offenders against the police 
discipline of the town, into such holes as these ? Do men and 
women, against whom no crime is proved, lie here all night in perfect 
darkness, .surrounded by the noisome vapours which encircle that 
flagging lamp you light us witli, and breathing this filthy and 
offensive stench ! \\’hy, such indecent and disgusting dungeons as 

these cells, would bring disgrac e upon the most despotic empire in 
the world ! Look at tliem, man — you, who st‘e them every night, 
and keep the keys. Do you see what they arc ? Do you know how 
drains are made below the streets, and wherein these human sewers 
differ, except in being always stagnant ? 

Well, he don’t know. He has had fivc-and-twenty young women 
locked up in this very cell at one time, and you’d hardly realise 
what haiulsome faces there w(Te among ’em. 

In (rod’s name ! shut the door upon the wretched creature who is 
in it now, and put its screen before a place, ([iiite unsurj^assed in all 
the vice, neglect, and devilry, of the worst old town in Europe. 

Are people really left all night, untried, in those black sties? — 
Evg:y night. The watch is set at seven in the evening. The 
magi.strate opens his court at five in the morning. 'That is the 
earliest hour at which the first prisoner can be released ; and if an 
officer appear against him, he is not taken out till nine o’clock or 
ten. — But if any one among them die in the interval, as one man 
did, not long ago*? 'Ihen he is half-eaten by the rats in an hour’s 
time ; as that man w as ; and there an end. 

What is this intolerable tolling of great bells, and crashing of 
wheels, and shouting in the distance ? A fire. And what that cleep 
red light in the opposite direction ? Another fire. And >vhat these 
charred and blackened w^alls w'c stand before ? A dwelling w^here 
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a fire has been. It was more than hinted, in an official report, not 
long ago,^ that some of these conflagrations were not wholly acci- 
dental, and that speculation and enterprise found a field of exertion, 
even in flames : but be this as it may, there was a fire last night, 
there are two to-night, and you may lay an even wager there will be 
at least one, to-morrow. So, carrying that with us for our copfort, 
let us say, Good night, and climb up-stairs to bed. 


One ^day, during my stay in New York, I paid a visit to the 
difterent public institutions on Long Island, or Rhode Island : I 
forget which. One of them is a Lunatic Asylum. The building is 
handsome ; and is remarkable for a spacious and elegant staircase. 
The whole structure is not 5X‘t finished, but it is already one of 
considerable size and extent, and is capable of accommodating a 
very large number of patients. 

I cannot say that I derived much comfort from the inspection of 
this charily. 'The different wards might have been cleaner and 
better ordered ; I sa\V nothing of that salutary system which had 
impressed me so tavourably clsfnvhere ; and everything had a 
lounging, listless, madhouse air, ^whic'h was very painful. The 
moping idiot, cowering down with long dishevelled hair; the 
gibbering maniac, with his hideous laugh and i)ointed finger ; the 
vacant eye, the fierce wild face, the gloomy picking of the hands 
and lips, and munching of the nails : there they were all, without 
disguise, in naked ugliness and horror. In the dining-room, a bare, 
dull, dreary place, with nothing for the eye to rest on but the empty 
walls, a woman was locked u]) alone. She was bent, they told me, 
on committing suicide. If anything could have strengthened her 
in her resolution, it would certainly have been the insupportable 
monotony of such an existence. 

The terrible crowd with which these lialls and galleries were 
filled, so shocked me, that I abridged my stay within the shortest 
limits, and dtclined to see that portion of the building in which 
the refractory and violent were under closer restraint. I have no 
doubt that the gentleman who presided over this establishment at 
the time I write of, was competent to manage it, and had done all 
in his power to promote its usefulness : hut will it be believed that 
the miserable strife of Tarty feeling is carried even into this sad 
refuge of afflicted and degradeil humanity ? Will it be believed 
that the eyes which are to watch over and ( ontrol the wanderings 
of minds on which the most dreadful visitation to which our nature 
is exposed has fallen, must wear the glasses rif some wretched side 
in Politics ? Will it be believed that the governor of such a house 
as this, is appointed, and deposed, and changed perpetually, as 
Parties fluctuate and vary, and as their despicable wxathercocks are 
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blown this way or that? A hundred times in every week, some 
new most paltry exhibition of that narrow-minded and injurious 
Party Spirit, which is the Simoom of America, sickening and 
blighting everything of wholesome life within its reach, was forced 
upon my notice ; but I never turned my back upon it with feelings 
of such deep disgust and measureless contempt, as when I crossed 
the threshold of this madhouse. 

At a short distance from this building is another called the Alms 
House, that is to say, the workhouse of New York. This is a 
large Institution also : lodging, I l^elieve, when I was there, •nearly 
a thousand poor. It was badly ventilated, and badly lighted; was 
not too clean ; and im])resscd me, on tlic whole, very uncomfortably. 
But it must be remembered that New York, as a great emporium 
of commerce,* and as a ])lace of general resort, not only from all 
parts of the States, but from most parts of the world, has always a 
large pauper pojnilation to provide for ; ancl labours, therefore, under 
peculiar difticultics in this respect. Nor must it be forgotten that 
New York is*a large town, and that in all large towns a vast amount 
of good and evil is intermixed and jumbled uj)* together. 

In the same neighbourhood is the Farm, where young orphans 
are nursed and bred. 1 did not see it, l)ut I believe it is well con- 
ducted ; and I can the more ea*sily credit it, from knowing how 
mindful they usually are, in America, of that beautiful i)assage in 
the latany which remembers all sick jicrsons and young children. 

I was taken to these Institutions by water, in a boat belonging 
to the Island Jail, and rowed by a crew of prisoners, who were 
dressed in a striped uniform of black and buft', in which they looked 
like faded tigers. They took me, by the same conveyance, to the 
Jail itself. 

It is an old prison, and quite a pioneer establishment, on the 
plan I have already described. I was glad to hear this, for it is 
unquestionably a very indifferent one. The most is made, however, 
of the means it possesses, and it is as well regulated as such a place 
can be. 

The women work in covered sheds, erected for that purj)osc. If 
I remember right, there are no shops for the men, but be that as it 
may, the greater part of them labour in certain stone-quarries near 
at hand. The day being very wet indeed, this labour was sus- 
pended, and the prisoners were in their cells. Imagine these cells, 
some two or three hundred in number, and in every one a man 
locked up; this Rnc at his door for air, with his hands thrust 
through the grate ; this one in bed (in the middle of the day, 
remember) ; and this one flung down in a heap upon the ground, 
with his head against the bars, like a wild beast. Make the rain 
pour down, outside, in -torrents. Put the everlasting stove in the 
midst ; hot, and suftbeating, and vaporous, as a witch's cauldron. 
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Add a collection of gentle odours, such as would arise from a 
thousand mildewed umbrellas, wet through, and a thousand buck- 
baskets, full of half-washed linen — and there is the prison, as it was 
that day. 

The prison for the State at Sing Sing is, on the other hand, a 
model jail. That, and Auburn, are, I believe, the largest and best 
examples of the silent system. * 

In another part of the city, is the Refuge for the Destitute : an 
Institution whose object is to reclaim youthful offenders, male and 
female; black and white, without distinction ; to teach them useful 
trades, apprentice them to respectable masters, and make them 
w^orthy members of society. Its design, it will be seen, is similar 
to that at I^oston ; and it is a no less meritorious and admirable 
establishment. A suspicion crossed my mind during fny inspection 
of this noble charity, whether ‘the superintendent had (juite sufficient 
knowledge of the world and worldly characters ; and whether he 
did not commit a great mistake in treating some young girls, who 
were to all intents and purposes, by their years and their past lives, 
women, as though they were little children ; which certainly had a 
ludicrous effect in my eyes, and, or I am much mistaken, in theirs 
also. As the Institution, however, is always under a vigilant exami- 
nation of a body of gentlemen of g^eat intelligciK'e and experience, 
it cannot fail to be well conducted ; and whether I am right or 
wrong in this slight particular, is unimportant to its deserts and 
character, which it would be difficult to estimate too highly. 

In addition to these establishments, there are in New York, 
excellent hospitals and schools, literary institutions and libraries; 
an admirable fire department (as indeed it should be, having con- 
stant ja'actice), and charities of every sort and kind. In the suburbs 
there is a spacious ('emetcry : unfinished yet, but every day im- 
proving. 'Idle saddest tomb I saw there was ‘ d'he Strangers^ 
Grave. Dedicated to the difif’erent hotels in this city.’ 

There are three prin<'ipal theatres. "J'wo of them, the Park and 
the Bowery, are Inrge, elegant, and handsome buildings, and are, I 
grieve to write it, generally deserted, d'he third, the Olympic, is a 
tiny show-box for vaudevilles and burlcs(jues. It is singularly well 
conducted by Mr. Afitchell, a comic actor of great quiet humour 
and originality, who is well remembered and esteemcal by London 
playgoers. 1 am happy to report of this deserving gentleman, that 
his benches arc usually well filled, and that bis theatre rings wdth 
merriment every night. I had almost forgotten* a small summer 
theatre, called Niblo’s, with gardens and open air amusements 
attached ; but I believe it is not exempt from the general depression 
under which Theatrical Property, or what is humorously called by 
that name, unfortunately labours. 

The country round New York is surpassingly and exquisitely 
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picturesque. The climate, as I have already intimated, is some- 
what of the warmest. What it would be, without the sea breezes 
which come from its beautiful Bay in the evening time, I will not 
throw myself or my readers into a fever by inquiring. 

The tone of the best society in this city, is like that of Boston ; 
here and there, it may be, with a greater infusion of the mercantile 
spirit, but generally polished and refined, and always most hos- 
pitable. The houses and tables are elegant ; the hours later and 
more rakish ; and there is, pcrhai)s, a greater spirit of contention 
in reference to appearances, and the disf)lay of wealth and costly 
living. The ladies are singularly beautiful. 

Before I left New York I made arrangements for securing a 
passage home in the George Washington ])acket ship, which was 
advertised to sail in June : that beiiig tlie month in which I had 
determined, if prevented by no accident in the course of my 
ramblings, to leave America. 

I never thought that going back to England, returning to all 
who are dear to me, and to pursuits that have insensibly grown 
to be a i)art of my nature, I could have felt so much sorrow^ as 
I endured, when 1 parted at last, on board this ship, with the 
friends who had accom])anied inc from this city. I never thought 
the name of any j)lace, so far away and so lately known, could ever 
associate itself in my mind with the crowd of affectionate remem- 
brances that now cluster ahoyt it. There are those in this city who 
would brighten, to me, the darkest winter-day that ever glimmered 
and went out in Lapland; and before whose ])rcscnce even Home 
grew dim, when tlioy and I exchanged that painful word which 
mingles with our every thought and deed ; which haunts our cradle- 
heads in infancy, and closes up the vista of our lives in age. 


CHAPTER VII 

rilll.ADKl.PniA, AND ITS SOLITARY PRISON 

The journey from New' York to Philadelphia, is made by railroad, 
and two ferries ; and usually occujnes between five and six hours. 
It was a fine evening when W'c w'ere ])assengers in the train : and 
watching the bright sunset from a little wfintlow near the door by 
which wc sat, my attention was attracted to a remarkable appearance 
issuing from the windows of the gentleman’s car immediately in 
front of us, w'hich I supposed for some time was occasioned by a 
number of industrious persons inside, ripping open feather-beds, 
and giving the feathers to the wind. At length it occurred to me 

o 
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that they were only si)ittmg, which was indeed the case ; though 
how any number of passengers which it was possible for that car 
to contain, could have maintained such a playful and incessant 
shower of ex])cctoration, I am still at a loss to understand : not- 
withstanding the experience in all salivatory phenomena which I 
afterwards ac(|uired. 

I made accpiaintance, on this journey, with a mild and modest 
young quaker, who opened the discourse by informing me, in a 
grave whisper, that his grandfather was the inventor of cold-drawn 
castor oil. I mention the circumstance here, thinking it i)robable 
that this is the first occasion on which the valuable medicine in 
(question was ever used as a conversational ai)crient. 

We reached the city, late that night. Looking.out of my 
chamber-window, before going to bed, I saw, on the opposite side 
of the way, a handsome building of wliite marble, which had a 
mournful gliost-like as])ect, dreary to behold. I attributed this to 
the sombre inlluence of the night, and on rising in the morning 
looked out again, expc'Cting to see its stej)s and ])ortico thronged 
with groups of ])eoplc passing in and out The door was still 
tight shut, however; the same cold cheerless air prevailed: and 
the building looked as if the marble statue of Don Gu/inan could 
alone have any business to transact witliin its gloomy walls. I 
hastened to inquire its name and purpose, and then my surprise 
vanished. It was the Tomb of man)dWiaunes ; the (Ireat (kitacomb 
of investment ; the mem()ral)le United States Ikmk. 

The stoppage of this bank, with all its ruinous consequences, 
had cast (as I was told on every side) a gloom on Philadelphia, 
under the depressing effect of whic'h it yet laboured. It certainly 
did seem rather dull and out of spirits. 

It is a handsome city, but distrac tingly regular. After walking 
about it for an b.our or two, I felt that I would have given the 
world for a cn^oked street. The collar of my coat appeared to 
stiffen, and the brim of my hat to exi)aiid, beneath its quakcry 
influence. My hair shrunk into a sleek short crop, my hands 
folded themselves upon my breast of their own calm accord, and 
thoughts of taking lodgings in Mark Lane over against the Market 
Place, and of making a large fortune Ijy si)cculations in corn, came 
over me involuntarily. 

Philadelphia is most bouulifully j^rovided with fresh water, which 
is slu)wered and jerked about, and turned on, „ and j^oured off, 
everywhere. 'Phe \V'aterworks, which are on a beiglit near the city, 
are no less ornamental than useful, being tastefully laid out as a 
public garden, and kept in the be.st and neatest order. I'he river 
is dammed at this point, and forced by its own power into certain 
high tanks or reservoirs, whence the whole city, to the top stories 
of the houses, is supplied at a very trifling expense. 
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There are various public institutions. Among them a most 
excellent Hospital — a quaker establishment, but not sectarian in 
the great benefits it confers; a quiet, quaint old Library, named 
after Franklin ; a handsome Exchange and Post Office ; and so 
forth. In connection with the quaker Hosi)ital, there is a picture 
by West, which is exliihitcd for the benefit of the funds of the 
institution. The subject is, our Saviour healing the sick, and it 
is, perhaps, as favoural^le a specimen of the master as can be 
seen anywhere. Whether this lie liigh or low jiraise, dci)e»ds upon 
the readers ta.ste. 

In the same room, there is a very characteristic and life-like 
portrait by Mr. Sully, a distinguished American artist. 

My stay in Iduladclphia was very short, but what I saw of its 
society, I greatly liked. Treating of its general characteristics, I 
should be disposed to say that it is more provincial than Boston 
or New York, and that there is afloat in the fiiir city, an assumption 
of taste and criticism, savouring rather of those genteel discussions 
upon the same themes, in connection with Shakspearc and the 
Musical (Hasses, of which wc read in the Vicar of Y'akefield. 
Near the city, is a most sj^lendid unfinished marble structure for 
the (iirard College, founded by -a deceased gentleman of that name 
and of enormous wealth, which, if completed according to the 
original design, will be ])erhaps the ric hest edifice of modern times* 
But the bequest is involved in legal disputes, and pending them 
the work has stopjxid ; so that like many other great undertakings 
in America, even this is rather going to be done one of these days, 
than doing now. 

In the outskirts, stands a great prison, called the Eastern Peni- 
tentiary : conducted on a plan peculiar to the slate of Pennsylvania. 
The system here, is rigid, strict, and hopeless solitary confinement. 
I believe it, in its cftects, to be cruel and wrong. 

In its intention, I am well convinced that it is kind, humane, 
and meant for reformation ; but I am persuaded that those who 
devised this system of Prison Discipline, and those benevolent 
gentlemen who carry it into execution, do not know what it is 
that they are doing. I believe that very few men are capable of 
estimating the immense amount of torture and agony which this 
dreadful punishment, prolonged for years, inflicts upon the sufferers; 
and in guessing at it myself, and in reasoning from what I have 
seen written upon their faces, and what to my certain knowledge 
they feel within, 1 am only the more convinced that there is a 
depth of terrible endurance in it which none but tlie sufferers 
themselves can fiithom, and which no man has a right to inflict upon 
his fellow-creature. I hold this slow and daily tampering with the 
mysteries of the brain, to be immeasurably worse than any torture 
of the -body : and because its ghastly signs and tokens are not so 
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palpable to the eye and sense of touch as scars upon the flesh ; 
because its wounds are not upon the surface, and it extorts few 
cries that human cars can hear; therefore I the more denounce it, 
as a secret punishment which slumbering humanity is not roused 
up to stay. I hesitated once, debating with myself, whether, if I 
had the power of saying ‘Yes' or ‘No,' I would allow it ^o be 
tried in certain cases, where the terms of imprisonment were short; 
but now, I solemnly declare, that with no rewards or honours could 
I walk a» happy man beneath the open sky by day, or lie me down 
upon my bed at night, with the consciousness that one human 
creature, for any length of time, no matter what, lay suffering this 
unknown punishment in his silent cell, and I the cause, or I con- 
senting to it in the least degree. 

I was accompanied to this.])rison by two gentlemen ofiicially 
connected with its management, and i)assed the day in going from 
cell to cell, and talking with the inmates. ICvcry facility was 
afforded me, tiiat the utmost courtesy could suggest. Nothing was 
concealed or hidden from my view, and every piece of information 
that I sought, was openly and frankly given. I'he perfect order of 
the building cannot be jaaised too highly, and of the excellent 
motives of all who are immediately ^concerned in the administration 
of the system, tlicre can l)e no kind of question. 

Eetween the body of the prison and the outer wall, there is a 
spacious garden, faltering it, by a wipket in the massive gate, we 
jiursued the path before us to its other termination, and passed 
into a large chamber, from which seven long ])assages radiate. On 
either sicle of each, is a long, long row of low cell doors, with a 
certain number over every one. Above, a gallery of cells like those 
below, excejit that they have no narrow yard attached (as those in 
the .ground tier have), and are somewhat smaller. The possession 
of two of these, is sujiposed to conipen.sate for the absence of so 
much air and exercise as can be had in the dull strip attached to 
each of the others, in an hour’s time everyday; and therefore every 
prisoner in this upi)er story has two cells, adjoining and communi- 
cating with, each other. 

Standing at the central point, and looking dowai these dreary 
passages, the dull repose and quiet that prevails, is awful. Occasion- 
ally, there is a drowsy sound from some lone weaver’s shuttle, or 
shoemaker’s last, but it is stifled by the thick walls and heavy 
dungeon-door, and only serves to make the general stillness more 
profound. Over the head and face of every juisoner who comes 
into this melancholy house, a black hood is drawn ; and in this 
dark shroud, an emblem of the curtain droi)j)ed between him and 
the living, world, he is led to the cell from which he never again 
comes forth, until his whole term of imprisonment has expired. 
He never hears of wife and children; home or friends; the life or 
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death of any single creature. He sees the prison-officers, but with 
that exception he never looks upon a human countenance, or hears 
a human voice. He is a man buried alive ; to be dug out in the 
slow round of years ; and in the mean time dead to everything but 
torturing anxieties and horrible despair. 

His name, and crime, and term of suffering, are unknown, even 
to the officer who delivers him his daily food. There is a number 
over his cell-door, and in a book of which the governor of the 
prison has one copy, and the moral instructor another : tl^s is the 
index of his history. Beyond these ])ages the prison has no record 
of his existence : and though he live to be in the same cell ten 
weary years, he has no means of knowing, down to the very last 
hour, in which part of the liuilding it is situated ; what kind of 
men there are about him ; whether in the long winter nights there 
are living people near, or he is in some lonely corner of the great 
jail, with walls, and passages, and iron doors between him and the 
nearest shajrer in its. solitary horrors. 

Every cell has double doors : the outer one of sturdy oak, the 
other of grated iron, wherein there is a trap through which his food 
is handed. He has a Bible, and a slate and pencil, and, under 
certain restrictions, has sometimes other hooks, provided for the 
pur[)Ose, and pen and ink and paper. His razor, plate, and can, 
and basin, hang ui)on the wall, or shine upon the little shelf. Fresh 
water is laid on in every cell, and he can draw it at his pleasure. 
During the day, his bedstead turns up against the wall, and leaves 
more space for him to work in. His loom, or bench, or wheel, is 
there ; and there he labours, sleeps and wakes, and counts the 
seasons as they change, and grows old. 

The first man I saw, was seated at his loom, at work. He had 
been there six years, and was to remain, 1 think, three more. He 
had been convicted as a receiver of stolen goods, but even after 
his long imjirisonment, denied his guilt, and said he had been 
hardly dealt by. It was his second offence. 

He stopped his work when we went in, took off his spectacles, 
and answered freely to everything that was said to him, but always 
with a strange kind of pause first, and in a low, thoughtful voice. 
He wore a paper hat of his own making, and was pleased to have 
it noticed and commended. He had very ingeniously manufactured 
a sort of Dutch clock from some disregarded odds and ends ; and 
his vinegar-bottle served for the jicndiilum. Seeing me interested 
in this contrivance, he looked up at it with a great deal of pride, and 
said that he had been thinking of improving it, and that he hoped 
the hammer and a little piece of broken glass beside it ‘ would play 
music before long.* He had extracted some colours from the yarn 
with which he Nvorked, and painted a few poor figures on the wall. 
One, of a female, over the door, he called ‘ The Lady of the Lake.* 
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He smiled as I looked at these contrivances to while away the 
time ; biU when I looked from them to him, I saw that his lip 
trembled, and could have counted the beating of his heart. I 
forget how it came about, but some allusion was made to his 
having a wife. He shook his head at the word, turned aside, and 
covered his face with his hands. 

‘ But you are resigned now ! ’ said one of the gentlemen alter a 
short pause, during whicli he had resumed his former manner. He 
answered with a sigh that seemed quite reckless in its hopelessness, 
‘ Oh yes, oh yes ! I am resigned to it.* ‘ And are a better man, 
you think ? ’ ‘ ^^’’ell, I liope so : Tm sure I hope I may be,* ‘ And 
time goes pretty quickly ? * ‘ Time is very long, gentlemen, within 

these four walls ! ’ 

He gazed about him — Heaven only knows how wearily! — as he 
said these words ; and in tlie act of doing so, fell into a strange 
stare as if he had forgotten something. A moment afterwards he 
sighed heavily, put on his spectacles, and went about his work 
again. 

In another cell, there was a German, sentenced to five years* 
imprisonment for larceny, two of which had just expired. With 
colours j)rociired in the same manner, he had painted every inch 
of the walls and ceiling quite beautifully. He had laid out the few 
feet of ground, behind, with exquisite neatness, and had made a 
little bed in the centre, that looked, by-the-bye, like a grave. The 
taste and ingenuity he had disj)laye(l in everything were most 
extraordinary ; and yet a more dejected, heart-broken, wretched 
creature, it would be difficult to imagine. I never saw such a 
picture of forlorn aflliction and distress of mind. My heart bled 
for him ; and when the tears ran down his cheeks, and he took 
one of the visitors aside, to ask, with his trembling hands nervously 
clutching at his coat to detain him, whether there was no hope of 
his dismal sentence being commuted, the spectacle was really too 
painful to witness. I never saw or heard of any kind of misery 
that impressed me more than the wretchedness of this man. 

In a third cell, was a tall, strong black, a burglar, working at his 
proper trade of making screws and the like. His time was nearly 
out. He was not only a very dexterous thief, but was notorious 
for his boldness and hardihood, and for the number of his previous 
convictions. He entertained us with a long account of his achieve- 
ments, which he narrated with such infinite relish, that he actually 
seemed to lick his lips as he told us racy anecdotes of stolen plate, 
and of old ladies whom he had watched as they sat at windows in 
silver spectacles (he had plainly had an eye to their metal even 
from the other side of the street) and had afterwards robbed. This 
fellow, upon the slightest encouragement, would have mingled with 
his professional recollections the most detestable cant; but I am 
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very much mistaken if he could have surpassed the unmitigated 
hypocrisy with which he declared that he blessed the day on which 
he came into that prison, and that he never would commit another 
robbery as long as he lived. 

There was one man who was allowed, as an indulgence, to keep 
rabbits. His room having rather a close smell in consequence, 
they called to him at the door to come out into the passage. He 
complied of course, and stood shading his haggard face in the 
unwonted sunlight of the great window, looking as wan and un- 
earthly as if he had been summoned from the grave. Ife had a 
\vhite rabbit in his breast ; and when the little creature, getting 
down upon the ground, stole back into the cell, and he, being- 
dismissed, crept timidly after it, 1 thought it would have been 
very hard to say in what respect the man was the nobler animal 
of the two. 

There was an English thief, who had been there but a few days 
out of seven yearsj a villainous, low-browed, thin-lipped fellow, 
with a white face ; who had as yet no relish for visitors, and who,'* 
but for the additional i^enalty, would have gladly stabbed me with 
his shoemaker’s knife. There was another (lerman who had 
entered the jail hut yeslerday,^and who started from his bed when 
we looked in, and jjleaded, in his broken English, very hard for 
work. There was a poet, who after doing two days’ work in every 
four-and-twenty hours, one for himself and one for the prison, wrote 
verses about shij)s (he was by trade a mariner), and ‘ the maddening 
wine-cup,’ and his friends at home. There were very many of 
them. Some reddened at the sight of visitors, and some turned 
very pale. Some two or three had jnisoner nurses with lliem, for 
they were very sick ; and one, a fat old nt*gro whose leg had been 
taken off within the jail, had for his attendant a classical scholar 
and an accomplished surgeon, himself a prisoner likewise. Sitting 
upon the stairs, engaged in some slight ork, was a pretty coloured 
boy. ‘ Is there no refuge for young criminals in rhiladelphia, 
then?’ said I. ‘Ych, but only for white children,’ Noble aris- 
tocracy in crime I 

There was a sailor who had been there upwards of eleven )X"ars, 
and who in a few months’ time would he free. Eleven years of 
solitary confinement ! 

‘ I am very glad to hear your time is nearly out.’ ^\ 1 lat does he 
say? Nothing. A\’hy does he stare at his liands, and pick the 
flesh upon his fingers, and raise his eyes for an instant, every now 
and then, to those hare walls which have seen his head turn grey ? 
It is a way he has sometimes. 

Does he never look men in the foce, and does he always pluck 
at those hands of his, as though he were bent on parting .skin and 
bone ? It is his humour ; nothing more. 
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It is liis humour too, to say that he does not look forward to 
going out ; that he is not glad the time is drawing near ; that he 
did look forward to it once, but that was very long ago ; that he 
has lost all care for everything. It is his humour to be a helpless, 
crushed, and broken man. And, Heaven be his witness that he 
has his humour thoroughly gratified ! 

There were three young women in adjoining cells, all convicted 
at the same time of a ('onspiracy to rob their prosecutor. In the 
silence and solitude of their lives they had grown to be quite beautiful. 
Their looks were very sad, and might have moved the sternest visitor 
to tears, hut not to that kind of sorrow which the contemplation of 
the men awakens. One was a young girl ; not twenty, as 1 recollect ; 
whose snow-white room was hung with the work of some former 
prisoner, and upon whose downcast face the sun in all its sidendour 
shone down through the high chink in the wall, where one narrow 
strip of bright blue sky was visible. She was very penitent and 
quiet ; had come to be resigned, she said (and 1 believe her) ; and 
had a mind at [leace. ‘ In a word, you are hapi)y here ?' said one 
of my conqianions. She struggled — shi‘ did struggle very hard— to 
answer, Yes ; but raising her eyes, and meeting that glimpse of 
freedom overhead, she hurst into tears, and said, ‘ She tried to be ; 
she uttered no complaint ; but it was natural that she should some- 
times long to go out of that one cell : she could not help that^ she 
sobbed, poor thing ! 

I went from ('ell to cell that day ; and every face I saw, or word 
I heard, or incident I noted, is [iresent to my mind in all its pain- 
fulness. But let me j)ass them by, for one, more pleasant, glance of 
a prison on the same plan which I afttawards saw at l^ittsburg. 

When 1 had gone over that, in the sanu.* manner, 1 asked the 
governor if he had any person in his charge who was shortly going 
out. He had one, he said, whose time was iqj next day; but he 
had only been a ])risoner two years. 

"i'wo years ! f looked back through two years of my own life — 
out of jail, jjrosperous, hajipy, surrounded by blessings, comforts, 
good fortune — and thought how wide a gap it was, and how long 
those two years j)assed in solitary cajitivity would have been. 1 
have the face of this man, who was going to be released next day, 
before me now. It is almost more memorable in its happiness than 
the other faces in their misery. How easy and how natural it was 
for him to say that the system was a good one , and that the time 
went ‘ pretty cjuick — considering ; ' and that when a man once felt 
that he had offended the law, and must satisfy it, ‘ he got along, 
somehow : ’ and so feuth ! 

‘ What did he call you back to say to you, in that strange flutter?* 
I asked of my conductor, when he had locked the door and joined 
me in the passage. 
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‘ Oh ! That he was afraid the soles of his boots were not fit for 
walking, as they were a good deal worn when he came in ; and that 
he would thank me very much to have them mended, ready/ 

Those boots had been taken off his feet, and put away with the 
rest of his clothes, two years before ! 

I togk that opportunity of inquiring liow they conducted them- 
selves immediately before going out ; adding that I presumed they 
trembled very much. 

‘Well, it’s not so much a trembling,' was the answer — ‘though 
they do quiver — as a complete derangement of the nervous system. 
They can’t sign their names to the book; sometimes can’t even 
hold the pen; look about ’em without apj)earing to know why, or 
where they are; and .sometimes get up and sit down again, twenty 
times in a minute, 'fhis is when they’re in the office, where they 
are taken with the hood on, as they wer« 1)rought in. A\’hen they 
get outside the gate, they stop, and look first one way and then the 
other; not knowing u Inch to take. Sometimes they stagger as if 
they were drunk, and sometimes are forced to lean against the 
fence, they’re so bad : — l)Ut they dear off in course of time.’ 

As I walked among these solitary ce lls, and looked at the faces 
of the men within them, I tried.to picture to myself the thoughts 
and feelings natural to their condition. I imagined the hood just 
taken off, and the scene of their capti\ity disclosed to them in all 
its dismal monotony. 

At first, tlie man is stunned. His confinement is a hideous 
vision; and his old life a reality. He throws himself upon his bed, 
and lies there abandoned to despair. By degrees the insiqiportable 
solitude and barrenness of the place rouses him from this stupor, 
and when the trap in his grated door is opened, he humbly begs 
and prays for work. ‘ Gi\’e me some work to do, or 1 shall go 
raving mad ! ’ 

lie has it; and by fits and starts ap])lies himself to labour; but 
every now and then there comes upon him a burning sense of the 
years that must be wasted in that stone coftin, and an agony so 
piercing in the recollection of those who are hidden from his view 
and knowledge, that he starts from his seat, and striding up and 
dowai the narrow room with both hands clasped on his uplifted 
head, hears spirits tempting him to beat his brains out on the wall. 

Again he falls upon his bed, and lies there, moaning. Suddenly 
he starts up, woqdering whtaher any other man is near ; wiiether 
there is another cell like that on lather side of him : and listens 
keenly. 

There is no sound, but other prisoners may be near for all that. 
He remembers to have heard once, when he little thought of coming 
here himself, that the cells were so constructed that the prisoners 
could not hear each other, though the officers could hear them. 
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Where is the nearest man — upon the right, or on the left ? or is 
there one in both directions ? Where is he sitting now — with his 
face to the light ? or is he walking to and fro ? How is he dressed ? 
Has he been here long? Is he much worn away? Is he very 
white and siX‘ctre-like ? Does he think of his neighbour too ? 

Scarcely venturing to breathe, and listening while he thinks, he 
conjures up a figure with his back towards him, and imagines it 
moving about in this next cell. He has no idea of the face, but he 
is certain of the dark form of a stooping man. In the cell upon 
the other side, he puts another figure, whose face is hidden from 
him also. Day after day, and often when he wakes up in the 
middle of the night, he thinks of these two men until he is almost 
distracted. He never changes them. There they are always as 
he first imagined them — an old man on the right ; a younger man 
upon the left -whose hidden features torture him to death, and 
have a mystery that makes' him tremble. 

The weary days ])ass on with solemn pace^ like mourners at a 
funeral ; and slowly he begins to feel that tlie white walls of the 
cell have something dreadful in them : that their colour is horrible : 
that their smooth surface chills his blood : that there is one hateful 
corner which torments him. livery morning when he wakes, he 
hides his hixid beneath the coverlet, and shudders to see the ghastly 
ceiling looking down upon him. d'he blessed light of day itself 
j)eeps in, an ugly j3hantom free, through the unchangeable crevice 
which is his j)rison window. 

Ry slow but sure degrees, the terrors of that hateful corner swell 
until they beset him at all times ; invade his rest, make his dreams 
hideous, and his nights dreadful. At first, he took a strange dislike 
to it; feeling as though it gave birth in his brain to something of 
corresponding shape, which ought not to be there, and racked his 
head with ])ains. Then he began to fear it, then to dream of it, 
and of men whispering its name and pointing to it. Then he could 
not bear to look at it, nor yet to turn his ba( k upon it. Now, it is 
every night the lurking-place of a ghost : a shadow : — a silent some- 
thing, horrible to see, but whether bird, or beast, or muftled human 
shape, he cannot tell. 

When he is in his cell by day, he fears the little yard without. 
A\'hen he is in the yard, he dreads to re-enter the cell. When night 
comes, there stands the jihantom in the corner. If he have the 
courage to stand in its jdace, and drive it out (he had once : being 
desperate), it broods upon his bed. Ti the twilight, and always at 
the same hour, a voice calls to him by nami^ ; as the darkness 
thickens, his Loom begins to live; and even that, his comfort, is a 
hideous figure, watching him till daybreak. 

Again, 'by slow degrees, the.se horril>le fancies depart frpni him 
one by one : returning sometimes, unexpectedly, but at fonger 
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intervals, and in less alarming shapes. He has talked upon religious 
matters with the gentleman who visits him, and has read his Bible, 
and has written a prayer upon his slate, and hung it up as a kind 
of protection, and an assurance of Heavenly companionship. He 
dreams now, sometimes, of his children or his wife, but is sure that 
they are dead, or have deserted him. He is easily moved to tears ; 
is gentfe, submissive, and broken-spirited. Occasionally, the old 
.agony comes back : a very little thing will revive it; even a familiar 
sound, or the scent of summer llowers in the air ; but it does not 
last long, now : fur th.e world without, has come to be the \*'ision, 
and this solitary life, the sad reality. ^ 

If his term of im])risojnnent be short — I mean comparatively, for 
short it cannot be -the last half year is almost worse than all ; for 
then he thinks the ]jrison will lake fire and he be burnt in the ruins, or 
that he is doomed to die within the waDs, or that he will be detained 
on some false charge and sentenced for another term : or that some- 
thing, no matter what, must happen to prevent his going at large. 
And this is natural, and impossible to be reasoned against, because, 
after his long sejiaration from human life, and his gre^at suffering, 
any event will aj)])ear to him more probable in the contemplation, 
than the being restored to liberty and his fellow-creatures. 

If his ])eriod of confinement have bccai very long, the jirospect of 
release bewilders and conrus(.‘s him. His broken heart may flutter 
for a moment, when he thinks of the world outside, and what it 
might have been to him in a*ll those lonely years, but that is all. 
The cell-door has been closed too long on all its hopes and cares. 
Better to have hanged him in the beginning than bring him to this 
j)a.ss, and .send him forth to mingle with his kind, who are his kind 
no more. 

On the haggard face of every man among these prisoners, the 
same expression sat. 1 know not what to liken it to. It had 
something of that strained attention w hich W'e see upon the Hces of 
the blind and deaf, mingled wath a kind of horror, as though they 
had all been secretly terrified. Jn every little chambcT that I 
entered, and at every grate through w hich 1 looked, I seemed to see 
the same a])palling countenance. It lives in my memory, with the 
fascination of a remarkable picture. Ikirade before my eyes, a 
hundred men, with one among them newly released from this soli- 
tary suffering, and I w^ould point him out. 

The kiccs of the wa^men, as I have said, it humanises and refines. 
Whether this be because of their better nature, whic h is elicited in 
solitude, or l)ccause of their being gentler creatures, of greater 
patience and longer suffering, I do not know' ; but so it is. That 
the punishment is nevertheless, to my thinking, fully as cruel and as 
wremg in their c\as(', as in that of the men, I need scarcely »add. 

My firm conviction is that, independent of the mental anguish it 
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occasions — an anguish so acute and so tremendous, that all imagi- 
nation of it must fall far short of the reality — it wears the mind 
into a morbid state, which renders it unfit for the rough contact and 
busy action of the world. It is my fixed opinion that those who 
have undergone this punishment, must pass into society again 
morally iinhealtliy and diseased. There are many instances on 
record, of men who have chosen, or liave been condemned, to lives 
of perfect solitude, but I scarcely remember one, even among sages 
of strong and vigorous intellect, where its effect has not become 
apparent, in some disordered train of tliought, or some gloomy hal- 
lucination. What monstrous phantoms, bred of despondency and 
doubt, and born and reared in solitude, have stalked upon the 
earth, making creation ugly, and darkening the fa('e of Heaven ! 

Suic'ides are rare among tliese prisoners : are almost, indeed, 
unknown. lUit no argunuMit in ffivour of the system, can reason- 
ably be deduced from this circumstance, although it is very oflen 
urged. All men who have made diseases of , the mind their study, 
know perfectly well that such extreme depression and despair as 
will change the whole character, and beat down all its ])Owers of 
elasticity and self-resistance, may be at work within a man, and yet 
stop short of self-destruction. This is a common case. 

That it makes the senses dull, and by degrees impairs the bodily 
faculties, I am (jiiite sure. I rmnarked to those who were with me 
in this very establishment at Philadelphia, that the criminals who 
had been there long, were deaf, d'hey, who were in the habit of 
seeing these men constantly, were perfectly amazed at the idea, 
which they regarded as groundless and fanciful. And yet the very 
first prisoner to whom they ajjpealed -one of their own selection — 
confirmed my impression (whu h was unknown to him) instantly, 
and said, with a genuine air it was impossil)le to doubt, that he 
couldn’t think how it happened, but he 7 l '( 7 s growing very dull of 
hearing. 

That it is a singularly unequal punishment, and affects the worst 
man least, there is no doubt. In its superior efficiency as a means 
of reformation, compared with that other code of regulations 
which allows the prisoners to work in company without communi- 
cating together, I have not the smallest fiiith. All the instances 
of reformation that were mentioned to me, were of a kind that 
might have been — and I have no doubt whatever, in my own mind, 
would have been — equally well brought about by the Silent 
System. With regard to such men as the negro burglar and the 
English thief, even the most enthusiastic have scarcely any hope of 
their conversion. 

It seems to me that the objection that nothing wholesome or 
good has* ever had its growth in such unnatural solitude, and that 
even a dog or any of the more intelligent among beasts, would 
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pine, and mope, and rust away, beneath its influence, would be 
in itself a sufficient argument against this system. But when w^e 
recollect, in addition, henv very cruel and severe it is, and that a 
solitary life is always liable to peculiar and distinct objections of a 
most deplorable nature, which have arisen here, and call to mind, 
jnoreover, that the choice Is not betw^een this system, and a bad or 
ill-consrdered one, but between it and another which has w'orked 
wxll, and is, in its w’hole design and practice, excellent ; there is 
surely more than sufficient reason for abandoning a mode of punish- 
ment attended by so little hope or promise, and fraught, beyond 
dispute, wdth such a host of evils. 

As a relief to its contem])lation, I will close this chapter with a 
curious story arising out of the same theme, winch w as related to me, 
on the occasion of this visit, by some of the gentlemen concerned. 

At one of the periodical meetings of the inspectors of this ])rison, 
a W’orking man of Philadeljiiia j)resented himself before the Board, 
and earnestly rcciuested to be jiaced in solitary confinement. On 
being asked what motive could possibly promi)t him to make this 
strange demand, he answxred that he had an irresistible j)ropensity 
to get drunk ; that he was constantly indulging it, to his great misery 
and ruin ; that he had no j)ower ()f resistance ; that he w ished to be 
put beyond the reac h of temptation ; and that be could think of no 
better way than tliis. It was pointed out to him, in reply, that the 
prison w’as for criminals who had been tried and sentenced by the 
huv, and could not be made* available for any such fiinciful pur- 
poses; he was exhorted to abstain from intoxicating drinks, as he 
surely might if he would ; and received other very good advice, 
wdth which he retired, exceedingly dissatisfied witli the result of his 
apiilication. 

He came again, and again, and again, and was so very earnest 
and imiiortunate, that at last they took counsel together, and said, 
‘ He wall certainly ciualify liimself for admission, if we reject him 
any more. Let us shut him up. He w'ill soon be glad to go away, 
and then we shall get rid of him.' So they made him sign a state- 
ment wfiich would prevent his ever sustaining an ac tion for false 
imprisonment, to the effect that his incan eration was voluntary, and 
of his own seeking; they recpiested him to take notice tliat the 
officer in attendance had orders to release him at any hour of the 
day or night, when he might knock ujion his door for that purpose; 
but desired him to understand, that once going out, he w^ould not 
be admitted any more. 'J'hese conditions agreed ujion, and he still 
remaining in the same mind, he w\as conducted to the prison, and 
shut up in one of the cells. 

In this cell, the man, who had not the firmness to leave a glass 
of liciuor standing untasted on a table before him — in this cell, in 
solitary confinement, and w^orking every day at his trade of shoe- 
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making, this man remained nearly two years. His health beginning 
to fail at the expiration of that time, the surgeon recommended 
that he should work occasionally in tlie garden ; and as he liked 
the notion very much, he went about this new occupation with great 
cheerfulness. 

He was digging here, one summer day, very industriously, when 
the wicket in the outer gale chanced to be left open : showing, 
beyond, the wc'il-remenibered dusty road and sunburnt fields. The 
way was as frc'c to him as to any man living, but he no sooner 
raised his head and caught sight of it, all shining in the light, than, 
with the involuntary instinct of a prisoner, he c'ast away his spade, 
scampered off as fast as his legs would carry him, and never once 
looked back. 


CHAPTER VIII 

WASniNT.TON. TIIK l.TJWSl.A'lTRV.. AND THE PRESIDENT’S HOUSE 

^VE left riiilade]{)hia by steamboat, at six o’clock one very cold 
morning, and turned our faces towards \\ ashington. 

In the course of this day’s journey, as on subsequent occasions, 
we encountered some Englishmen (small farmers, perhai)s, or 
country publicans at home) who were settled in America, and were 
travelling on their own affairs. Of all grades and kinds of men 
that jostle one in the pu])lic conveyances of the States, these arc 
often the most intolea'aldc and the most insufferaljlc companions. 
United to every disagreeable charac'teristie that the worst kind of 
American travellers possess, these countrymen of ours display an 
amount of insolent conceit and cool assumption of superiority, 
quite monstrous to ])eliold. In the coarse familiarity of their 
approach, and the effrontery of their inquisitiveness (which they 
are in great haste to assert, as if thc^y })antcd to revenge themselves 
upon the decent old restraints of home), they surpass any native 
specimens that came within my range of observation : and I often 
grew so patriotic when I saw^ and lieard them, that I w^oiild cheer- 
fully have submitted to a reasonable fine, if 1 could have given 
any other coiu\try in the w hole w'oiid, the lionour of < laiming them 
for its children. 

As Washington may he called the head-(iuarters of tol)acco- 
tinctured saliva, the time is ( omc when 1 must confess, without 
any disguise, that the prevalence of those two odious practices of 
chewing ’and expectorating began about tliis time to he anything 
but agreeable, and soon became most ofiensive and sickening. In 
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all the public places of America, this filthy custom is recognised. 
In the courts of law, the judge has his spittoon, the crier his, the 
witness his, and the prisoner his ; while the jurymen and spectators 
are provided for, as so many men who in the course of nature must 
desire to spit incessantly. In the hospitals, the students of medicine 
are requested, by notices upon the wall, to eject their tobacco juice 
into the boxes provided for that puipose, and not to discolour the 
stairs. In public buildings, visitors are im])lorcd, through the same 
agency, to siiuirt the essciK c of their quids, or ‘ plugs,’ as I have 
heard them (\allcd by gentlemen learned in this kind of sweetmeat, 
into the national spittoons, and not about the bases of the marble 
columns. But in some jfarts, this custom is inseparably mixed up 
^^ith every meal and morning call, and with all the transactions of 
social life. The stranger, ^^ho followjj in the track 1 took myself, 
will find it in its full bloom and glory, liVKuriant in all its alarming 
recklessness, at \\\isliington. And let him not persuade himself (as 
I once did, to my sh;;Lme) that previous tourists have exaggerated 
its extent. "I'he thing itself is an exaggeration of nastiness, which 
cannot be outdone. 

On board this steamboat, tliere were two young gentlemen, with 
shirt-collars reversed as usual, agd armed with very l)ig walking- 
sticks; who ])lanted two seats in the middle of the dec'k, at a 
distance of some four paces apart; took out their lobacc'o-boxes ; 
and sat down opi'osiie eac'h oj.her, to chew. In less than a quarter 
of an hour’s time, these hopeful youths had shed about them on the 
clean boards, a cojjious shower of yellow rain ; clearing, by that 
means, a kind of magic circle, within whose limits no intruders 
dared to come, and whic'h they never failed to refresh and re-refresh 
before a spot was dry. d1iis being before breakfast, rather disposed 
me, 1 confess, to nausea ; but looking attentively at one of the 
expec'torators, I plainly saw that he was young in chening, and felt 
inwardly uneasy, himself. A glow of delight came over me at this 
discovery ; aiul as I marked his face turn paler and paler, and saw 
the ball of tobacco in his left cheek, ([uiver with his suppressed 
agony, while yet he spat, and chewed, and spat again, in emulation 
of his older friend, I could have fallen on his neck and implored 
him to go on for hours. 

We all sat down to a comfortable breakfast in the cal)in below, 
where there was no more hurry or confusion than at such a meal 
in England, and nhere there was certainly grt'ater ]x>liteness ex- 
hibited than at most of our stage-coach banquets. At about nine 
o^clock we arrived at the railroad station, and went on by the cars. 
At noon we turned out again, to cross a wide river in another 
steamboat ; landc d at a ( ontinuation of the railroad on the opposite 
shore; and went on by' other cars; in whicli, in the course of the 
next hour or so, we crossed by wooden bridges, each a mile in 
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length, two creeks, called respectively Great and Little Gunpowder, 
The water in both was blackened with flights of canvas-backed 
ducks, which ore most delicious eating, and abound hereabouts at 
that season of the year. 

These bridges are of wood, have no parapet, and are only just 
wide enough for the passage of the trains ; which, in the event of 
the smallest accident, would inevitably be plunged into tlie river. 
They are startling contrivances, and are most agreeable when 
passed. 

We stopped to dine at Tkiltimore, and being now in Maryland, 
were waited on, for the first time, by slaves. The sensation of 
exacting any service from human creatures who are bought and 
sold, and being, for the time, a party ns it were to their condition, 
is not an enviable one. The institution exists, jierhaps, in its least 
repulsive and most mitigated form in such a town as this ; but it 
is slavery ; and though I was, with respect to it, an innocent man, 
its presence filled me with a sense of shame and self-rej^roach. 

After dinner, we went down to the railroad again, and took our 
scats in th<.‘ cars for Washington. Being rather early, those men 
and boys who happened to have nothing particular to do, and were 
curious in foreigners, came (acx'ording to custom) round the carriage 
in whic'h I sat ; let down all the windows ; thrust in their heads 
and shoulders ; hooked themselves on conveniently, by their 
elliows ; and f(dl to comparing notes on the subject of my personal 
appearance, witli as miu'h indiffi'rence as if I were; a stuffed figure. 
I never gained so much uncompromising information with reference 
to my own nose and c;yes, and various impressions wrought by my 
moulli and cliin on ditferent minds, and how my head looks when 
it is viewed from behind, as on these o('casions. Some gentlemen 
were only satisfied by exercising their sense of touch ; and the 
boys (who are surprisingly jiivcocioiis in America) were seldom 
satisfied, even by that, but would return to the charge over and 
over again. Many a budding president has walked into my room 
with his ca[) on his head and his hands in his pockets, and stared 
at me for two whole hours : occasionally refreshing himself with a 
tweak of his nose, or a draught from the water-jug ; or by walking 
to the windows and inviting other boys in the street below, to 
come up and do likewise: crying, ‘Here he is!’ ‘Come on!’ 

‘ Bring all your brothers ! ’ with other hospitable entreaties of that 
nature. 

We readied Washington at about half-past six that evening, and 
had upon the way a beautiful view of the Capitol, which is a fine 
building of the Corinthian order, placed upon a noble and com- 
manding eminence. Arrived at the hotel; I .saw no more of the 
place that night ; being very tired, and glad to get to bed. 

Breakfast over next morning, I walk about the streets for an 
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hour or two, and, coming home, throw up the window in the front 
and back, and look out. Here is Washington, fresh in my mind 
and under my eye. 

Take the worst parts of the City Road and Pentonvillc, or the 
straggling outskirts of Paris, where the houses are smallest, pre- 
serving all their oddities, but especially the small shops and 
dwellings, occupied in Pentonville (but not in Washington) by 
furniture>I)rokcrs, keepers of poor eating-houses, and fanciers of 
birds. Burn the whole down ; build it up again in wood and 
plaster; widen it a little; throw in i)art of St. John's Wood; put 
green blinds outside all the private houses, with a red curtain and 
a white one in every window ; plough up all the roads ; plant a 
great deal of coarse turf in every place where it ought not to be ; 
erect three handsome buildings in stone and marble, anywhere, but 
the more entirely out of everybody’s way the better; call one the 
Post Office, one the J'atcnt Office, and one the Treasury; make it 
scorching hot in the .morning, and freezing cold in the afternoon, 
with an occasional tornado of wind and dust ; leave a brie k-field 
without the bricks, in all central j)laces where a street may naturally 
be expected : and that’s Washington. 

The hotel in w hich w'e live,-, is a long row of small houses 
fronting on the street, and opening at the back upon a common 
yard, in which hangs a great triangle. Whenever a servant is 
w\anted, somebody beats on this triangle from one stroke up to 
seven, according to the number of the liouse in which his i)resenre 
is recpiired ; and as all the servants arc always being wanted, and 
none of them ever come, this enlivening engine is in full perform- 
ance the W'hole day through. Clothes are drying in the same yard ; 
female slaves, with c otton handkerchiefs twisted round their heads, 
are running to and fro on the hotel business ; black w^aiters cross 
and recross wath dishes in their hands ; tw'o great dogs are i)laying 
upon a mound of looser bricks in the centre of the little scjuare ; a 
pig is turning up his stomach to the sun, and grunting ‘ that’s com- 
fortable ! ’; and neither the men, nor the wa:)mcn, nor tlie dogs, nor 
the pig, nor any created creature, lake's the smallest notice of the 
triangle, which is tingling madly all the time. 

1 w^alk to the front window', and look across the road upon a 
long, straggling row^ of houses, one story high, terminating, nearly 
opposite, but a little to the left, in a melancholy j^iece of waste 
ground with frow'/y grass, whic h looks like a small [)iece of country 
that has taken to drinking, and has c[uite lost itself. Standing 
anyhow and all wremg, upon this open space, like something 
meteoric that has fallen down from the moon, is an odd, lop-sided, 
one-eyed kind of wooden building, that looks like a church, with a 
flag-staff as long as itseH sticking out of a steei)le something larger 
than a tea-chest. ^ Urjd^r..the window is a small stand of coaches, 
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whose slave-drivers are sunning themselves on the steps of our 
door, and talking idly together. The three most obtrusive houses 
near at hand are the three meanest. On one — a shop, which never 
has anything in the window, and never has the door open — is 
painted in large characters, The City I.unch/ At another, 
which looks like a backway to somewhere else, but is an inde- 
pendent building in itself, oysters are procurable in every style. 
At the third, which is a very, very little tailor’s shop, pants are 
fixed to order ; or in other words, pantaloons are made to measure. 
And that is our street in AVashington. 

It is sometimes called ihc City of Magnificent Distances, but it 
might with greater i)ropriety be termed the City of Magnificent 
Intentions ; for it is only on taking a bird’s-eye view of it from the 
top of the Cai)itol, that one can at all comi)rehend the vast designs 
of its projector, an aspiring Frenchman. Si)acious avenues, that 
begin in nothing, and lead nowhere ; streets, mile-long, that only 
want houses, roads and inhabitants ; public buildings that need but 
a iHiblic' to be com])lete; and ornaments of great thoroughfixres, 
which only lac'k great thoroughfares to ornament are its leading 
features. One miglit fancy tl\e season over, and most of the houses 
gone out of town for ever with their masters, d'o the admirers of 
cities it is a narmccide Feast : a pleasant fR‘ld for the imagination 
to rove in ; a monument raised to a deceased project, with not even 
a legible inscription to record its det)urtcd greatness. 

vSuch as it is, it is likely to remain. It was originally chosen for 
the seat of (iovernment, as a means of averting the conflicting 
jealousies and interests of the difterent States ; and very probably, 
too, as being remote from mobs : a consideration not to be slighted, 
even in America. It has no trade or commerce of its own : having 
little or no population beyond the rresident and his establishment; 
the members of the legislature who reside there during the session ; 
the Government clerks and officers employed in the various 
departments; the keej)ers of the hotels and boarding-houses; and 
the tradesmen who siipi)ly their tables. It is very unhealthy. Few 
people would live in Washington, I take it, who were not obliged 
to reside thcTc ; and the tides of emigration and speculation, those 
rapid and regardless currents, are little likely to flow at any time 
towards such dull and sluggish water. 

"J'he princii)al features of the Ca])ito], are, of course, the two 
houses of Asseml)ly. But there is, besides, in the centre of the 
building, a fine rotunda, ninety-six feet in diameter, and ninety- 
six high, whose circular wall is divided into compartments, orna- 
mented by historical pictures. Four of these have for their 
subjects prominent events in the revolu.tionary struggle. They 
were painted by ( 'olonel Trumbull, himself a member of Washing- 
ton’s staff at the time of their occurrence; from which circumstance 
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they derive a peculiar interest of their own. In this same hall 
Mr. GrecnouglVs large statue of Washington has been lately placed. 
It has great merits of course, but it struck me as being rather 
strained and violent for its sul)ject. I could wish, however, to 
have seen it in a belter light than it can ever be viewed in, where 
it stands. 

There is a very pleasant and commodious library in the Caintol; 
and from a balcony in front, the binrs-cye view, of which I have 
just spoken, may be had, together with a beautiful prospect of the 
adjacent country. In one of the ornamented portions of the 
building, there is a figure of Justice; whereunto the Guide Hook 
says, ‘ the artist at first contemjilated giving more of nudity, but he 
was warned that the ])ublic sentiment in this country would not 
admit of it, and in his caution he has gone, ])erha])S, into the 
opposite extreme.’ Poor Justice ! she has been made to wear 
much stranger garments in America than those she jiines in, in the 
Capitol. Let us hope that she has ( hanged her dress-maker since 
they were fashioned, and that the [aiblic sentiment of the country 
did not cut out the ('lothes she hide's her lovely figure in, just lujw. 

The House of Representatives is a beautiful and spa('ious hall, of 
semicircular shape, sui>[)()rted by liaudsome ]>illars. One part of 
the gallery is apjiroprialed to the ladies, and there they sit in front 
rows, and come in, and go out, as at a ])lay or concert. The chair 
is canopied, and rais(!d (onsiderably above the floor of the House ; 
and every member has an c'asy chair and a writing desk to himself: 
which is denounc ed by some peoiile out of doors as a most unfor- 
tunate and injudicious arrangement, tending to long sittings and 
prosaic speeches. It is an elegant chamber to look at, but a 
singularly bad one for all purposes of hearing, d'he Senate, which 
is smaller, is free froni this objection, and is exceedingly well 
adapted to the uses for whi('h it is designed, d'he sittings, I need 
hardly add, take place in the day ; and the parliamentary forms are 
modelled on those of the old country. 

I was sometimes asked, in my progress through other places, 
whether I had not hecMi very much iinjiressc'd by iIk' of the 

law-makers at Washington; meaning not their chiel's and leaders, 
but literally their individual and personal heads, wherc(’)n their hair 
grew, and whereby the phrenological character of each legislator 
was expressed : and I almost as often striu'k mv questioner dumb 
with indignant consternation by answc'ring ‘ i\o, tliat I didn’t 
remember beii’ig at all overcome.’ As I must, at whatever hazard, 
repeat the avowal here, I will follow it up by relating my impressions 
on this subject in as few words as ])ossil)le. 

In the first place— it may he from some imperfect development 
of my organ of veneration — I do not remember having ever fainted 
away, or having even been movc'd to tears of joyful pride, at sight 
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of any legislative body. I have borne the House of Commons like 
a man, and have yielded to no weakness, but slumber, in the House 
of Lords. I have seen elections for l)orough and county, and have 
never been impelled (no matter which party won) to damage my 
liat by throwing it up into the air in triiiinph, or to crack my voice 
by shouting forth any reference to our Glorious Constitution, to the 
noble purity of our independent voters, or, the unimpeachable 
integrity of our independent members. Having withstood such 
strong attacks upon my fortitude, it is possible that I may be of a 
cold and insensible temperament, amounting to iciness, in such 
matters; and therefore my impressions of the live ])illars of the 
Capitol at ^\"ashington must be received with such grains of 
allowance as this free confession may seem to demand. 

Did 1 see in this public. body an assemblage of men, bound 
together in the sacred names of Taherty and Freedom, and so 
asserting the chaste dignity of those twin goddesses, in all their 
discussions, as to exalt at once the Eterna.l rrincijdcs to which 
their names are given, and their own character and the character 
of their countrymen, in the admiring eyes of the whole world ? 

It was Init a week, since an agt'd, grey-haired man, a lasting 
honour to llie land that gave him birth, who has done good service 
to his country, as liis forefathers did, and who will he remembered 
scores ui^on scores of years after the worms bred in its corruption, 
are but so many grains of dust — it was but a week, since this old 
man had stood for days upon his trial before this very body, 
charged with having dared to assert the infiimy of that traffic, which 
has for its accursed merchandise men and women, and their unborn 
children. Ves. And puhliely c-xhihited in the same city all the 
while ; gilded, framed and gla/ed ; hung up for general admiration; 
shown to strangers not witli shame, hut [)ride ; its face not turnc(l 
towards the wall, itself not taken down and burned; is the Unani- 
mous Dec laration of the d'hirteen L'niled States of America, which 
solemnly declares thnt All Men are created Fajiial ; and are 
endowed by their Creator with the Inalienable Rights of Life, 
Liberty, and the Fursuil of Happiness ! 

It was not a month, since this same body had sat calmly by, and 
heard a man, one of themselves, with oaths which beggars in their 
drink reject, threaten to cut another’s throat from ear to ear. There 
he sat, among them ; not crushed by the general feeling of the 
assembly, hut as good a man as any. 

There was hut a week to come, and anotlier of that body, for 
doing his duty to those who sent him there ; for claiming in a 
Rej)uhlic die Liberty and Freedom of expressing their sentiments, 
and making known their prayer; would be tried, found guilty, and 
have strong censure passed upon him by the rest. His was a grave 
offence indeed; for years before, he had risen up and said, ‘A gang 
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of male and female slaves for sale, warranted to breed like cattle, 
linked to each other by iron fetters, are passing now along the open 
street beneath the windows of your Temple of Eciuality ! Look 1 ’ 
But there are many kinds of hunters engaged in the Pursuit of 
Happiness, and they go variously armed. It is the Inalienable 
Right of some among them, to take the field after their Happiness 
equipped with cat and cartwhip, stocks, and iron collar, and to 
shout their view halloa ! (always in praise of Liberty) to the music 
of clanking chains and bloody stripes. 

Where sat the many legislators of coarse threats ; of words and 
blows such as coalhcavers deal upon each other, when they forget 
their breeding? On every side. Every session had its anecdotes 
of that kind, and the actors were all there. 

Hid I recognise in tliis assembly, a body of men, who, applying 
themselves in a new world to correct soijie of the filsehoods and 
vices of the old, purified- the avenues to Ihiblic Life, paved the 
dirty ways to Vhicc and Power, debated and made laws for the 
Common Good, and had no party but their Country ? 

I saw in them, the wheels that move the meanest perversion of 
virtuous Political Machinery that the worst tools ever wrought. 
Despicable trickery at elections^ under-handed tamperings with 
public officers; cowardly attacks upon ojiponents, with scurrilous 
newspapers for shields, and hired pens for daggers ; shameful 
trucklings to mercenary knaves, whose claim to be considered, is, 
that every day and week they sow new crops of ruin with their 
venal types, which are tlie dragon’s teeth of yore, in everything but 
sharpness; aidings and abettings of every bad inclination in the 
popular mind, and artful sui)pressions of all its good inlluences : 
such things as these, and in a word. Dishonest Faction in its most 
depraved and most unblushing form, stared out from every corner 
of the crowded hall. 

Did I see among them, the intelligence and refinement : the true, 
honest, patriotic heart of America? Here and there, were drops 
of its blood and life, but they scarcely coloured the stream of 
desperate adventurers which sets that way for profit and for pay. 
It is the game of these men, and of their proiligate organs, to make 
the strife of politics so fierce and bnital, and so destructive of all 
self-respect in worthy men, that sensitive and delicate-minded 
persons shall be kept aloof, and they, and such as they, be lel't to 
battle out their selfish views unchecked. And thus this lowest of 
all scrambling fights goes on, and they who in other countries 
would, from their intelligence and station, most aspire to make the 
laws, do here recoil the fiirthest from that degradation. 

That there arc, among the representatives of the people in both 
Houses, and among all parties, some men of high character and 
great abilities, I need not say. The foremost among those politicians 
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who are known in Europe, have been already described, and I see 
no reason to depart from the rule I have laid down for my guidance, 
of abstaining from all mention of individuals. It will be sufficient 
to add, that to tlie most favourable accounts that have been written 
of them, I more than fully and most heartily subscribe ; and that 
personal ifitcrcoiirse and free communication have bred within me, 
not the result predi<'tcd in the very doubtful proverb, but increased 
admiration and respect. I'hey are striking men to look at, hard to 
deceive, promj)t to act, lions in energy, Crichtons in varied accom- 
plishments, Indians in fire of eye and gesture, Americans in strong 
and generous impulse ; and they as well represent the honour and 
wisdom of their country at home, as the distinguished gentleman 
who is now its Minister at the British Court sustains its highest 
character abroad. 

I visited both houses^ nearly every day, during my stay in 
Washington. On my initiatory visit to the House of Representatives, 
they divided against a decision of the chairj but the chair won. 
The second time I went, the member who was speaking, being 
interrupted by a laugh, mimicked it, as one child would in quarrel- 
ling with another, and added, ‘that he would make honourable 
gcaitlemen oi)])Osite, sing out a little more on the other side of their 
mouths jiresently.’ Jlut in(erru[)tions are rare; the speaker being 
usually heard in silence. 'J'here are more quarrels than with us, 
and more threalenings than gentlemen are accustomed to exchange 
in any civilised society of which we^ have record : but farm-yard 
imitations have not as yet been im])orted from the Parliament of 
the United Kingdom. The feature in oratory which appears to be 
the most practised, and most relished, is the ('onstant repetition 
of tlie same idea or shadow cjf an idea in fresh words ; and the 
iiKpiiry out of doors is not, ‘ What did he say ? ’ but, ‘ How long 
did he speak ? ’ 'J'hest', however, are but enlargements of a principle 
which prevails elsewhere. 

Ihe Senate is a dignified and decorous body, and its proceedings 
are conducted with much gravity and order. Roth houses arc 
handsomely carpeted ; but the state to which these carpets are re- 
duced by the universal disregard of the s})ittoon with which every 
honourable member is accommodated, and the extraordinary 
improvements on the ])altern which are sfjuirted and dabbled upon 
it in every direction, do not admit of being described. I will 
merely observe, that 1 strongly recommend all strangers not to 
look at the floor; and if they liai)pc-n to droj) anything, though it 
be their purser, not to jiick it up with an ungloved hand on any 
account. 

It is somewhat remarkalilc too, at first, to say the least, to sec 
so many honourable members with swelled fiices; and it is scarcely 
less remarkable to discover that this api>earance is caused by the 
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quantity of tobacco they contrive to stow within the hollow of the 
cheek. It is strange enough-toe, to see an honourable gentleman 
leaning back in his tilted chair with his legs on the desk before 
him, shaping a convenient ‘plug* with his penknife, and when it is 
quite ready for use, shooting the old one from his mouth, as from 
a I^op-gun, and clapping the new one in its place. 

I was surprised to observe that even steady old chewers of great 
experience, are not always good marksmen, which has rather in- 
clined me to doubt that general proficiency with the rifle, of which 
we have heard so much in England. Several gentlemen called 
upon me who, in the course of conversation, frequently missed the 
spittoon at five paces ; and one (but he was certainly short-sighted) 
mistook the closed sash for the open w'indow, at three. On another 
occasion, wdien I dined out, and w^as sitting with two ladies and 
some gentlemen round a fire before dinner, one of the company 
fell short of the fircjflace, six distinct limes. I am disposed to 
think, however, tliat this was occasioned by bis not aiming at that 
object; ns there was a white marble hearth before the fender, 
which w^as more convenient, and may have suited his purpose 
better. 

The Patent Office at Washington, furnislies an extraordinary 
examine of American enter[)rise* and ingenuity ; for the immense 
number of models it contains are the acc umulated inventions of 
only five years ; the whole of the previous collection having been 
destroyed by fire. ^Phe elogafit structure in whic h they arc arranged 
is one of design rather than execution, for there is but one side 
erected out of four, though the w’orks arc stopi)ed. The Post 
Office is a very comi)act and very beautiful building. In one of 
the departments, among a collection of rare and curious articles, 
are deposited the presents which have been made from time to 
time to the American ambassadors at foreign courts by the various 
potentates to w'hom they w ere the accredited agents of the Republic ; 
gifts wiiich by the law they are not {jcrmitted to retain. J confess 
that I looked upon this as a very painful exhibition, and one by no 
means flattering to the natk)nal standard of honesty and honour. 
That can scarcely be a high state of moral feeling which imagines 
a gentleman of repute and station, likely to be ('orrupted, in the 
discharge of his duty, by the present of a snuff-box, or a richly- 
mounted sw’ord, or an Eastern .shawd; and surely the Nation who 
repbses confidence in her appointed servants, is likely to be better 
served, than she w ho makes them the subject of siudi very mean 
and paltry siisjiiclons. 

At George Town, in the suburbs, there is a Jesuit College; 
delightfully situated, and, so far as 1 had an opportunity of seeing, 
well managed. Many persons wdio are not members of the Romish 
Church, avail themselves, 1 believe, of these institutions, and of the 
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advantageous opportunities they afford for the education of their 
children. The heights of this neighbourhood, above the Potomac 
River, are very picturesque : and are free, I should conceive, 
from some of the insalubrities of Washington. The air, at that 
elevation, was quite cool and refreshing, when in the city it was 
burning hot. 

The President’s mansion is more like an English club-house, 
both within and without, than any otlur kind of establishment with 
which T can compare it. 'Phe ornamental ground about it has 
been laid out in garden walks ; they are pretty, and agreeable 
to the eye ; though they have tliat uncomfortable air of having 
been made yesterday, which is far from favourable to the display 
of such beauties. 

My first visit to this house was on the morning after my arrival, 
when I was carried thither by an official gentleman, who was so 
kind as to charge himself with my presentation to the President. 

We entered a large hall, and having twice or thrice rung a bell 
which nobody answered, walked without further ceremony through 
the rooms on the ground floor, as divers other gentlemen (mostly 
with their hats on, and their hands in their pockets) were doing 
very leisurely. Some of these had ladies with them, to whom they 
were showing the premises ; others were lounging on the chairs and 
sofas ; others, in a perfect state of exhaustion from listlessness, were 
yawning drearily. The greater portion of this assemblage were 
rather asserting their su[)remacy than doing anything else, as they 
had no particular business there, that anybody knew of. A few 
were closely eyeing the movables, as if to make cjiiite sure that the 
President (who was far from popular) had not made away with any 
of the furniture, or sold the fixtures for his ])rivate benefit. 

After glancing at these loungers; who were scattered over a 
pretty drawing-room, opening upon a terrace which commanded a 
beautiful prospect of the river and the adjacent country ; and who 
were sauntering, too, about a larger state-room called the Eastern 
Drawing-room ; we went up-stairs into another chamber, where were 
certain visitors, waiting for audiences. At sight of my conductor, a 
black in plain clothes and yellow slippers who was gliding noiselessly 
about, and whispering messages in the ears of the more impatient, 
made a sign of recognition, and glided off to announce him. 

We had previously looked into another chamber fitted all round 
with a great, bare, wooden desk or counter, whereon lay files of 
newspapers, to which sundry gentlemen were referring. But there 
were no such means of beguiling the time in this apartment, which 
was as uniiromising and tiresome as any waiting-room in one of our 
public establishments, or any physician’s dining-room during his 
hours of consultation at home. 

There were some fifteen or twenty persons in the room. One, a 
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tall, wiry, muscular old man, from the west ; sunburnt and swarthy ; 
with a brown white hat on his knees, and a giant umbrella resting 
between his legs ; who sat bolt upright in his chair, frowning steadily 
at the carpet, and twitching the hard lines about his mouth, as if he 
had made up his mind ‘ to fix * the President on what he had to say, 
and wouldn’t bate him a grain. Another, a Kentucky farmer, six- 
feet-six in height, with his hat on, and his hands under his coat-tails, 
who leaned against the wall and kicked the floor with his heel, as 
though he had Time’s head under his shoe, and were literally 
‘killing’ him. A third, an oval-faced, bilious-looking man, with 
sleek black hair cropped close, and whiskers and beard shaved 
down to blue dots, who sucked the head of a thick stick, and from 
time to time took it out of his mouth, to sec how it was getting on. 
A fourth did nothing but whistle. A fiftli did nothing but S})it. 
And indeed all these gentlemen were so very persevering and ener- 
getic in this latter })articular, and bestowed their favours so abun- 
dantly upon the carpet, that 1 take it for granted the Presidential 
housemaids have high wages, or, to speak more genteelly, an ample 
amount of ‘ compensation : ’ which is the American word for salary, 
in the case of all public servants. 

We had not waited in this room many minutes, before the black 
messenger returned, and conducted us into another of smaller 
dimensions, where, at a business-like tal)le covered with papers, 
sat the President himself. He looked somewhat worn and anxious, 
and well he might ; being at* war with everybody — but the exj)res- 
sion of his face was mild and pleasant, and his manner was 
remarkably unaffected, gentlemanly, and agreeable, I thought 
that in his whole carriage and demeanour, he became his station 
singularly well. 

Being advised tliat the sensible etiquette of the republican court 
admitted of a traveller, like myself, declining, without any impro- 
priety, an invitation to dinner, which did not reach me until I had 
concluded my arrangements for leaving Washington some days 
before that to which it referred, I only returned to this house onc e. 
It was on the occasion of one of those general assemblies which are 
held on certain nights, between the hours of nine and twelve o’clock, 
and are called, rather oddly. Levees. 

I went, with my wife, at about ten. There was a pretty dense 
crowd of carriages and people in the court-yard, and so far as I 
could make out, there were no very clear regulations for the taking 
up or setting down of company. There were certainly no poli('e- 
men to soothe startled horses, either by sawing at their l3ridles or 
flourishing truncheons in their eyes ; and I am ready to make oath 
that no inoffensive persons were knocked violently on the head, or 
poked acutely in their backs or stomachs; or brought to a stand- 
still by any such gentle means, and then taken into custody for not 
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moving on. But there was no confusion or disorder. Our carriage 
reached the porch in its turn, without any blustering, swearing, 
shouting, backing, or other disturbance : and we dismounted with 
as much case and comfort as though we had been escorted by the 
whole Metropolitan Force from A to Z inclusive. 

Tlic suite of rooms on the ground-floor were lighted up, and a 
military band was playing in the hall. In the smaller drawing-room, 
the centre of a circle of company, were the President and his 
daughter-in-law, who acted as the lady of the mansion ; and a very 
interesting, graceful, and acc omplished lady too. One gentleman 
who stood among this group, appeared to take upon himself the 
functions of a master of the ceremonies. I saw no other officers or 
attendants, and none were needed. 

‘ The great drawing-room, which I have already mentioned, and 
the other chambers on the ground-floor, were crowded to excess. 
The company was not, in oUr sense of the term, select, for it com- 
prehended persons of very many grades and classes ; nor was there 
any great display of costly attire : indeed, solne of the costumes 
may have been, for aught I know, grotesque enough. Pmt the 
decorum and propriety of behaviour which prevailed, w'erc unbroken 
by any rude or disagrec‘al)le incident; and every man, even among 
the miscellaneous crowd in the hall'w'ho were admitted without any 
orders or tickets to look on, appeared to feel that he w’as a part of 
the Institution, and w'as responsible for its preserving a becoming 
character, and appearing to the best advantage. 

That these visitors, too, wdiatever tluur station, w’ere not without 
some refinement of taste and appreciation of intellectual gifts, and 
gratitude to those men who, by the peaceful exercise of great 
abilities, shed new^ charms and associations upon the homes of 
their countrymen, and elevate their character in other lands, wms 
most earnestly testified by their reception of Washington Irving, my 
dear friend, who had recently been appointed Minister at the court 
of Spain, and wlio was among them that night, in his new character, 
for the first and last time before going abroad. I sincerely believe 
that in all the madness of Amcaican politics, few" public men w'ould 
have been so earnestly, devotedly, and aftectionately caressed, as 
this most charming waiter : and 1 have seldom respec'ted a public 
assembly more, than I did this eager throng, when I saw" them turn- 
ing wdth one mind from noisy orators and officers of state, and 
flocking with a generous and honest impulse round the man of 
quiet pursuits : jaoud in his promotion as reflecting back upon their 
country : and grateful to him w’ith their whole hearts for the store 
of graceful fiincies he had poured out among them. Long may he 
dispense such treasures w"ith un.sparing hand ; and long may they 
remember him as w"orthily ! 
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The term we had assigned for the duration of our stay in 
Washington was now at an end, and we were to begin to travel ; 
for the railroad distances we had traversed yet, in journeying among 
these older towns, arc on that great continent looked upon as notliing. 

I had at first intended going South — to Charleston. But when 
I came to consider the length of time which this journey would 
occupy, and the premature heat of the season, which even at 
Washington had been often very trying ; and weighed moreover, 
in my own mind, the pain of living in the constant contemplation 
of slavery, against the more than doubtful chances of my ever seeing 
it, in the time 1 had to spare, stripped of the disguises in which it 
would certainly be dressed, and so adding any item to the host of 
facts already heaped together on the subject ; I began to listen to 
old whisperings which had often been present to me at home in 
England, when I little tliought of ever being here ; and to dream 
again of cities growing up, like palaceS in fairy tales, among the 
wilds and forests of the west. 

The advice I received in most quarters when I began to yield 
to my desire of travelling towards that point of the compass was, 
according to custom, sufficiently cheerless : my companion lieing 
threatened with more perils, dang(‘rs, and discomforts, than I can 
remember or would catalogue if 1 could ; but of which it will be 
sufficient to remark that blowings-up in steamboats and breakings- 
down in coaches were among the least. But, having a western 
route sketched out for me ’by the best and kindest authority to 
which I could have resorted, and putting no great faith in these 
discouragements, I soon determined on my plan of action. 

'Jdiis was to travel south, only to Richmond in Virginia ; and 
then to turn, and shape our course for the Ear West ; whither I 
beseech the reader’s comiiany, in a new chapter. 


CHAPTER IX 

A NIGHT STKAMKR ON THK POTOMAC RIVK.R. VIRGINIA ROAD, AND 
A IH.ACK DRIVKR. RTCHMONi>. nAI.TlMORK. IHK HARRIS- 
lUIRG MAIL, AND A GMMPSK OF THE CIl'V. A CANAL POAT 

AVk were to i)rocced in the first instance by steamboat ; and as it 
is usual to sleep on board, in consetiuenc'c of the starting-hour being 
four o’clock in the morning, wc went down to where she lay, at 
that very uncomfortable lime for such expeditions when slippers 
arc most valuable, and a familiar bed, in the perspective of an hour 
or two, looks uncommonly pleasant. 
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It is ten o’clock at night : say half-past ten : moonlight, warm, 
and dull enough. The steamer (not unlike a child’s Noah’s ark in 
form, with the machinery on the. top of the roof) is riding lazily 
up and down, and bumping clumsily against the wooden pier, as 
the ripple of the river trifles with its unwieldy carcase. The wharf 
is some distance from the city. There is nobody down here ; and 
one or two dull lamps upon the steamer’s decks are the only signs 
of life remaining, when our coach has driven away. As soon as 
our footsteps are heard u[)on the planks, a fot negress, particularly 
favoured by nature in respect of bustle, emerges from some dark 
stairs, and marshals my wife towards the ladies’ cabin, to which 
retreat she goes, followed by a mighty bale of cloaks and great- 
coats. I valiantly resolve not to go to bed at all, but to walk up 
and down the pier till morning. 

I begin my jnomenade — thinking of all kinds of distant things 
and persons, and of nothing near — and j)ace up and down for half- 
an-hour. Then I go. on board again ; and getting into the light of 
one of the lamps, look at my watch and think it must have stopped ; 
and w^onder what has become of the faithful secretary whom I 
brought along with me from boston. He is supping with our late 
landlord (a Field Marshal, at least, no doubt) in honour of our 
departure, and may be two hours longer. I \valk again, hut it gets 
duller and duller: the moon goes down: next June seems farther 
off in the dark, and the ec hoes of my footste])S make me nervous. 
It has turned cold too; and walking up and down without my 
companion in such lonely c ircumstances, is but ])o()r amusement. 
So I break my staunch resolution, and think it may be, perhaps, 
as well to go to bed. 

I go on board again ; oiien the dejor of the gentlemen’s cabin ; 
and walk in. Somehow or other — from its being so quiet, I 
suppose — I have taken it into my head that there is nobody there. 
To my horror and amazement it is full of sleepers in every stage, 
shape, attitude, and variety of slumber : in the berths, on the chairs, 
on the floors, on the tables, and particularly round the stove, my 
detested enemy. I take another step forward, and slip on the 
shining flice of a black steward, who lies rolled in a blanket on the 
floor. Fie jumj)S up, grins, half in pain and half in hos]jitality ; 
whispers my own name in my ear ; and groping among the sleepers, 
leads me to my berth. StaneJing beside it, 1 count these slumbering 
passengers, and get past forty. There is no use in going further, 
so I begin to undress. As the chairs are all occu])ied, and there 
is nothing else to put my clothes on, I deposit them upon the 
grcnind : not without soiling my hands, for it is in the same condition 
as the carj)ets in the Caijitol, and from the same cause. Having 
but partially undressed, 1 clamber on my shelf, and hold the curtain 
open for a few minutes while I look round on all my fellow-travellers 
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again. That done, I let it fall on them, and on the world ; turn 
round : and go to sleep. 

I wake, of course, when we . got under weigh, for there is a good 
deal of noise. The day is then just breaking. Everybody wakes 
at the same time. Some are self-possessed directly, and some are 
much perplexed to make out where they are until they have rubbed 
their eyes, and leaning on one elbow, looked about them. Some 
yawn, some groan, nearly all spit, and a few get up. I am among 
the risers : for it is easy to feel, without going into the fresh air, 
that the atmosphere of the cabin is vile in the last degree. I huddle 
on my clothes, go down into the fore-cabin, get shaved by the barber, 
and wash myself. The washing and dressing apj)aratiis for the 
])assengcrs generally, consists of two jack-towels, three small wooden 
basins, a keg of water and a ladle to serve it out with, six square 
inches of looking-glass, two ditto ditto (,)f yellow soap, a comb and 
brush for thci head, and nothing for the teeth. Everybody uses the 
comb and brush, exre])t myself. J^veryhody stares to see me using 
my own ; and two or three gentlemen are strongly disposed to 
banter me on my ])rejudices, but don’t. When I have made my 
toilet, I go u])on the hurricane-dec k, and set in for two hours of 
hard walking uj) and down. 'IJic sun is rising brilliantly ; we are 
passing Mount Vernon, where Washington lies buried ; the river is 
wide and rapid ; and its banks arc beautiful. All the glory and 
s])lendour of the day are coming on, and growing brighter every 
minute. 

At eight o’clock, wc breakfast in the cabin where I passed the 
night, but the windows and doors are all thrown open, and now it 
is fresh enough. There is no hurry or greediness apparent in the 
despatch of tlie meal. It is longer than a travelling breakfast with 
us ; more orderly, and more i)olite. 

Soon after nine o’clock we come to Potomac Creek, where we 
arc to land ; and then comes the oddest part of the journey. Seven 
stage-coaches are preparing to carry us on. Some of them are 
ready, some of them are not ready. Some of the drivers are blacks, 
some whites. There arc four horses to each coach, and all the 
horses, harnessed or unharnessed, are there. 'Phe passengers are 
getting out of the steamboat, and into the coaches ; the luggage is 
being transferred in noisy wheelbarrows ; the horses are frightened, 
and impatient to start ; the black drivers are chattering to them like 
so many monkeys ; and the white ones whooping like so many 
drovers : for the main thing to be done in all kinds of hostlering 
here, is to make as much noise as })Ossible. The coaches are some- 
thing like the French coaches, hut not nearly so good. In lieu of 
springs, they are hung on bands of the strongest leather. There is 
very little choice or difference between them ; and they may be 
likened to the car portion of the swings at an English fair, roofed, 
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put upon axle-trees and wheels, and curtained with painted canvas. 
They are covered with mud from the roof to the wheel-tire, and 
have never been cleaned since tliey were first built. 

The tickets we have received on board the steamboat are marked 
No. I, so we belong to coach No. i. I throw my coat on the box, 
and hoist my wife and her maid into the inside. It has only one 
step, and tliat Iieing about a yard from the ground, is usually 
approached by a ( liair : when there is no chair, ladies trust in Pro- 
viclence. The coach holds nine inside, having a seat across from 
door to door, where we in England put our legs : so that there is 
only one feat more difficult in the performance than getting in, and 
that is, getting out again. There is only one outside passenger, and 
he sits upon the box. As I am that one, I climb up ; and while they 
are strapping the luggage on the roof, and heaping it into a kind of 
tray behind, have a good opjjortunity of looking at the driver. 

He is a negro “-very bkuk indeed. He is dressed in a coarse 
])epj)er-and-salt suit excessively patched and darned (particularly at 
the knees), grey stockings, enormous iinblackcd high-low shoes, and 
very short trousers, lie has two odd gloves : one of jiarti-coloured 
worsted, and one of leatlier. He has a very sliort whip, broken in 
the middle and bandaged up with string. And yet he wears a low- 
crowned, broad-brimmed, black hat : faintly shadowing forth a kind 
of insane imitation of an English coa(‘lunan ! Put somebody in 
authority cries ‘Co ahead!' as I am. making these observations. 
The mail takes the lead in a four-horse waggon, and all the (‘oai'hes 
follow in procession : headed by No. r. 

By the way, whenever an Englishman would cry ‘ All right !' an 
American cries ‘ Go ahead!' which is somewhat expnssive of the 
national character of the two countries. 

The first half-mile of the road is over bridges made of loose 
planks laid across two jDarallel poles, which tilt up as the wheels roll 
over them; and in the river, d'he river has a clayey bottom and 
is full of holes, so that half a horse is constantly disaj)pearing unex- 
pectedly, and can’t be found again for some time. 

But we get past even this, and come to the road itself, whic h is a 
series of alternate swam^^s and giavel-f)its. A tremendous place is 
( lose before us, the black driver rolls liis eyes, screws bis mouth up 
very round, and looks straight between the two leaders, as if he 
were saying to himself, ‘ \Ve have deme this often before, but ;/c7e 
I think we shall have a crash.' He takes a rein in eac h hand ; 
jerks and pulls at both ; and dances on the splashboard with both 
feet (kcej)ing liis seat, of course) like the late lamented Diicrow on 
two of his fiery ( oursers. We come to the spot, sink denvn in the 
mire nearly to the coach windows, tilt on one side at an angle of 
forty-five degrees, and sti('k there. The insides scream dismally; 
the coach stops; the horses flounder; all the other six coaches 
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stop ; and their four-and-twenty horses flounder likewise : but 
merely for company, and in sympathy with ours. Then the follow- 
ing circumstances occur. 

Black Driver (to the horses). ‘ Hi ! ' 

Nothing happens. Insides scream again. 

Black Driver (to the horses). ‘ Ho ! ’ 

Horses plunge, and si)lash the black driver. 

Gentleman insioe (looking out). ‘Why, what on airth — 

Gentleman receives a variety of splashes and draws his head in 
again, without finishing his question or waiting for an answer. 

Black Driver (still to the horses). ‘ Jiddy ! Jiddy !' 

Morses pull violently, drag the coach out of the hole, and draw 
it up a bank ; so stee]), that the black driver’s legs lly up into the 
air, and lie goes back among the luggage on the roof. But he 
immediately recovers himself, and cries (still to the horses), 

‘ Pill ! ’ 

No effect. On the ('ontrary, the coac h begins to roll back upon 
No. 2, which rolls back ujion No. 3, which rolls back upon No. 4, 
and so on, until No. 7 is licard to curse and swear, nearly a (piarter 
of a mile behind. 

]b,ACK Driver (louder than lx.‘fore). ‘ Pill !’ 

Horses mak(‘ another struggle to get u]) the bank, and again the 
coach rolls backward. 

Black Driver (louder than befon ). ‘ Pe-e-e-ill !’ 

Horses make a desperate struggle. 

PjI.ack Driver (recovering sjiirits). ‘Hi, Jiddy, Jiddy, VWll^ 

Horses make another eftbrt. 

Black Driver (with great vigour). ‘ Ally Loo I Hi. Jiddy, 
Jiddy. Pill. Ally Loo!’ 

Horses almost do it. 

Black Driver (with his eyes starting out of his head). ‘ Lee, 
den. Lee, dcre. Hi. Jiddy, Jiddy. Pill. .MIy Loo. Lcc-c-e-e-e 1 ’ 

'Hiey run up the bank, and go down again on the other side at a 
fearful pace. It is impossible to stop them, and at the bottom 
there is a dee]) hollow, full of water. "I'he coach rolls frightfully. 
Th(i insides sc ream. The mud and w'ater lly about us. The black 
driver danc'es like a madman. Suddenly wa‘ are all right by some 
extraordinary means, and stop to breathe. 

A black friend of the black driver is sitting on a fc'nce. The 
black driver recognises him by twirling his head round and round 
like a harlecpiin, rolling his eyes, shrugging his shoulders, and grin- 
ning from ear to ear. I fe stops .short, turns to me, and says : 

‘We shall get you through sa, like a fiddle, and hoj^e a ])lease 
you when we get you through .sa. Old ’ooman at home sa : ’ chuck- 
ling very much. ‘ Outside gentleman sa, he often remember old 
’ooman at home .sa,’ grinning again. 
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‘ Ay ay, we’ll take care of the old woman. Don’t be afraid.’ 

The black driver grins again, but there is another hole, and 
beyond that, another bank, close before us. So he stops short : 
cries (to the horses again) ^ Easy. Easy den. luise. Steady. Hi. 
Jiddy. rill. Ally. Loo,' but never ‘Lee !' until we are reduced 
to the very last extremity, and are in the midst of difficulties, 
extrication from which appears to be all but impossible. 

And so we do the ten miles or thereabouts in two hours and a 
half ; breaking no bones, though bruising a great many ; and in 
short getting through the distance, ‘like a fiddle.' 

'l"his singular kind of coaching terminates at Fredcricksburgh, 
whence there is a railway to Richmond. The trac t of country 
through which it takes its course was once productive ; but the soil 
has been exhausted by the system of employing a great amount of 
slave labour in forcing crqps, without strcMiglliening the land : and 
it is now little better than a sandy desert overgrown with trees. 
I )reary and uninteresting as its aspect is, I wae^ glad to the heart to 
find anytliing on which one of the curses of this horrible institution 
has fallen ; and had greater pleasure in contemplating the withered 
ground, than the richest and most thriving cultivation in the same 
j)lace could possibly have afforded, me. 

In this district, as in all others where slavery sits brooding, (I 
have frequently heard this admitted, even by those who are its 
warmest advocates :) there is an air of ruin and decay abroad, 
which is inseparable from the system. The barns and outhouses 
arc mouldering away ; the sheds are patched and half roofless ; the 
log cabins (built in Virginia with external chimneys made of clay 
or wood) are sejualid in the last degree. I'here is no look of decent 
comfort anywhere. The miserable stations l)y the raihvay side; 
the great wild wood-yards, whence the engine is sui>plied with fuel ; 
the negro children rolling on the ground before the cabin doors, 
wuth dogs and pigs ; the bij)cd beasts of burden slinking past : 
gloom and dejection are upon tbem all. 

Jn the negro car belonging to the train in which W'e made this 
journey, were a mother and her childrei^who had just been pur- 
chased; the husband and father being left behind with their old 
owner. The children cried the w'h(;le wav, and the mother w^as 
misery’s picture. The champion of lafe, Liberty, and the I^ursuit 
of Happiness, w ho had bought them, rude in the same train ; and, 
every time w^e stopped, got down to see that they wctc safe. The 
black in Sinbad’s Travels with one eye in the middle of his fore- 
head wiiich shone like a Imrning coal, was nature’s aristocrat com- 
I)ared with this white gentleman. 

It was betw’een six and seven o’clock in ‘the evening, when 
\\c drove to the hotel ; in front of which, Und cm theii* top of the 
broad flight of steps leading to the door, two or three' citizens w^ere 
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balancing themselves on rocking-chairs, and smoking cigars. We 
found it a very large and elegant establishment, and were as well 
entertained as travellers need desire to be. The climate being a 
thirsty one, there was never, at any hour of the day, a scarcity of 
loungers in the spacious bar, or a cessation of the mixing of cool 
liquors : but they were a merrier people here, and liad musical instru- 
ments playing to them o^ nights, which it was a treat to hear again. 

The next day, and the next, we rode and walked about the town, 
which is delightfully situated on eight hills, overhanging James 
River ; a sparkling stream, studded here and there with bright 
islands, or brawling over broken rocks. Although it was yet l)ut 
the middle of Man h, the weather in this southern temperature was 
extremely warm ; the peech-trees and magnolias were in full bloom ; 
and the trees were green. In a low ground among the hills, is 
a valley known as ‘ Bloody Run,* from a, terrible conflict with the 
Indians which once occurred there. It is a good ))lace for such a 
struggle, and, like every othcT s])ot T saw associated with any legend 
of that wild jKople now so rapidly fading from the earth, interested 
me very miK'li. 

'I'he ( ity is the seat of the local parliament of Virginia ; and in 
its shady legislative halls, some orators were drowsily holding forth 
to the hot noon day. By dint of constant r(‘j)ctition, however, 
these constitutional sights had vtTy little more interest for me than 
so many j)arochial vestric's; and 1 was glad to exchange this one 
for a lounge in a well-arrangc(f ])ublic library of some ten thousand 
volumes, and a visit to a tobacco manufactory, where the workmen 
are all slaves. 

1 saw in this ])lace the whole process of pit'king, rolling, pressing, 
drying, ]>acking in casks, and branding. All the tol)acco thus dealt 
with, was in (X)urse of manufacture for chewing ; and one would 
have supposed there was enough in that one storehouse to have 
filled even the comi)rehensivc jaAvs of America. In this form, the 
weed looks like the oil-cake on which we fatten cattle : and even 
without reference to its consequences, is sufficiently uninviting. 

Many of the workmen appeared to be strong men, and it is 
hardly necessary to add that they were all labouring (juietly, then. 
After two o*clock in the day, they are allowed to sing, a certain 
number at a time. The hour striking while I was there, some 
twenty sang a hymn in parts, and sang it by no means ill ; pursuing 
their Avork meanAvhile. A bell rang as 1 Avas about to leave, and 
they all poured forth into a building on the opj)ositc side of the 
street to dinner. I said several times that 1 should like to sec 
them at their meal ; but as the gentleman to Avhom I mentioned 
this desire ajipean d to be suddenly taken rather deaf, I did not 
pursue the rectuest. Of their ajipearvance I shall have something 
to say, presently. 


I 
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On the following day, I visited a plantation or farm, of about 
twelve hundred acres, on the opposite bank of the river. Here 
again, although I went down with the owner of the estate, to ‘ the 
quarter,^ as that [)art of it in which the slaves live is called, I was 
not invited to enter into any of their huts. All I saw of them, was, 
tliat they were very crazy, wretched cabins, near to which groups 
of half-naked children basked in the sun, or wallowed on the dusty 
ground, but I believe that this gentleman is a considerate and 
excellent master, who inherited his fifty slaves, and is neither a 
buyer nor a seller of human stock ; and I am sure, from my 
own observation and conviction, that he is a kind-hearted, worthy 
man. 

'rhe planter’s house was an airy, rustic dwelling, that brought 
Defoe’s description of sucli ])laces strongly to my recollection. 
The day was very warm, but the blinds being all closed, and the 
windows and doors set wide open, a shady coolness rustled through 
the rooms, which was exejuisitely refreshing after the glare and heat 
without, before the windows was an ojkui piaz/a, w'here, in what 
they call the hot wx'ather- whatever that may he -they sling 
hammocks, and drink and doze luxuriously. 1 do not know” how 
their cool refections may taste within the hammocks, but, having 
experience, I can rejiort that, out of them, the mounds of ices and 
the bowls of mint-julep and sherry-cobbhu they make in these 
latitudes, are refreshments never to be thought of afterw'ards, in 
summer, by those W'ho would prc'Serve contcuited minds. 

"i'here are two bridges across the river: one belongs to the rail- 
road, and the other, w’hich is a very crazy affair, is the private 
property of some old lady in the neighbourhood, who levies tolls 
upon the townspeople. Crossing this bridge, on my wxiy back, I 
saw” a noti('e painted on the gate, ('autioning all j)ersons to drive 
slowdy : under a j)enalty, if the offender w ere a w’hite man, of five 
dollars ; if a negro, fifteen strij)cs. 

The same decay and gloom that overhang the w\ay by w’hich it 
is approached, hover above the town of Richmond. There are 
pretty villas and cheerful houses in its streets, and Nature smiles 
upon the country round ; but jostling its handsome residences, like 
slavery itself going hand in hand witli many lofty virtues, arc 
deidorable tenenuaits, fences unrej)aired, walls crumbling into 
ruinous heaps. Hinting gloomily at things below the surface, 
these, and many otla-r lokijns of tlie same descri[)tion, force them- 
selves upon the luAice, and are remembered with dcj)ressing 
intluence, when livelier features are forgf)tten. 

To those who are ha];pily unaccustomed to them, tlic counte- 
nances in the streets and labouring-places, too, are shocking. All 
men w’ho know that there are law”S against instructing slaves, of 
which the pains and penalties greatly exceed in their amount the 
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fines imposed on those who maim and torture them, must be pre- 
pared to find their faces very low in the scale of intellectual expres- 
sion. But the darkness — not of skin, but mind — which meets the 
stranger’s eye at every turn ; the brutalizing and blotting out of all 
fairer characters traced by Nature’s hand ; immeasurably outdo his 
worst belief. "Hiat travelled creation of the great satirist’s brain, 
who fresh from li\ ing among horses, peered from a high casement 
down upon his own kind with trembling horror, was scarcely more 
repelled and daunted by the sight, than those who look iij)on some 
of these faces for the first time must surely be. 

I left the last of them behind me in tlic person of a wretched 
drudge, who, after running to and fro all day till midnight, and 
mojjing in his stealthy winks of sleep upon the stairs betweenwhiles, 
was washing tlie dark passages at four o’clock in the morning ; and 
went ui)on my way with a grateful heart ^that I was not doomed to 
live where slavery was, and had never had my senses blunted to its 
wrongs and horrors in a slave-rocked cradle. 

It had been my intention to proc'ced by James River and Chesa- 
peake bay to Baltimore; but one of the steamboats being absent 
from her station through some ar('ident, and the means of con- 
veyance being conseciuently rendered uncertain, we returned to 
A\ ashington by the way we had come (there wiae two constables on 
board the steamboat, in jairsiiit of runaway slaves), and halting 
there again for onii night, went on to Baltimore next afternoon. 

The most comfortable of* all the hotels of which I Iiad any 
experience in the United States, and they were not a few, is 
Barnum’s, in that city : where the English traveller will find curtains 
to his bed, for the first and [)robably the last time in America (this 
is a disinterested remark, for I never use them) ; and where he will 
be likely to have enough water for washing himself, which is not at 
all a common ( ase. 

This capital of the state of Maryland is a bustling, busy town, 
with a great deal of traffic of various kinds, and in j^articular of 
water commerce. That portion of the to^^n \\liich it most favours 
is none of the cleanest, it is true; but the upper jiart is of a very 
different character, and has many agreeal)le streets and public 
buildings. The Wkashington Monument, ^^hich is a handsome 
l)illar with a statue on its summit ; the INledical College ; and the 
Battle Monument in memory of an engagement Avith the British at 
North ]\>int; are the most cons])icuons among them, 

d'hcre is a very good jirison in tliis city, and the State Peni- 
tentiary is also among its institutions. In this latter establishment 
there were two curious ('ases. 

One was that o^' a young man, who had been tried for the murder 
of his father. The evidence was entirely circumstantial, and was 
very conflicting and doubtful ; nor was it possible to assign any 
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motive wWidi could have tempted him to the commission of so 
tremendous a crime. He had been tried twice ; and on the second 
occasion the jury felt so much hesitation in convicting him, that 
they found a verdic t of manslaughter, or murder in the second 
degree ; whic h it could not possibly be, as there had, beyond all 
doubt, been no cjuarrcl or ])rovocation, and if he were guilty at all, 
he was unciucstionably guilty of murder in its broadest and worst 
signification. 

The remarkable feature in the case was, that if the unfortunate 
deceased wc're not really murdered by this own son of his, he must 
have been murdered by his own brother. The evidence lay in a 
most remarkable manner, between those two. On all the sus- 
picious ])oints, the dead man’s brother was the witness : all the 
explanations for the prisoner (some of them extremely i)lausible) 
went, by construction and inference, to inculcate him as plotting to 
fix the guilt upon his nephew. It must have bt'en one of them : 
and the jury had to decicle between two sets of suspicions, almost 
equally unnatural, unaccountable, and strange. 

I’he otlici case, was that of a man who once went to a certain 
distiller’s and stole a copper measure containing a ([uantity of 
licpior. He was jairsued and taken with the ]>rc)perty in his pos-^ 
session, and was sentenctMl to two years’ imprisonment. ( )n coming 
out of the jail, at the expiration of that term, ho went ba(‘k to the 
same distiller’s, and stole the same copper measure containing the 
same quantity of licpior. 'riiere was not the slightest reason to 
suppose that the man wished to return to i)rison : indeed every- 
thing, but the commission of the offence, made directly against 
that assumption. There are cjnly two ways of accounting for this 
extraordinary proceeding. One is, that after undergoing so much 
for this coj)per mexasure he coiw'eived he had c\stablished a sort of 
claim and right to it. The other that, by dint of long thinking 
about, it had bc'corne a monomania with him, and had accpiired a 
fascination which lie found it impossible to n‘sist ; swelling from an 
Earthly Copper Gallon into an Kthc'naal Ciolden Vat. 

After remaining here a cou])le of days I bound myself to a rigid 
adherence to the plan 1 had laid down so recently, and resolved 
to set forward on our western journey without any more delay. 
Accordingly, having reduced the luggage within the smallest pos- 
sible compass (by sending back to New York, to be afterwards 
forwarded to us in Canada, so much of it as was not absolutely 
wanted) ; and having jirocured the necessary credentials to banking- 
houses on the way ; and having moreover looked for two evenings 
at the setting sun, with as well-defined an idea of the country 
before us as if we had been going to travel into the very centre 
of that j)lanet ; we left Ikltiniore by another railway at half-past 
eight in the morning, and reached the town of York, some sixty 
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miles off, by the early dinner-time of the Hotel which was the 
starting-place of the four-liorse coach, wherein we were to proceed 
to Harrisburg. 

This conveyance, the box of which I was fortunate cnougli to* 
secure, had come down to meet us at the railroad station, and was 
as muddy and cumbersome as usual. As more passengers w^crc 
waiting for us at the inn-door, the coachman observed under his 
breath, in the usual self-communicative voice, looking the while 
at his mouldy harness as if it were to that h.e was addressing 
himself, 

‘ I expect we sliall want the big coach.* 

I could not help wondering within myself what the size of this 
big coach might he, and how many persons it might be designed 
to hold ; for the vehicle which was too small for our purpose was 
something larger than two English hea\%y night coaches, and might 
have been the twin-brother of a I'rem h Diligence. My spt culalions 
were speedily set at. rest, however, for as soon as we had dined, 
there came rumbling up the street, shaking its sides like a corpulent 
giant, a kind of barge on wheels. After much blundering and 
backing, it stopped at the door : rolling heavily from side to side 
when its other motion had ceased, as if it had taken cold in its 
damp stable, and between that, and the having been required in 
its dropsical old age to move at any faster ]>ace than a walk, were 
distressed by shortness of wind. 

‘If here ain’t the Harrisburg mail at last, and dreadful bright and 
smart to look at too,’ cried an elderly gentleman in some excite- 
ment, ‘ darn my mother ! ’ 

I don’t kno\v what the sensation of being darned may be, or 
whether a man’s mother has a keener relish or disrelish of the 
process than anybody else ; but if the endurance of this mysterious 
ceremony by the old lady in (|uestion had depended on the accuracy 
of her son’s vision in respect to the abstract brightness and smart- 
ness of the Harrisburg mail, she would certainly have undergone 
its infliction. However, they booked twelve i)eople inside ; and 
the luggage (including such trifles as a large rocking-chair, and a 
good-sized dining-table) being at length made fast upon the roof, 
we started off in great state. 

At the door of another hotel, there was another passenger to be 
taken up. 

‘ Any room, sir ? ’ cries the new passenger to the coachman. 

‘Well, there’s room enough,’ replies the coachman, without 
getting down, or even looking at him. 

‘ There an’t no room at all, sir,’ bawls a gentleman inside. Wdiich 
another gentleman (also inside) confirms, by predicting that the 
attempt to introduce any more passengers ‘ won’t fit nohow.’ 

The new passenger, without any expression of anxiety, looks into 
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the coach, and then looks up at the coacliman : ‘ Now, how do you 
mean to lix it ? ’ says he, after a pause : ‘ for I must go.’ 

The coachman employs himself in twisting the lash of his whip 
into a knot, and takes no more notice of the (jiiestion : clearly signi- 
fying that it is anybody’s business but his, and that the passengers 
would do well to fix it, among themselves. In this state of things, 
matters seem to be approximating to a fix of another kind, when 
another inside passenger in a corner, who is nearly suffocated, cries 
faintly, ‘ I’ll get out.’ 

Tins is no matter of relief or self-congratulation to the driver, for 
his immovable ])hilosophy is perfectly undisturbed by anything that 
happens in the coach. Of all things in the world, the coach would 
seem to be the very last upon his mind. The exchange is made, 
however, and then the passenger who has given up his scat makes 
a third upon the l)Ox, seating himself in what he calls the middle ; 
that is, with half his person on my legs, and the other half on the 
driver’s. 

‘ Go a-head, cap’en,’ cries the colonel, who directs. 

‘G6-lang!’ cries the caj/en to his comi)any, the horses, and 
away we go. 

We took up at a rural bar-rooifi, after we had goni' a few miles, 
an intoxicated gentleman who climbed u[)on the roof among the 
luggagci, and suljsequently sli[)ping off without hurting himself, was 
seen in the distant perspective reeling d)a('k to the grog-shop where 
we had found him. \Ve also ])artc‘d with more of our freight at 
difterent times, so that when we came to change horses, I was again 
alone outside. 

The coachmen always change with the horses, and are usually as 
dirty as the coach. The first was dressed like a very shabby 
Pmglish baker ; the second like a Russian ])easant : for he wore a 
loose purple camlet robe, with a fur collar, tied round his waist with 
a i)arti-coloured worsted sash ; grey trousers ; light blue gloves : and 
a cap of bearskin. It had by this time come on to rain very 
heavily, and there was a cold damp mist besides, wliich penetrated 
to the skin. I was glad to take advantage of a stoppage and get 
down to stretch my legs, shake the water off my great-coat, and 
swallow the usual anti-temperance recipe for keejiing out the ( old. 

When I mounted to my seat again, I observe^d a new parcel lying 
on the coach roof, which I took to be a rather large fiddle in a 
brown bag. In the c:ourse of a fmv miles, however, I discovered 
that it had a glazed cap at one end and a i^air of muddy shoes at 
the other; and further observation demonstrated it to be a small 
boy in a snuff-colourcd coat, with his arms puite pinioned to his 
sides, by deep forcing into his pockets. He was, I presume, a 
relative or friend of the coachman’s, as he lay a-top of the luggage 
with his face towards the rain; and (xcrpt when a change of 



AT HARRISBURG 119 

position brought his shoes in contact with my hat, he appeared to 
be asleep. At last, on some occasion of our stopping, tliis thing 
slowly upreared itself to the height of three feet six, and fixing its 
eyes on me, observed in piping accents, wuth a complaisant yawn, 
half quenched in an obliging air of friendly patronage, ‘Well now, 
stranger, I guess you find tliis a’most like an English arternoon, 
hey ? ' 

The scenery, which had been tame enough at first, w^as, for the 
last ten or tw^elve miles, beautiful. Our road w’ound tlirough the 
pleasant valley of the vSus([uehanna ; the river, dotted with innumer- 
able green islands, lay ujion our right ; and on the left, a steep ascent, 
craggy wdth broken rock, and dark with i>ine trees. The mist, 
wreathing itself into a hundred hxntastic sliaj^es, moved solemnly 
upon the W’ater ; and the gloom of evening gave to all an air of 
mystery and silence which greatly enhanced its natural interest. 

We crossed this river by a w'ooden bridge, roofed and ('overed in 
on all sides, and nearly a mile in lengtli. It was profoundly dark ; 
jierplexed, with great beams, crossing and recrossing it at every 
])Ossible angle ; and through the broad chinks and crevices in the 
floor, the raj)id river gleamed, far down below’, like a legion of eyes. 
We had no lamps ; and as thg liorses stumbled and floundered 
through this ]>lace, towards tht‘ distant speck of dying light, it 
seemed interminable. 1 really could not at first persuade myself as 
W’C ruml)led heavily on, filling the bridge w'ith hollow* noises, and I 
held dow’n my head to save it from the rafters aliove, but that I w’as 
in a painful dream ; for 1 have often dreamed of toiling through 
such places, and as often argued, even at the time, ‘ this cannot 
be reality.’ 

At length, however, w’e emerged upon tlie stret^ts of ITarrislnirg, 
W’hose feei)le lights, reflected dismally from the wet ground, did not 
shine out uj)on a very cheerful city. We were so(m established in 
a snug hotel, w hich though smaller and far less splendid tlian many 
W'c ])Ut uj) at, it raised above thcan all in my remembrance, by 
having for its landlord the most obliging, considerate, and gentlC' 
manly person I ever had to deal with. 

As W’e w’cre not to proceed upon our journey until the afternoon, 
I w^alked out, after breakfast the next morning, to look about me; 
and W’as dul) showui a model prison on the solitary syslem, just 
erected, and as yet without an inmate; the trunk of an old tree to 
W'hich Harris, the first settler here (afterwards buried under it), wais 
tied by hostile Indians, with his funeral pile about him, when he 
W’as saved by the timely aiipearance of a friendly party on the 
opposite shore of the river; the local legislature (for there W’as 
another of those bodies here again, in full debate) ; and the other 
curiosities of the tow’h. 

I was very much interested in looking over a number of treaties 
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made from thiie to time with the poor Indians, signed by the different 
chiefs at ihe period of their ratification, and preserved in the office 
of the Secretary to the Commonwealth. These signatures, traced 
of course by their own hands, arc rough drawings of the creatures 
or weapons they were called after. I'hiis, the Great 'rurtle makes 
a crooked pen-and-ink outline of a great turtle ; the Huffalo sketches 
a buffalo; the War Hatchet sets a rough image of that weapon for 
his mark. So with the Arrow, the Fish, the Scalp, the Big Canoe, 
and all of them. 

I could not but think — as I looked at these feeble and tremulous 
j)roductions of hands which could draw the longest arrow to the 
head in a stout elk-horn bow, or split a bead or feather with a 
rifle-ball — of Crahbe’s musings over the Parish Register, and the 
irregular scratclics made with a pen, by mcai who would plough a 
lengthy furrow straight from end to end. Nor could I hel]) bestowing 
many sorrowful thoughts ii|)on the simple warriors whose hands and 
hearts were set there, in all truth and hoi)c;sly ; and who only 
learned in course of time from white men how to break their faith, 
and (piibble out of forms and bonds. I wonder, too, how many 
times the credulous Big 'Purtle, or trusting Little Hatchet, had put 
his mark to treaties which w'cre, falsely read to him; and had 
signed aw\ay, he knew' not what, until it went and c ast him loose 
upon the new* possessors of the land, a savage indeed. 

Our host announced, before our early dinner, that some members 
of the legislative body ])roposed to do us the honour of calling. 
He had kindly yielded uj) to us his w'ife’s ow'n little parlour, and 
when I begged that he would show them in, 1 saw' him look with 
painful apiaehension at its ja-etty carpet ; though, being otherwise 
occupied at the time, the cause of his uneasiness did not occur 
to me. 

It certainly w’ould have been more j)leasant to all parties con- 
cerned, and would not, 1 think, have comj)romised their indepen- 
dence in any material degree, if some of these gentlemen had not 
only yielded to the prejudice in favour of spittoons, but had 
abandoned themselves, for the moment, even to the conventional 
absurdity of pocket-handkerchiefs. 

It still continued to rain heavily, and when w'e w'ent dowm to the 
Canal Boat (for that w'as the mode of conveyance by which we 
were to })roceed) after dinner, the weather w'as as un[)romising and 
obstinately w'ct as one would desire to see. Nor was the sight of 
this canal boat, in which we w'erc to spend three or four days, by 
any means a cheerful one ; as it involved some untiasy speculations 
concerning the disposal of the passengers at night, and opened a 
w'ide field of inquiry touching the other domestic arrangements of 
the establishment, which w'as sufficiently disconcerting. 

However, there it was — a barge w'ith a little house in it, view^ed 
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from the outside ; and a caravan at a fair, viewed from within : the 
gentlemen being accommodated, as the spectators^Tisually are, in 
one of those locomotive museums of i)enny wonders; and the 
ladies being partitioned off by a red curtain, after the manner of 
the dwarfs and giants in the same establisliments, whose private 
lives are passed in rather close exclusiveness. 

Wc sat here, looking silently at tlie row of little tables, wiiich 
extended down both sides of the cabin, and listening to tb.e rain as 
it dripped and pattered on the boat, and plashed wdth a dismal 
merriment in the water, until the arrival of the railway train, for 
whose final contribution to our stock of passengers, our departure 
w^as alone deferred. It brought a great many boxes, which w'ere 
bumped and tossed upon the roof, almost as j)ainfully as if they had 
been deposited on one’s own head, without the intervention of a 
porter’s knot ; and several damj) gtaitlempn, whose clothes, on their 
drawing round the stove, began to steam again. No doubt it w’ould 
have been a thought more comfortable if the driving rain, which 
now poured dowm more soakingly than ever, had admitted of a 
wandow^ being ojiened, or if our number had been something less 
than thirty ; but there w'as scarcely time to think as much, w hen a 
train of three horses was attaclwd to the tow^-roiX‘, the boy u])on 
the leader smacked his whip, the rudder creaked and groaned com- 
plainingly, and wc had begun our journey. 


CHAPTER X 

SOxME FURTHER ACCOUNT OF THE CANAT. UOA I , IIS DOMESTIC 
ECONOMY, AND ITS PASSENOERS. JOURNEY 'i’O PllTSr.URO 
ACROSS THE ALLEGHANY MOUNTAINS. PlTTSliUKG 

As it continued to rain most perseveringly, we all remained below’: 
the damp gentlemen round the stove, gradually becoming mildew'cd 
by the action of the fire ; and the dry gentlemen lying at full length 
upon the seats, or slumbering uneasily w ilh their faces on the tables, 
or walking up and dow’n the cabin, which it was barely ])ossible for 
a man of the middle height to do, without making bald jilaces on 
his head by scraping it against the roof. At about six o’clock, 
all the small tables w’erc put together to form one long table, and 
everybody sat down to tea, coffee, bread, butter, salmon, shad, liver, 
steaks, potatoes, pickles, ham, chops, black-iniddings, and sausages. 

‘Will you try,’ said my opposite neighbour, handing me a dish 
of potatoes, broken up in milk and butter, ‘ w’ill you try some of 
these fixings ?’ 
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There are few words which perform such various duties as tliis 
word ‘ fixd It is the Caleb Qiiotem of the American vocabulary. 
You call upon a gentleman in a country town, and his help informs 
you that he is ‘ fixing himself just now, but will be down directly : 
by wliich you are to understand that lie is dressing. You inquire, 
on board a steainlioat, of a fellow-passenger, whether breakfast will 
be ready soon, and he tells you he should think so, for when he 
was last below, they were ‘ fixing the tables : ' in other words, laying 
the cloth. You beg a porter to collect your luggage, and he entreats 
you not to be uneasy, for he’ll ‘ fix it presently : ’ and if you cornjilain 
of indisposition, you are advised to have recourse to Doctor So-and- 
so, who wiW ‘fix you ’ in no time. 

One night, I ordered a bottle of mulled wine at an hotel where 
I was staying, and waited a long time for it ; at length it was put 
upon the table with an ajialogy from the landlord that he feared it 
wasn’t ‘ fixed properly.’ And I recollect once, at a stage-coach 
dinner, overhearing a very stern gentleman demand of a waiter who 
preseiUed him with a i)late of underdone roast-beef, ‘ whether he 
called ///<?/, fixing God A’mighty’s vittles ? ’ 

There is no doubt that the meal, at whic'h the invitation was 
tendered to me which has occasioned this digression, was disposed 
of somewhat ravenously; and that the gentlemen thrust the broad- 
l)laded knives and the two-pronged forks further down tluar throats 
than I evcT savv the same weapons g/a Ix^fore, (‘xcej)t in the hands 
of a skilful juggler: but no man sat down until the ladies were 
seated ; or omitted any little act of politeness which could con- 
tribute to their comfort. Nor did I ever once, on any occasion, 
anywhere, during my rambles in American, see a woman exposed to 
the slightest act of rudeness, incivility, or even inattention. 

By the time the meal was over, the rain, which seemed to have 
worn itself out by coming down so fast, was nearly over too; and 
it became feasible to go on deck : whicli was a great relief, not- 
withstanding its being a very small deck, and being rendered still 
smaller by the luggage, which w’as heaped together in the middle 
under a tarpaulin covering ; leaving, on either side, a jialh so 
narrow', that it became a science to walk to and fro w ithout tumliling 
overboard into the canal. It w'as somewhat embarrassing at first, 
too, to have to duck nimbly every five minutes whenever the man 
at the helm cried ‘ Bridge ! ’ and sometimes, when the cry W'as 
‘ Low Bridge,’ to lie dow n nearly flat. But custom familiarises one 
to anything, and there w'ere so many l)ridges that it took a very 
short time to get used to this. 

As night came on, and W'e drew in siglit of the first range of hills, 
which are the outposts of the Alleghany Mountains, the scenery, 
which had been uninteresting hitherto, became more bold and 
striking. The w'ct ground reeked and smoked, after the heavy fall 
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of rain ; and the croaking of the frogs (whose noise in these parts 
is almost incredible) sounded as though a million of fairy teams 
with bells were travelling through the air, and keeping pace with us. 
The night was cloudy yet, but moonlight too : and when we crossed 
the Susciuehanna river — over which there is an extraordinary wooden 
bridge with two galleries, one above the other, so that even there, 
two boat teams meeting, may pass without confusion — it was wild 
and grand. 

I have mentioned my having been in some uncertainty and 
doubt, at first, relative to the sleeping arrangements on board this 
boat. I remained in the same vague state of mind until ten 
o’clock or thereabouts, when going below, I found siisiiended on 
either side of the caljin, three long tiers of hanging book-shelves, 
designed ai)i)arcntly for volumes of the small octavo size. Looking 
with greater attention at these contrivances (wondering to find such 
literary preparations in such a jilace), I descried on each shelf a 
sort of microscotiic sheet and blanket ; then I began dimly to com- 
prehend that the passengers were the library, and that they were to 
be arranged, edge-wise, on these shelves, till morning. 

I was assisted to this conclusion by seeing some of them gathered 
round the master of tlie boat, a*t one of the tables, drawing lots 
with all the anxieties and ])assions of gamesters depicted in their 
countenances ; while others, with small pieces of cardboard in their 
hands, were gro])ing among tJni shelves in search of numbers cor- 
responding with those they had drawn. As soon as any gentleman 
found his number, he took possession of it hy immediately un- 
dressing himself and crawling into bed. The ra])idity with which 
an agitated gambler subsided into a snoring slumberer, was one of 
the most singular effects 1 have ever ^^itnessed. As to the ladies, 
they were already abed, behind the red curtain, whic h was carefully 
drawn and ])inned up the centre ; though as every cuiigh, or sneeze, 
or whisper, behind this curtain, was iierfectly audible before it, we 
had still a lively consciousness of their society. 

"J"hc politeness of the person in authority had secured to me a 
•.shelf in a nook near tins red curtain, in some degree removed from 
the great body of sleepers : to which place 1 retired, with many 
acknowledgments to him for his attention. I found it, on after- 
measurement, just the width of an ordinary sheet of Lath post 
letter-paper; and I was at first in some uncertainty as to the best 
means of getting into it. Ilut the shelf being a bottom one, 1 
finally determined on lying upon the floor, rolling gently in, stop|)ing 
immediately I touched the mattress, aiul remaining for the night 
with that side uppermost, whatever it might be. Luckily, I came 
upon my ba(':k at exactly the right moment. I was much alarmed 
on looking upward, to see, by the shape of his half-yard of sacking 
(which his Aveight had bent into an exceedingly tight bag), that there 
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was a very heavy gentleman above me, whom the slender cords 
seemed quite incapable of holding ; and I could not help reflecting 
upon the grief of my wife and family in the event of his coming 
down in the night. But as I could not have got up again without 
a severe bodily struggle, which might have alarmed the ladies ; and 
as I had nowhere to go to, even if I had ; I shut my eyes upon the 
danger, and remained there. 

()ne of two remarkable circumstances is indisputably a fact, 
with reference to that class of society who travel in these boats. 
Either they carry their restlessness to such a pitch that they never 
sleep at all ; or they expectorate in dreams, which would be a 
remarkable mingling of the real and ideal. All night long, and 
every night, on this canal, there was a perfect storm and tempest of 
si)itting ; and once my coat, being in the very centre of the hurri- 
cane sustained by five gentlemen (which moved vertically, strictly 
carrying out Reid’s 'riieory of the Law of Storms), 1 was fain the 
next morning to lay it on the deck, and rub it down with fair water 
before it was in a condition to be worn again. 

J^etween five and six o’clock in the morning we got up, and some 
of us went on deck, to give them an opportunity of taking the 
shelves down ; while otliers, the morning being very cold, crowded 
round the rusty stove, cherishing the newly kindled fire, and filling 
the grate with those voluntary contributions of which they had been 
so liberal all night. The washing accommodations were primitive. 
There was a tin ladle chained to the deck, with which every gentle- 
man who thought it necessary to cleanse himself (many were 
superior to this weakness), fished the dirty water out of the canal, 
and poured it into a tin basin, secured in like manner. There was 
also a jack-towel. And, hanging up before a little looking-glass in 
the bar, in the immediate vicinity of the bread and cheese and 
biscuits, were a public comb and hair-brush. 

At eight o’clock, the shelves being taken down and put away and 
the tables joined together, everybody sat down to the tea, coffee, 
bread, butter, salmon, shad, liver, steak, potatoes, pickles, ham, 
chops, black-puddings, and sausages, all over again. Some were 
fond of compounding this variety, and having it all on their plates 
at once. As each gentleman got through his own personal amount 
of tea, coffee, bread, butter, salmon, shad, liver, steak, potatoes, 
pickles, ham, chops, black-i)uddings, and sausages, he rose up and 
walked off. When everybody had done with everything, the frag- 
ments were cleared away : and one of the waiters appearing anew 
in the character of a barber, shaved such of the company as desired 
to be shaved ; while the remainder looked on, or yawned over their 
newspapers. Dinner was breakfast again, without the tea and 
coffee ; and supi^er and breakfast were identical. 

There was a man on board this boat, with a light fresh-coloured 
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face, and a pepper-and-salt suit of clothes, who was the most inquisi- 
tive fellow that can possibly be imagined. He never spoke other- 
wise than interrogatively. He was an embodied inquiry. Silting 
dowm or standing up, still or moving, walking the deck or taking 
his meals, there he was, with a great note of interrogation in each 
eye, two in his cocked cars, two more in his turned-up nose and 
chin, at least half a dozen more about the corners of his mouth, and 
the largest one of all in his hair, which was brushed pertly off his 
forehead in a flaxen clump. Every button in his clothes said, 
‘ Eh ? What\s that ? Did you speak ? Say that again, will you 
He was always wide awake, like the enchanted bride who drove her 
husband frantic; always restless; always thirsting for answers; per- 
petually seeking and never finding. 'J'here never was such a curious 
man. 

I wore a fur great-coat at that time, and before we were well clear 
of the wharf, he questioned me concerning it, and its price, and 
where I bouglit it, and when, and what fur it was, and what it 
weighed, and what it cost. Then he took notice of my watch, and 
asked me what fJiai cost, and whether it was a Ereneli watch, and 
w'hcre 1 got it, and how I got it, and whether 1 bought it or had it 
given me, and how^ it went, and ^^he^e the key-hole w'as, and when 
1 wound it, every night or every morning, and whether I ever for- 
got to wind it at all, and if I did, w’hat then ? Where had 1 been to 
last, and where was I going next, and where was I going after that, 
and had I seen the rresident,*and what did he say, and wdiat did 1 
say, and wfliat did he say when I had said that ? Eh ? Lor now’ ! 
do tell ! 

Finding that nothing w’ould satisfy him, I evaded his questions 
after the first score or tw^o, and in particular pleaded ignorance 
respecting the name of the fur whereof the coat was made. I am 
unable to say whether this w'as the reason, but that coat fascinated 
him afterw’ards ; he usually kept close behind me as I walked, and 
moved as I moved, that he might look at it the better ; and he 
frequently dived into narrow’ places after me at the risk of his life, 
that he might have the satisfaction of passing his hand up the back, 
and rubbing it the wTong w'ay. 

We had another odd specimen on board, of a different kind. 
This W’as a thin-faced, spare-figured man of middle age and stature, 
dressed in a dusty drabbish-coloured suit, such as 1 never saw 
before. He w’as perfectly quiet during the first part of the journey : 
indeed I don’t remember having so much as seen him until he was 
brought out by circumstances, as great men often are. 'Ehc con- 
junction of events which made him famous, happened, briefly, 
thus. 

The canal extends to the foot of the mountain, and there, of 
course, it stops ; the passengers being conveyed across it by land 
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carriage, ami taken on afterwards by another canal boat, the counter- 
part of the hrst, which awaits them on the other side. Tliere are 
two canal lines of passage-boats ; one is called The Express, and 
one (a cheaper one) Tlic Pioneer. The Pioneer gets first to the 
mountain, and waits for the Express people to come up ; both sets 
of passengers being conveyed across it at the same time. We were 
the Ex])ress coini)any ; but when we had crossed the mountain, and 
had conic to the second boat, the proprietors took it into their heads 
to draft all the Pioneers into it likewise, so that we were five-and- 
forty at least, and the accession of passengers was not at alt of that 
kind which improved the prosjiect of sleeping at night. Our peojile 
grumbled at this, as people do in such cases ; but suffered the boat 
to be towed off with the whole freight aboard nevertheless ; and 
away we went down the canal. At home, I should have jirotested 
lustily, but being a foreigner here, 1 held my pea('e. Not so this 
passenger. He cleft a jdth among the j)eople on deck (we were 
nearly all on deck), and without addressing anybody whomsoever, 
solihxjuised as follows : 

‘This may suit iw/, this may, but it don’t suit me. This may be 
all very well with Down Easters, and men of boston raising, but it 
won’t suit my figure nohow'; and no tw'o waiys about that ; and so 
I tell you. Now ! I’m from the browm forests of Mississipi)i, / am, 
and when the sun shines on me, it docs shine — a little. It don’t 
glimmer w'here / live, the sun don’t. No. I’m a brow'n forester, I 
am. I an’t a Johnny Cake. 'J1iere\are no smooth skins w’hcre 1 
live. We’re rough men there. Rather. If Dow'n Easters and men 
of Boston raising like this, I’m glad of it, but I’m none of that 
raising nor of that breed. No. This company w'ants a little fixing, 
it docs. Pm the w'rong sort of man for ’em, / am. They w^on’t 
like me, they w'on’t. This is piling of it iij), a little too mountainous, 
this is.’ At the end (jf every one of these short sentences he turned 
upon his heel, and w'alked the other w'ay ; checking himself abruptly 
w'hen he had finished another short sentence, and turning back 
again. 

It is impossible for me to say wiiat terrific meaning was hidden 
in the w'ords of this brown forester, but I know^ that the other pas- 
.sengers looked on in a sort of admiring horror, and that presently 
the boat w'as put back to the wharf, and as many of the Pioneers 
as could be coaxed or bullied into going aw'ay, w'cre got rid of. 

AVhen we started again, some of the boldest spirits on board, 
made bold to say to tlie obvious occasion of tliis improvement in 
our i>rospects, ‘Much obliged to you, sir;’ whereunto the brown 
forester (waving his hand, and still walking u]) and down as before), 
replied, ‘ No you an’t. You’re none o’ my raising. You may act 
for yourselves, you may. T have pinted out the w’ay. Dow'ii Easters 
and Johnny Cakes can follow if they jdease. I an’t a Johnny Cake, 
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/an't. I am from the brown forests of the Mississippi, / am’ — 
and so on, as before. He was unanimously voted one of the tables 
for his bed at night — there is a great contest for the tables — in con- 
sideration for his public services : and he had the warmest corner 
by the stove throughout the rest of the journey. But I never could 
find out that he did anything except sit there ; nor did I hear him 
speak again until, in the midst of the bustle and turmoil of getting 
the luggage ashore in the dark at Pittsburg, I stiimlded over him as 
he sat smoking a cigar on the cabin steps, and heard him muttering 
to himself, with a short laugh of defiance, ‘ I an’t a Johnny Cake, I 
an’t. Pm from the brown forests of the Mississijipi, / am, damme !’ 
I am iiK'lincd to argue from this, that he had never left off saying 
so ; but 1 ('ould luA make an affidavit of that part of the story, if 
recjuired to do so by my Queen and ("oiintry. 

As we have not reached Pittsburg yet, however, in the order of 
our narrativt*, 1 may go on to remark that breakfast was perhajis the 
least desirable meal of the day, as in addition to the many savoury 
odours arising from 'the eatabk^s already mentioned, there were 
whiffs of gin, whiskey, brandy, and rum, from the little bar hard by, 
and a decided seasoning of stale tobacco. Many of the gentlemen 
passengers were far from particular in respect of their linen, which 
w'as in some cases as yellow’ as the little rivulets that had trickled 
from the corners of their mouths in chewing, and dried there. 
Nor w'as the atmosphc;re quite free from zejihyr w’hisperings of the 
thirty beds which liad just been cleared away, and of which w’e 
were further and more jiressingly reminded by the oc casional a])pear- 
ance on the table-cloth of a kind of (lame, not mentioned in the 
Bill of Fare. 

And yet despite these oddities— and even they had, for me at 
least, a humour of their own — there was miuh in this mode of 
travelling w’hich 1 heartily enjoyed at the time, and look back upon 
W’ith great ])leasure. Kve-n the running up, bare -necked, at five 
o’clock in the morning, from the taintecl cabin to the dirty deck ; 
scooping U|) the icy w’ater, plunging one's head into it, and drawing 
it out, all fresh and glow ing with the cold ; was a good thing, d'he 
fast, brisk W’alk upon the tow’ing-path, between that time and break- 
fast, w'hen every vein and artery seemed to tingle with health ; the 
exquisite beauty of the opening day, when light came gleaming off 
from everything ; the lazy motion of the ])oat, when one lay idly on 
the deck, looking through, rather than at, ihc dec'p blue sky ; the 
gliding on at night, so noisc*k'ssly, past frowaiing hills, sullen with 
dark trees, and sometimes angry in one red, burning spot high up, 
where unseen men lay crouching round a fire ; the shining out of 
the bright stars undisturbc‘d by noise of wheels or steam, or any 
other sound than the limpid rippling of the w’ater as the boat went 
on ; all these wxTe pure delights. 
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Then there were new settlements and detached log-cabins and 
frame-houses, full of interest for strangers from an old country : 
cabins with simple ovens, outside, made of clay ; and lodgings for 
the pigs nearly as good as many of the human quarters ; broken 
windows, pau hed with w'orn-out hats, old clothes, old boards, frag- 
ments of blankets and paper ; and home-made dressers standing in 
the open air without the door, whereon was ranged the household 
store, not hard to count, of earthen jars and pots. The eye was 
pained to see the stumps of great trees thickly strewui in every field 
of w^heat, and seldom to lose the eternal swamp and dull morass, 
wutli hundreds of rotten trunks and twisted branches steeped in Its 
unwholesome w^ater. It was quite sad and oppressive, to come 
upon great tracts w^here settlers had been burning down the trees, 
and where their w^ounded bodies lay about, like those of murdered 
creatures, w'hile here and there some charred and blackened giant 
reared aloft tw^o withered arms, and seemed to call dowm curses on 
his foes. Sometimes, at night, the way w^ound through some lonely 
gorge, like a mountain pass in Scotland, shining and coldly glittering 
in the light of the moon, and so closed in by high slee]) hills all round, 
that there seemed to be no egress save through the narrow^er path 
by w'hich we had come, until one rugged hill-side seenuxl to open, 
and shutting out the moonlight as we passed into its gloomy throat, 
WTapped our new' course in shade and darkness. 

AVe had left Harrisburg on Frida}^ On Sunday morning we 
arrived at the fool of the mountain, which is crossed by railroad. 
There are teti inclined planes ; five </scending, and five descending ; 
the carriages are dragged up the former, and let slowly down the 
latter, by means of stationary engines; the comparatively level 
siraces betw'cen, being traversed, sometimes by horse, and some- 
times by engine pow'or, as the case demands. Occasionally the 
rails are laid upon the extreme verge of a giddy i)recipice ; and 
looking from the carriage window', the traveller gazes sheer down, 
without a stone or scraj) of fence between, into the mountain depths 
below'. The journey is very carefully made, how’ever; only tw'O 
carriages travelling together ; and w hile proper precautions arc taken, 
is not to be dreaded for its dangers. 

It w'as very pretty travelling thus, at a rapid pace along the heights 
of the mountain in a keen wand, to look down into a valley full of 
light and softness ; catching glimpses, through the tree-tops, of 
scattered cabins ; children running to the doors ; dogs bursting out 
to bark, whom w e could see w'ithout hearing : terrified pigs scam- 
pering homewards ; fiimilics sitting out in their rude gardens ; cows 
gazing upward w'ith a stupid indifference; men in their shirt-sleeves 
looking on at their unfinished houses, planning out to-morrow's 
W'ork ; and we riding onward, high above them, like a whirlwind. 
It W'as amusing, too, w'hen w’^e had dined, and rattled dowm a steep 
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pass, having no other moving power than the weight of tlic car- 
riages themselves, to see the engine released, long after us, come 
buzzing down alone, like a great insect, its back of green and gold 
so shining in the sun, that if it had spread a pair of wings and 
soared away, no one would have had occasion, as I fancied, for the 
least surprise. But it stopped short of us in a very business-like 
manner when we reac:hcd the canal : and, before we left the wharf, 
went panting uj) this hill again, with the passengers who had waited 
our arrival for the means of traversing the road by which we had 
come. 

On the Monday evening, furnace fires and clanking hammers on 
the banks of the canal, warned us that we aj)proached the termi- 
nation of this part of our journey. After going through another 
dreamy j)lace — a long aqueduct across the Alleghany River, which 
was stranger than the bridge at Harrisburg, being a vast, low, 
wooden chamber full of water — we emerged upon that ugly con- 
fusion of backs of buildings and crazy galleries and stairs, which 
always abuts on water, whether it be river, sea, canal, or ditch : and 
were at Pittsburg. 

Pittsburg is like Birmingham in England ; at least its townsi)eople 
say so. Setting aside the streets,* the shops, the houses, waggons, 
factories, ])ul)lic buildings, and i)opu]ation, perhai)s it may be. It 
certainly has a great quantity of smoke hanging about it, and is 
fiunous for its iron-woiks. Besides the prison to which I liave 
already referred, this town contains a pretty arsenal and other insti- 
tutions. It is very beautifully situated on the Alleghany River, 
over which there are two bridges ; and the villas of the wealthier 
citizens si)rinkled about the high grounds in tlie neighbourhooel, are 
pretty enough. We lodged at a most excellent hotel, and were 
admirably served. As usual it Avas full of boarders, was very large, 
and had a broad colonnade to every story of the house. 

We tarried here three days. Uur next point was Cincinnati : 
and as this was a steamboat journey, and western steamboats 
usually blow up one or Iaa^o a week in the season, it was advisable 
to collect opinions in reference to the com])arative safety of the 
vessels bound that way, then lying in the river. One called the 
Messeng(‘r was the best recommended. She had been advertised 
to start ])Ositively, every day for a fortnight or so, and liad n(;t gone 
yet, nor did her ca])tain seem to have any Aery fixed intention on 
the subject. But tins is the custom : for if llie law Avere to bind 
doAvn a free and independent citizen to Vcc\) his Avord Avith the 
public, Avhat Avould become of the liberty of the subject ? Besides, 
it is in the Avay of trade. And if passengers ])c decoyed in the Avay 
of trade, and people be inconvenienced in the Avay of trade, Avhat 
man, Avho is a sharp tradesman himself, shall say, ‘ \\ e must put a 
stop to this ? ' 

K 
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Impressed by the deep solemnity of the public announcement, I 
(being then ignorant of these usages) was for hurrying on board in 
a breathless state, immediately ; but receiving private and con- 
fidential information that the l)oat would certainly not start until 
Friday, A])ril the First, we made ourselves very comfortable in the 
mean while, and went on board at noon that day. 


CHAPTER XI 

FROM PITTSnURG TO CINCINNAIT IN A WFSTERN SFEAMBOAT. 

CINCINNATI 

The Messenger was one among a crowd of high-pressure steamlioats, 
clustered together by a wharf-side, which, looked down upon from 
the rising ground that forms the landing-place, and Ixacked by the 
lofty bank on the opposite side of the river, appeared no larger 
than so many floating models. She had some forty ])assengers on 
])oard, exclusive of the jioorer persons on the lower deck; and in 
half an hour, or less, proceeded on her wa}’. 

Wo had, for ourselves, a tiny state-room with two berths in it, 
opening out of the ladies’ cabin. 'Chore was, undoubtedly, some- 
thing satisfactory in this ‘ location,’ inasmuch as it was in the stern, 
and we had been a great many times very gravely recommended to 
keep as far aft as possible, ‘because the steamboats generally blew 
up forward.’ Nor was this an unnecessary caution, as the occur- 
rence and circumstances of more than one such Vitality during our 
stay sufficiently testified. Apart from this source of self-congratu- 
lation, it was an unsi)eakabie relief to have any i)lace, no matter 
how confined, where one could be alone : and as the row of little 
chambers of which this was one, had each a second glass-door 
besides that in the ladies’ cabin, which opened on a narrow gallery 
outsid(3 the vessel, wliere the other passengers seldom came, and 
where one could sit in jicace and gaze upon the shifting prospect, 
we took possession of our new quarters with much pleasure. 

If the native packets I have already described be unlike anything 
we are in the habit of seeing on water, these western vessels are 
still more foreign to all the ideas we arc accustomed to (‘ntertain of 
boats. I hardly know what to liken them to, or how to describe 
them. 

In the first place, they have no mast, cordage, tackle, rigging, or 
other such boat-like gear; nor have they anything in their shape at 
all calculated to remind one of a lioat’s head, stern, sides, or keel. 
Except that tlu^y are in the water, and display a couple of paddle- 



ON . THE WESTERN WATERS 131 

boxes, they might be intended, for anything that appears to the 
contrary, to perform some unknown service, high and dry, upon a 
mountain top. There is no visible deck, even : nothing but a long, 
black, ugly roof, covered with burnt-out feathery sparks ; above which 
tower two iron chimneys, and a hoarse escape valve, and a glass 
steerage-house. Then, in order as the eye descends towards the 
water, are the sides, and doors, and windows of the state-rooms, 
jumbled as oddly together as though they formed a small street, 
built by the varying tastes of a dozen men : the wdiole is supi)orted 
on beams and pillars resting on a dirty barge, but a few inches 
above the water’s edge : and in the narrow space between this upper 
structlirc and this barge’s deck, are the furnace fires and machinery, 
open at the sides to every \vind that blows, and every storm of rain 
it drives along its path. 

Passing one of these boats at night, aud seeing the great body of 
fire, exposed as I have just described, that rages and roars beneath 
the frail pile of painjted wood : tlie macliinery, not warded off or 
guarded in any way, but doing its work in tl’ie midst of the crowd 
of idlers and emigrants and children, who throng the lower deck : 
under the management, too, of reckless men whose acquaintance 
with its mysteries may have buen of six months’ standing : one 
feels directly that the wonder is, not that tlicre should be so many 
fiital accidents, but that any journey should be safely made. 

AVithin, there is one long ^larrow cabin, the whole length of the 
boat; from which the state-rooms o[)en, on both sides. A small 
portion of it at the stern is partitioned off for the ladies ; and the 
bar is at the opposite e'xtreme. There is a long table down the 
centre, and at either end a stove. The washing a[)i)aratus is for- 
ward, on the deck. It is a little belter than on board the canal 
boat, but not much. In all inodes of travelling, the American 
customs, with reference to the means of personal c leanliness and 
wdiolcsome ablution, are extremely negligent and filthy; and I 
strongly incline to the belief that a considerable amount of illness 
is referable to this cause. 

We are to be on board the Messenger three days : arriving at 
Cincinnati (barring accidents) on INIoiulay morning. There are 
three meals a day. breakfast at seven, dinner at half-past twelve, 
supiier about six. At each, there are a great many small dishes 
and plates upon the table, with very little in them ; so that although 
there is every ai)i)earance of a mighty ‘spread,’ there is seldom 
really more than a joint : except for those who fancy slices of beet- 
root, shreds of dried beef, complicated entanglements of yellow 
pickle ; maize, Indian corn, apple-sauce, and pumpkin. 

Some people fancy all these little dainties together (and sweet 
preserves beside), by way of relish to their roast pig. They are 
generally those dyspeptic ladies and gentlemen who cat unheard-of 
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quantities of hot corn bread (almost as good for the digestion as a 
kneaded pin-cushion), for breakfast, and for supper. Those who 
do not observe this custom, and who help themselves several times 
instead, usually suck their knives and forks meditatively, until they 
have decided what to take next : then pull them out of their 
mouths : put them in the dish ; help themselves ; and fall to work 
again. At dinner, there is nothing to drink upon the table, l)ut 
great jugs full of cold water. Nobody says anything, at any meal, 
to anybody. All the passengers are very dismal, and seem to have 
tremendous secrets weighing on their minds. There is no con- 
versation, no laughter, no cheerfulness, no sociality, except in 
si)itting; and that is done in silent fellowship round the stove, 
when the meal is over. Every man sits dow n, dull and languid ; 
s\Yallows his fare as if breakfasts, dinners, and suppers, Avere 
necessities of nature nev(T to be coupled with recreation or enjoy- 
ment; and having bolted his food in a gloomy silence, bolts him- 
self, in the same state. But for these animal observances, you 
might suppose the whole male portion of the comi)any to be the 
melanchol} ghosts of de])arted book-keepers, w’ho had fallen dead 
at the desk : such is their weary air of business and calculation. 
Undertakers on duty would be spdghtly beside thcan ; and a colla- 
tion of funeral-baked meats, in comparison with these meals, would 
be a sjjarkling festivity. 

The people are all alike, too. 'Bherc is no diversity of character. 
They travel about on the same (Trands, say and do the same things 
in exactly the same manner, and follow in the same dull cheerless 
round. All do\Yn the long table, there is scarcely a man ^Yho is in 
anything difterent from his neighbour. It is (juite a relief to have, 
sitting opposite, that little girl of fifteen w ith tlu: locpiacaous chin : 
who, to do her justice, acts up to it, and fully identifies nature’s 
handwriting, for of all the small chatterboxes that ever invaded the 
repose of drow’sy ladies’ c abin, she is the first and foremost. The 
beautiful girl, who sits a little beyond her— forther dowai the table 
there — married the young man with the dark whiskers, who sits 
beyond //cr, only last month. They arc going to settle in the very 
bar West, where he has lived four years, but where she has never 
been. 'I’hey were both overturned in a singe-coach the other day 
(a bad omen anywhere else, wiiere overturns are not so common), 
and his head, w'hich bears the marks of a recent w'oiind, is bound 
up still. She w’as hurt too, at the same time, and lay insensible 
for some days ; bright as her eyes are, now\ 

Further down still, sits a man who is going some miles beyond 
their place of destination, to ^ inijrove ’ a new ly-discovered copper 
mine. He carries the \illagc- that is to be- wath him: a few 
frame cottages, and an apparatus for smelting the coi>])er. He 
carries its people too. They are jiartly American and partly Irish, 



DEEP SOLITUDES 


133 

and herd together on the lower deck; where they amused them* 
selves last evening till the night was pretty far advanced, by 
alternately firing off pistols and singing hymns. 

They, and the very few who have been left at table twenty 
minutes, rise, and go away. We do so too ; and passing througli 
our little state-room, resume our seats in the quiet gallery without. 

A fine broad river always, but in some parts much wider than 
in otiicrs : and then there is usually a green island, covered with 
trees, dividing it into two streams. Occasionally, wc stop for a 
few minutes, maybe to take in wood, maybe for passengers, at 
some small town or village (I ought to say city, every place is a 
city here) ; but the banks are for the most part deep solitudes, 
overgrown with trees, which, hereabouts, are already in leaf and 
very green. Vor miles, and miles, and miles, these solitudes are 
unbroken by any sign of human life or •trace of human footstep ; 
nor is anything seen to move about them but the blue jay, whose 
colour is so bright, and yet so delic ate, that it looks like a flying 
flower. At lengthened intervals a log cabin, with its little space of 
cleared land about it, nestles under a rising ground, and sends its 
thread of blue smoke curling up into the sky. It stands in the 
corner of the ])oor field of whc‘af, which is full of great unsightly 
stumps, like earthy butchers’-blocks. Sometimes the ground is 
only just now cleared : the felled trees lying yet upon the soil ; 
and the log-house only this* morning begun. As we ])ass this 
clearing, the settler leans upon his axe or hammer, and looks 
wistfully at the j^eople from the w'orld. 'J1ie children creep out of 
the temporary hut, which is like a gipsy tent upon the ground, and 
clap their hands and shout. The dog only glances round at us, 
and then looks up into his master's face again, as if he were 
rendered uneasy by any suspension of the common business, and 
had nothing more to do with pleasurers. And still there is the 
same, eternal foreground. The river has washed aw'ay its banks, 
and stately trees have fallen down into the stream. Some have 
been there so long, that they are mere dry, gri/zly skeletons. 
Some have just to])j)led over, and having earth yet about their 
roots, are bathing their green heads in the river, and putting forth 
new shoots and branches. Some arc almost sliding down, as you 
look at them. And some wxrc drowned so long ago, that their 
bleached arms start out from the middle of the current, and seem 
to try to grasp the boat, and drag it under water. 

Through such a scene as this, the umvieldy machine takes its 
hoarse, sullen way : venting, at every revolution of the paddles, a 
loud high-pressure blast ; enough, one w'ould think, to wvaken up 
the host of Indians who lie buried in a great mound yonder : so 
old, that mighty oaks and other forest trees have struck their roots 
into its earth; and so high, that it is a hill, even among the hills 
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that Nature ])lanted round it. The very river, as though it shared 
one’s feelings of compassion for the extinct tribes who lived so 
pleasantly here, in their blessed ignorance of white existence, 
hundreds of years ago, steals out of its way to ripple near this 
mound : and there are few places where the Ohio sparkles more 
brightly than in the big Grave Creek. 

All this I see as I sit in the little stern-gallery mentioned just 
now. Evening slowly steals upon the landscaj^e and changes it 
before me, when we stop to set some emigrants ashore. 

Five men, as many women, and a little girl. All tlieir worldly 
goods arc a bag, a large chest and an old chair : one, old, high- 
backed, rush-bottomed chair: a solitary settler in itself. They are 
rowed ashore in the boat, while the vessel stands a little off awaiting 
its return, the water being shallow. They arc landed at the foot 
of a high bank, on the oummit of w'hich are a few log cabins, 
attainable only by a long winding path. It is growing dusk ; but 
the sun is very red, and shines in the water and on some of the 
tree-tops, like fire. 

The men get out of the boat first ; help out the women ; take out 
the bag, the chest, the chair ; bid the rowers ‘ good-bye ; ’ and 
shove the boat off for them. AV the first plash of the oars in the 
water, the oldest woman of the party sits down in the old chair, close 
to the water’s edge, without speaking a word. None of the others 
sit down, though the chest is large enough for many seats. They 
all stand where they landed, as if stricken into stone ; and look after 
the boat. So they remain, quite still and silent : the old woman 
and her old chair, in the centre ; the bag and c hest uj)on the shore, 
without anybody heeding them ; all eyes fixed upon the boat. It 
comes alongside, is made fast, the men jump on bcxird, the engine 
is put in motion, and we go hoarsely on again, d'here they stand 
yet, without the motion of a hand. I can see them through my 
glass, when, in the distance and increasing darkness, they are mere 
specks to the eye : lingering there still ; the old woman in the old 
chair, and all the rest about her : not stirring in the least degree. 
And thus I slowly lose them. 

The night is dark, and we proceed within the shadow of the 
wooded bank, which makes it darker. After gliding past the sombre 
maze of boughs for a long time, we come upon an open space 
where the tall trees are burning. The shape of every branch and 
twig is expressed in a deep red glow, and as the light wind stirs and 
ruffies it, they seem to vegetate in fire. It is such a sight as wc 
read of in legends of enchanted forests : saving that it is sad to see 
these noble works wasting away so awfully, alone ; and to think 
how many years must come and go before the magic that created 
them will rear their like upon this ground again, but the time will 
come ; and when, in their changed ashes, the growth of centuries 
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unborn has struck its roots, the restless men of distant ages will 
repair to these again unpeopled solitudes ; and their fellows, in 
cities far away, that slumber now, perhaps, beneath the rolling sea, 
will read in language strange to any ears in being now, but very old 
to them, of primeval forests where the axe was never heard, and 
where the jungled ground was never trodden by a human foot. 

Midnight and sleep blot out these scenes and thoughts : and 
when the morning shines again, it gilds the house-tops of a lively 
city, before whose broad paved wharf the boat is moored ; with 
other boats, and flags, and moving wheels, and hum of men around 
it; as though there w'erc not a solitary or silent rood of ground 
wathin the compass of a thousand miles. 

Cincinnati is a l)eautiful ('ity; cheerful, thriving, and animated. 
I have not often seen a place tliat commends itself so favourably 
and pleasantly to a stranger at the first glmice as this does : with its 
clean houses of red and white, its w^ell-paved roads, and foot-ways 
of bright tile. Nor does it liecomc less prepossessing on a closer 
acquaintance. The streets are broad and airy, the shops extremely 
good, the private residences remarkable for their elegance and 
neatness. There is something of invention and fancy in the varying 
styles of these latter erections, wl^icli, after the dull com])any of the 
steamboat, is perfectly delightful, as conveying an assurance that 
there are such qualities still in existeni'e. The disposition to 
ornament these pretty villas^ and render them attractive, leads to 
the culture of trees and flow'ers, and the laying out of well-kept 
gardens, the sight of which, to tliose who walk along the streets, is 
inexpressibly refreshing and agreeable. I was quite charmed wath 
the appearance of the towai, and its adjoining suburb of Mount 
Auburn : from W’hich the city, lying in an amphitheatre of hills, 
forms a picture of remarkable beauty, and is seen to great 
advantage. 

There happened to be a great Temperance Convention held 
here on the day after our arrival ; and as the order of march 
brought the procession under the window's of the hotel in which we 
lodged, W'hen they started in the morning, I had a good oi)])ortunity 
of seeing it. It comprised several thousand men ; the members of 
various ‘ Washington Auxiliary Tem])erance Societies ; ' and w'as 
marshalled by officers on horseback, w’ho cantered briskly up and 
dow’ti the line, wdth scarves and ribbons of bright colours fluttering 
out behind them gaily, 'rhere were bands of music too, ancl 
banners out of number ; and it w^as a fresh, holiday-looking 
concourse altogether. 

I w^as particularly jdcased to see the Irishmen, who formed a 
distinct society among themselves, and mustered very strong with 
their green scarves ; carrying their national Harp and their Portrait 
of Father Mathew^, high above the peoi)le’s heads. They looked as 
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jolly and good-humoured as ever ; and, working (here) the hardest 
for their living and doing any kind of sturdy labour that came in 
their way, were the most independent fellows there, I thought. 

Tlie banners were very well painted, and naunted down the 
street kimoiisly. There was the smiting of the rock, and the 
gushing forth of the waters ; and there was a temperate man with 
‘ considerable of a hatcliet ' (as the standard-bearer would j;robably 
have said), aiming a deadly blow at a serpent which was apparently 
about to spring u})on hiniTrom the top of a barrel of spirits. But 
the clhef feature of this })art of the show was a huge allegorical 
device, borne among the ship-carpenters, on one side whereof the 
steamboat Alcohol was represented bursting her boiler and exploding 
with a great crash, while upon the other, the good ship Temperance 
sailed away with a hiir wind, to the heart's content of the captain, 
crew, and passengers. 

After going round the town, the procession repaired to a certain 
appointed place, where, as the i)rinted programme set forth, it 
would be received by the children of the difierent free schools, 
‘ singing Temperance Songs.' I was prevented from getting there, 
in time to hear these Little Warblers, or to report upon this novel 
kind of vocal entertainment : nove), at least, to me : but I found in 
a large o])(‘n space, eac'h society gathered round its own banners, 
and listening in sih'nt attention to its own orator. The speeches, 
judging from the little I could hear of^them, were ('ertainly adai)ted 
to the occasicai, as having that degree of relationship to cold water 
which wet blankets may claim : but the main thing was the conduct 
and appearance of the audience throughout the day ; and that was 
admirable and full of ja-omise. 

Cincinnati is honourably famous for its free schools, of which it 
has so many that no person’s child among its population can, by 
})OSsibility, want the means of education, wliich are extended, upon 
an average, to four thousand pu])ils, annually. I was only present 
in one of these establishments during the hours of instruction. In 
the boys’ department, which was full of little urchins (varying in 
their ages, I should sny, from six years old to ten or twelve), the 
master offered to institute an extemjjorary examination of the pupils 
in alge])ra ; a proi)osal, which, as I was by no means confident of 
my ability to detect mistakes in that science, I dec lined with some 
alarm. In the girls’ school, reading was proposed; and as 1 felt 
tolerably ecjual to that art, I ex[)ressed my willingness to hear a 
class. Books were distributed accordingly, and some half-dozen 
girls relieved each other in reading paragraydis from English History. 
But it seemed to be a dry compilation, infinitely above their powers ; 
and when they had blundered througli three or four dreary yiassagcs 
concerning the Treaty of Amiens, and other thrilling topics of the 
same nature ((obviously without comjirehending ten words), I 
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expressed myself quite satisfied. It is very possible that they only 
mounted to this exalted stave in the Ladder of Learning for the 
astonishment of a visitor ; and that at other times they keep upon 
its lower rounds ; but I should have been much better pleased and 
satisfied if I had heard them exercised in simidcr lessons, which 
they understood. 

As in every other i)lace I visited, the Judges here were gentlemen 
of high character and attainments. I was in one of the ('ourts for a 
few minutes, and found it like those to which I have already referred. 
A nuisance cause was trying ; there were not many spectators ; and 
tlie witnesses, counsel, and jury, formed a sort of family circle, 
sufficiently jocose and snug. 

The society with which 1 mingled, was intelligent, courteous, and 
agreeable. The inhabitants of Cincinnati are proud of their city 
as one of the most interesting in America : and with good reason ; 
for beautiful and thriving as it is now, and containing, as it docs, 
a population of fiftyAhousand souls, but tvvo-and-fifty years have 
])assed away since the ground on which it stands (bought at that 
time for a few dollars) was a wild wood, and its citizens were but 
a handful of dwellers in scattered log huts upon the river’s shore. 


CHAPTER XII 

FROM CINCINNATI TO LOUISVILI.K IN ANOTHER WESTERN STEAM- 
noAT ; AND FROM LOUISVILLE TO ST. LOUIS IN ANOTHER. 
.ST. LOUIS 

Leaving Cincinnati at eleven o’clock in the forenoon, we embarked 
for Louisville in the Ifike steamboat, which, carrying the mails, was 
a packet of a much better class than that in which we had come 
from Pittsburg. As this passage does not occupy more than twelve 
or thirteen hours, we arranged to go ashore that night : not coveting 
the distinction of sleeping in a state-room, Avhen it was possible to 
slee]) anywhere else. 

There chan^^ed to he on board this boat, in addition to the usual 
dreary crowd of ])nsscngers, one Pitchlynii, a chief of the (dioctaw 
tribe of Indians, who s< 7 // in his card to me, and with whom I had 
the pleasure of a long conversation. 

He spoke English perfectly well, though he had not begun to 
learn the language, he told me, until he was a young man grown. 
He had read mar-y books ; and Scott’s poetry appeared to have left 
a strong impression on his mind : especially the opening of The 
Lady of the I.ake, and the great battle scene in Marmion, in which, 



138 AMERICAN NOTES 

no doubt from the congeniality of the subjects to his own pursuits 
and tastes, he had great interest and delight. He appeared to 
understand correctly all he had read ; and whatever fiction had 
enlisted his sympathy in its belief, had done so keenly and earnestly. 
I might almost say fiercely. Pie was dressed in our ordinary every- 
day costume, which hung about his fine figure loosely, and with 
indifferent grace. On my telling him that 1 regretted not to see 
him in his own attire, he threw up his right arm, for a moment, as 
though he were brandishing some heavy weapon, and answered, as 
he let it fall again, that his race were losing many things besides 
their dress, and would soon be seen upon the earth no more ; but 
he wore it at home, he added proudly. 

He told me that he had been away from his home, west of the 
Mississippi, seventeen months : and was now returning. He had 
been chiefly at Washington on some negotiations pending between 
his Tribe and the (Tovernment : which were not settled yet (he said 
in a melancholy way), and he feared never .would be : for what 
could a few poor Indians do, against such well-skilled men of 
business as the whites ? He had no love for \Vashington ; tired 
of towns and cities very soon ; and longed for the Forest and the 
Prairie. 

1 asked him what he thought of Congress? He answered, with 
a smile, that it wanted dignity, in an Indian’s eyes. 

Pie would very much like, he said, to see England before he 
died ; and spoke with much interest about the great things to be 
seen there. When I told him of that chamber in the British 
Museum wherein are preserved household memorials of a race that 
ceased to be, thousands of years ago, h<i was very attentive, and it 
was not hard to see that he had a reference in his mind to the 
grvadual fading away of his own people. 

This led us to s[)eak of Mr. Catlin’s gallery, which he praised 
highly : observing that his own jKjrtrait was among the collection, 
and that all the likenesses were ‘elegant.’ Mr. Cooper, he said, 
had painted the Red Man well; and so would 1, he knew, if I 
would go home with him and hunt buffaloes, which he w\as quite 
anxious I should do. ^\'hen I told him that sui)posing I went, I 
should not be very likely to damage the buffaloes much, he took 
it as a great joke and laughed heartily. 

Pie was a remarkably handsome man ; sOme years past forty, 
I should judge ; with long black hair, an aquiline nose, I)road 
cheek-bones, a sunburnt complexion, and a very bright, keen, dark, 
and piercing eye. There were but twenty thousand of the Choctaws 
left, he said, and their number was decreasing every day. A few 
of his brother chiefs had been obliged to become civilised, and to 
make themselves acquainted with what the whites knew, for it was 
their only chance of existence. But they were not many ; and the 
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rest were as they always had been. He dwelt on this : and said 
several times that unless they tried to assimilate themselves to their 
conquerors, they must be swept away before the strides of civilised 
society. 

When we shook hands at parting, I told him he must come to 
England, as he longed to see the land so much : that I should 
hope to see him there, one day: and that 1 could promise liim 
he would be well received and kindly treated. He was evidently 
pleased by this assurance, though he rejoined with a gooddnimoured 
smile and an arch shake of his head, that the Englisli used to be 
very fond of the Red Men when they wanted their helj), but had 
not cared much for them, since. 

He took his leave; as stately and complete a gentleman of 
Nature’s making, as ever I beheld ; and moved among the people 
in the boat, another kind of being. IJe sent me a lithographed 
portrait of himself soon afterwards; very like, though scarcely 
handsome enough; which I have carefully preserved in memory 
of our brief acquaintance. 

There was nothing very interesting in the scenery of this day’s 
journey, which brought us at inidniglit to l.oiiisville. ^Ve slei)t at 
the (halt House; a si)lendid hoUl; and were as haiKlsomel) lodged 
as though we had been in Paris, rather than hundreds of miles 
beyond the Alleghanies. 

'rhe city jwesenting no objects of sufficient interest to detain us 
on our way, we resolved to proceed next day by another steaml)oat, 
the Fulton, and to join it, about noon, at a suburb called Portland, 
where it would be delayed some time in passing through a canal. 

d'he interval, after breakfast, we devoted to riding through the 
town, which is regular and cheerful : the streets l)eing laid out at 
right angles, and ]danled with young trees. "J'he buildings are 
smoky and blackened, from the use of bituminous coal, but an 
Englishman is well used to that a]>pearance, and indis[)osed to 
quarrel with it. There did not appear to be much l)usiness stir- 
ring ; and some unfinished buildings and inqu’ovements seemed to 
intimate that the city had been overlniilt in the ardour of ‘going- 
a-hcad,’ and w'as suffering under the re-action consequent upon 
such feverish forcing of its pow'ers. 

On our w’ay to l^ortland, we passed a ‘Magistrate’s office,’ which 
amused me, as looking far more like a dame school than any police 
establishment : for this awful Institution >vas nothing but a little 
lazy, good-for-nothing front parlour, o])en to the street; wherein 
two or three figures (1 presume the magistrate and his myrmidons) 
were basking in the sunshine, thc‘ very effigies of languor and 
repose. It w'as a perfect picture of Justice retired from business 
for w'ant of customers; her sword and scales sold offi; napping 
comfortably with her legs upon the table. 
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Here, as elsewhere in these parts, the road was perfectly alive 
with pigs of all ages ; lying about in every direction, fast asleep ; 
or grunting along in quest of hidden dainties. I had always a 
sneaking kindness for these odd animals, and found a constant 
source of amusement, when all others failed, in watching their 
jnoceedings. As we were riding along this morning, I observed 
a little incident between two youthful ].)igs, which was so very 
human as to be inexpressibly comical and grotesque at the time, 
though I dare say, in telling, it is tame enough. 

One young gentleman (a very delicate porker with several straws 
sticking about his nose, betokening recent investigations in a dung- 
hill) was walking deliberately on, profoundly thinking, when suddenly 
his brother, who was lying in a miry hole unseen l)y him, rose up 
immediately before his startled eyes, ghostly with damp mud. 
Never was pig’s whole mass of blood so turned, lie started back 
at least three feet, gazed for a moment, and then shot off as hard 
as he could go; his excessively little tail vibrating with speed and 
terror like a distracted pendulum. But before he had gone very 
far, he began to reason with himself as to the nature of this frightful 
appearance ; and as he reasoned, he relaxed his speed by gradual 
degrees ; until at last he stop])ed, and faced about. There was his 
brother, w'ith the mud upon him glazing in tlie sun, yet staring out 
of the very same hole, perfectly amazed at his proceedings! lie 
was no sooner assurcxl of this; and he. assured himself so carefully 
that one may almost say he shaded his eyes with his hand to see 
the better; than he came back at a round trot, pounced upon him, 
and summarily took off a piece of his tail ; as a caution to him to 
be careful what he was about for the future, and never to i)lay 
tric'ks with his family any more. 

We found the steamboat in the c anal, waiting for the sIoav process 
of getting through the lock, and went on board, where w’c shortly 
afterw^ards had a newv kind of visitor in the person of a certain 
Kentucky (Bant w’hose name is J'orter, and who is of the moderate 
height of seven feet eight inc hes, in his stoc:kings. 

7’herc never w'as a race of people w'ho so conqdetely gave the 
lie to history as these giants, or whom all the chroniclers have so 
('ruelly libelled. Instead of roaring and ravaging al)oiit the w'orkl, 
constantly catering for tlieir cannibal larders, and j)eri)etually going 
to market in an unlawful manner, they are the meekest ])eople in 
any man’s acciuainlance : rather inclining to milk and vegetable diet, 
and bearing anything for a quiet life. So dccackdly are amiability 
and mildness their characteristics, that I confess I look u})on that 
youth w’ho distinguished himself by the slaughter of these inoffensive 
persons, as a false-hearted brigand, wdio, pretending to philanthropic 
motives, was secretly influenced only by the wx*alth stored up wdtliin 
their castles, and the hope of plunder. And I lean the more to 
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this opinion from finding that even the historian of those exploits, 
with all liis partiality for his hero, is fain to admit that the slaughtered 
monsters in question were of a very innocent and simple turn ; 
extremely guileless and ready of belief ; lending a credulous car 
to the most improbable tales ; sufiering themselves to be easily 
entrapped into pits; and even (as in the case of the Welsh Giant) 
with an excess of the hospitable politeness of a landlord, rii)ping 
themselves oi)en, rather than lunt at the possibility of their guests 
being versed in the vagabond arts of sleiglit-of-hand and hocus- 
pocus. 

The Kentucky Giant was but another illustration of the truth of 
this position. He had a weakness in the region of the knees, and 
a trustfulness in his long face, which apj)ealed even to five-feet nine 
for encouragement and support. He was only twenty-five years old, 
he said, and had grown recently, for it hyid been found necessary to 
make an addition to the legs of his inexpressibles. At fifteen he 
was a short boy, and. in those days his English father and his Irish 
mother had ratlier snubbed him, as being too small of stature to 
sustain the credit of the family. He added that his health had not 
been good, though it was bettcT now; hut short people arc not 
wanting who \\hisper that he driiiks too hard. 

I understand he drive's a ha('kney-coach, though how he does it, 
unless he stands on the footboard behind, and lies along the roof 
U[)on his chest, with his chin in the box, it would be difficult to 
comprehend. He brought his gun with him, as a curiosity. 
Christened ‘ The Little Rille,' and displayed outside a shoj)- 
window, it would make the fortune of any retail business in 
Holborn. When he had shown himself and talked a little while, 
he withdrew with his t)Ocket-instrument, and went bobbing down 
the cabin, among men of six feet high and upwards, like a light- 
house walking among lamp-posts. 

Within a few minutes afterwards, wc were out of the canal, and 
in the Ohio river again. 

The arrangements of the boat were like those of the Messenger, 
and the jiasstaigers were of the same order of j)eoj)le. feci 

at the same times, on the same kind of viands, in the same dull 
manner, and with the same observances, d'he c'Oin]xmy a])peared 
to be ojqirc.'sscd by the same trc'inendous ('oncx'almenls, and had 
as little capa< ity of enjoyment or light-hearledness. 1 never in 
my life did sec such listless, heavy dulness as brooded over these 
meals : the very recollection of it weighs me down, and makes me, 
for the moment, wretc hed. Reading and writing on my knee, 
in our little cabin, 1 nxdly dreaded the coming of the hour that 
summoned us to table ; and was as glad to escape from it again, 
as if it had been a f)enancc or a punishment. Healthy cheer- 
fulness and good spirits forming a part of the banquet, I could 
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soak my crusts in the fountain with Le Sage’s strolling player, and 
revel in their glad enjoyment : but sitting down with so many 
fellow'aniinals to ward off thirst and hunger as a business ; to empty, 
each creature, his Yahoo’s trough as quickly as he can, and then 
slink sullenly away; to have these social sacraments stripped of 
everything but the mere greedy satisfaction of the natural cravings ; 
goes so against the grain with me, that I seriously believe the 
recollection of these funeral feasts will be a waking nightmare to 
me all my life. 

There was some relief in this boat, too, which there had not 
been in the other, for the cai)tain (a blunt, good-natured fellow) 
had his handsome wife with him, who was disposed to be lively 
and agreeable, as were a few other lady-passengers who had their 
seats about us at the same end of the table. But nothing could 
have made head against the depressing influence of the general 
body. There was a magnetism of dulness in them which would 
have beaten down the most facetious companion that the earth 
ever knew. A jest would have been a crime, and a smile would 
have hided into a grinning horror. Siu'h deadly, leaden ])eople; 
such systematic plodding, weary, insiq)portabIe heaviness ; such a 
mass of animated indigestion in. respect of all that was genial, 
jovial, frank, social, or hearty; never, sure, was brought together 
elscwlierc since the world begaii. 

Nor was tlie scenery, as wo approaclicd the junction of the Ohio 
and Mississipj)i riveis, at all insj)iriting in its influence. The trees 
were stunted in their growth ; the hanks were low and flat ; the 
settlements and log cal)ins fewer in number : their inhabitants more 
wan and v/retched than any we had encountered yet. No songs of 
birds were in the air, no ])leasant scents, no moving lights and 
shadows from swift passing clouds. Hour after liour, tlie change- 
less glare of the hot, unwinking sky, shone upon the same monoto- 
nous objects. Hour after hour, the river rolled along, as wearily 
and slowly as the time itself. 

At length, upon the morning of the third day, we arrived at a 
spot so much more desolate than any we had yet beheld, that the 
forlornest places we had passed, were, in comi)arison willi it, full of 
interest. At the junction of the two rivers, on ground so flat and 
low and marshy, that at certain seasons of the year it is inundated 
to the house-tops, lies a l)reedingq)lacc of fever, ague, and death ; 
vaunted in England as a mine of (jolden Ho])e, and speculated in, 
on the faith of monstrous representations, to many people’s ruin. 
A dismal swamp, on which the half-built houses rot away : cleared 
here and there for the space of a few yards ; and teeming, then, 
with rank unwholesome vi'getation, in whose baleful shade the 
wretched wanderers who arc temjHed hither, droop, and die, and 
lay their bones; the hateful Mississippi circling and eddying before 
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it, and turning off upon its southern course a slimy monster 
hideous to behold ; a hotbed of disease, an ugly sepulchre, a grave 
unchecrcd by any gleam of promise : a place without one single 
quality, in earth or air or water, to commend it : such is this 
dismal Cairo. 

But what words shall describe the Mississippi, great father of 
rivers, who (praise be to Heaven) has no young children like him ! 
An enormous ditch, sometimes two or three miles wide, running 
liquid mud, six miles an hour : its strong and frothy current choked 
and obstructed everywhere by huge logs and whole forest trees : 
now twining themselves together in great rafts, from the interstices 
of which a sedgy, lazy foam works up, to float upon the water’s top ; 
now rolling past like monstrous bodies, their tangled roots showing 
like matted hair ; now glancing singly by like giant leeches ; and 
now writhing round and rouiul in the v.ortex of some small whirl- 
pool, like wounded snakes. The banks low, the trees dwarfish, 
the marshes swarmiqg with frogs, the wrelchc‘d cabins few and far 
apart, their inmates liol low-cheeked and pale, tlie weather very 
hot, mosquitoes penetrating into every crack and ( revice of the 
boat, mud and slime on everything: nothing ]>leasant in its aspect, 
but the harmless lightning which* tlickers every night upon the dark 
horizon. 

J^'or two days wc toiled up this foul stream, striking constantly 
against the floating timber, or stojiping to avoid those more dangerous 
obstacles, the snags, or sawyers, which are the hidden trunks of 
trees that have their roots below the tide. When the nights are 
very dark, the look-out stationed in tlic head of the boat, knows by 
the ripple of the water if any great im])ediment be near at hand, 
and rings a bell beside him, which is the signal for the engine to be 
stopped : but always in the night this bell has work to do, and after 
every ring, there, comes a blow’ wiiich renders it no easy matter to 
remain in bed. 

The decline of day here w’as very gorgeous ; tingeing the firma- 
ment deeply with red and gold, u]) to the very keystone of the arch 
above us. As tlu* sun went down behind the bank, the slightest 
blades of grass upon it seemed to become as distinctly visible as 
the arteries in the skeleton of a leaf; and when, as it slowly sank, 
the red and golden bars ui)on the waiter grew’ dimmer, and dimmer 
yet, as if they w ere sinking too ; and all the glowing colours of 
departing day j)aled, incii by inch, before the sombre night ; the scene 
became a thousand times more lonesome and more dreary than 
before, and all its influences darkened with the sky. 

We drank the muddy waiter of this river while w’c w’ere upon it. 
It is consiilercd \;holesonie by the natives, and is something more 
opaque than gruel. I have seen waater like it at the Filter-shops, 
but nowhere else. 
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On the fourth night after leaving Louisville, we reached St. 
I^ouis, and here I witnessed the conclusion of an incident, trifling 
enough in itself, but very pleasant to see, which had interested me 
during the whole journey. 

There was a little woman on board, with a little baby ; and both 
little woman and little child were cheerful, good-looking, bright- 
eyed, and fair to see. The little woman had been passing a long 
time with her sick mother in New York, and had left her jiome in 
St. Louis, in that condition in which ladies who truly love their 
lords desire to be. The bahy was born in her mother’s house ; and 
she had not seen her husband (to whom she was now returning), 
for twelve months : having left him a month or two after their 
marriage. 

Well, to be sure, there never was a little woman so full of hope, 
and tenderness, and love,, and anxiety, as this little woman was: 
and all day long she wondered whether ‘ lie ’ would be at the 
wharf ; and whether ‘ He ’ had got her letter; and whether, if she 
sent the baby ashore by somebody else, ‘He’ would know it, 
meeting it in the street : which, seeing that he had never set eyes 
upon it in his life, was not very likely in the ahstrai't, but was ])ro- 
bahle enough, to the young mother. She was suc h ati artless little 
creature ; and was in such a sunny, heaniing, hopeful state ; and l(d 
out all this matt(‘r clinging close about her heart, so IVeely ; that all 
the other lady passengers entered into the si)irit of it as much as 
she ; and the ca[)tain (who heard all about it from his wife) was 
wondrous sly, 1 promise you : iiupiiring, every time we met at 
table, as in forgetfulness, whether she expected anybody to meet 
her at St. Louis, and whether she would want to go ashore the 
night we reached it (but he supposed she W(;uldn’t), and cutting 
many other dry jokes of that nature. There was one little weazen, 
dried-apple-faced old woman, who took occasion to doubt the con- 
stancy of husbands in such circumstanres of bereavement ; and 
there was another lady (with a lap-dog) old enough to moralize on 
tha lightness of human aftections, and yet not so old tluU she could 
help nursing the baby, now and then, or laughing ^^ith the rest, 
when the little woman called it by its father’s nanu', and asked it 
all manner of fantastic questions concerning him in the joy of her 
heart. 

It was something of a blow to the little wr)man, that vhen we 
were within twenty miles of our destination, it became clearly 
necessary to put this baby to b(‘d. Hut she got over it with the 
same good humour ; tied a handkerchief round her head ; and 
came out into the little gallery with the rest. Then, such an oracle 
as she became in reference to the localities ! and such facetious- 
ness as was displayed by the married ladies ! and such sympathy as 
was sho^^ n by the single ones ! and such peals of laughter as the 
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little woman herself (who would just as soon have cried) greeted 
every jest with 1 

At last, there were the lights of St. Louis, and here was the 
wharf, and those were the steps : and the little woman covering 
her face with her hands, and laughing (or seeming to laugli) more 
than ever, ran into her own cabin, and shut herself up. I have no 
doubt that in the charming inconsistency of such excitement, slie 
stopped her ears, lest she should hear ‘ Him ’ asking for her : but 
I did not see her do it. 

'I'hcn, a great crowd of pec)])le rushed on board, though the boat 
was not yet made fast, l)iit was wandering about, among the other 
boats, to final a landing-])lace : and everybody looked for the 
husbanel : and nobody saw liim : when, in the midst of us all — 
Heaven knows how she ever got tliere — there was the little woman 
clinging with both arms tiglit round the mick of a fine, good-looking, 
sturdy young fellow I and in a moment afterwards, there she was 
again, actually clai)i)mg her little hands for joy, as she dragged 
him through the small door of her small cabin, to look at the baby 
as he lay asleet) ! 

We went to a large hotel, called the Planter’s House : built like 
an English hos[)ital, with long [)«ssages and bare walls, and sky- 
lights above the room-doors for the free circulation of air. 'J'lu‘re 
were a great many boarders in it ; and as many lights si)ark]ed and 
glistened from the windows down into the street below, when we 
drove up, as if it had been illuminated on some occasion of 
rejoicing. It is an excellent house, and the proi)rietors have most 
bountiful notions of providing the creature comforts. Dining alone 
with my wife in our own room, one day, I counted fourteen dishes 
on the table at onc e. 

In the old French portion of the town, the thoroughfares are 
narrow and crooked, and some of the houses are very quaint and 
picturesque : being built C)f wood, with tumble-down galleries before 
the windows, ap])roachable by stairs or rather ladders from the 
street. There are queer little barbers’ shops and drinking-houses 
too, in this (tuarter; and abundance of crazy old tenements with 
blinking casements, such as may be seen in Flanders. Some of 
these ancient habitations, with high garret gable-windows perking 
into the roofs, have a kind of hh-ench shrug al)oiit them ; and being 
lop-sided with age, ai)pear to hold their heads askew, besides, 
as if they were grimacing in astonishment at the American Im- 
provements. 

It is hardly necessary to say, that these consist of wharfs and 
warehouses, and new buildings in all directions ; and of a great 
many vast plans ^\hich are still ‘progressing.’ Already, however, 
some very good houses, broad streets, and marble-fronted sho])s, 
have gone so far a-hcad as to l)e in a state of completion ; ami the 



146 AMERICAN NOTES 

town bids fair in a few years to improve considerably : though 
it is not likely ever to vie, in point of elegance or beauty, with 
Cincinnati. 

The Roman Catholic religion, introduced here by the early 
French settlers, ])re vails extensively. Among the public institutions 
arc a Jesuit college ; a convent for ‘ the Ladies of the Sacred 
Heart ; ’ and a large chapel attached to the college, which was in 
course of erection at the time of my visit, and was intended to be 
consecrated on the second of December in the next year, "J'hc 
architect of this building, is one of the reverend fathers of the 
sc hool, and the works proc'Ced under his sole direction. The organ 
will be sent from Ijelgium. 

In addition to these establishments, thcTe is a Roman (aitholic 
cathedral, dedicated to Saint Francis Xavier ; and a hospital, 
founded by tlie mimificcpcc of a deceased residcait, who was a 
member of that churcdi. It also sends missionaries from hence 
among the Indian tri])cs. 

Tlie Lhiitarian cluirch is represented, in llfis remote place, as in 
most other parts of America, by a geiitkanan of great worth and 
excellence. The ])oor have good reason to remember and bless it; 
for it befriends them, and aidsAhe cause of rational cdiu’ation, 
without any sectarian or selfish views. It is liberal in all its 
actions ; of kind construction ; and of wide bencvokaice. 

There are three free-schools already erected, and in full 0 [)eration 
in this city. A fourth is liuilding, and will soon be; opened. 

No man ever admits the unhealthiness of the place he dwells in 
(unless he is going away from it), and I sliall therefore, I have no 
doubt, be at issue with the inliabitants of St. Louis, in c|uestioning 
the perfect salubrity of its climate, and in hinting that 1 think it 
must rather dispose to fever, in the summer and autumnal seasons. 
Just adding, that it is very hot, lies among great rivers, and has 
vast tracts of undrained swainjiy land around it, I leave the reader 
to form his own opinion. 

As I had a great desire to sc'e a Prairie before turning back from 
the furthest point of my wanderings ; and as some gentlemen of 
the town had, in their hospitable cemsideration, an ecpial desire to 
gratify me ; a day was fixcal, before; my departure, for an expedition 
to the Looking-Glass J’rairie, which is within thirty miles of the 
town. Deeming it possible that my rc'aders may not object to 
know what kind of thing such a gil>sy ]>arty may he at that distance 
from liome, and among what sort of objects it moves, 1 will desciibe 
the jaunt in another clin])ter. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

A JAUNT TO THE LOOKING-GLASS PRAIRIE AND RACK 

I MAY premise that the word Prairie is variously pronounred 
faraacr^ parearcr^ and paroarer. The latter mode of pronunciation 
is perhaps the most in favour. 

We were fourteen in all, and all young men : inrleed it is a 
singular though very natural feature in the society of these distant 
settlements, that it is mainly composed of adventurous persons in 
the prime of life, and has very few grey heads among it. There 
were no ladies : the trip being a bitiguing one : and we were to start 
at five o’clock in the morning punctually. 

I was called at four, that I might be certain of kee])ing nobody 
waiting ; and having got some bread and milk for breakfast, threw 
up the window and looked down into the street, expecting to see 
the whole party busily astir, and great j)rej)arations going on below. 
Put as everything was very qiwet, and the street presented that 
hopeless aspect with which five o’clock in the morning is familiar 
elsewhere, I deemed it as well to go to bed again, and went 
accordingly. 

1 woke again at seven o’clock, and by that time the party had 
assembled, and were gathered round, one light carriage, with a 
very stout axletrce ; one something on wheels like an amateur 
carrier’s cart ; one double phaeton of great anticpiity and unearthly 
construction ; one gig with a great hole in its back and a broken 
head ; and one rider on horsebac:k who was to go on before. I 
got into the first coach with three companions ; the rest bestowed 
themselves in the other vehicles ; two large baskets were made fast 
to the lightest ; two large stone jars in wicker c'ases, technically 
known as deini-johns, were consigned to the ‘least rowdy’ of tlie 
party for safe-keejiing ; and the jirocession moved off to the ferry- 
boat, in which it w'as to cross the river bodily, men, horses, carriages, 
and all, as the manner in these parts is. 

\Ve got (3VLr the river in due course, and mustered again before 
a little w'ooden box on wheels, hove down all aslant in a morass, 
wfith ‘MERCHANT TAILOR’ painted in very large letters over the 
door. Having settled the order of ])roceeding, and the road to be 
taken, W'e started off once more and bc‘gan to make our w ay through 
an ill-favoured Plack Hollows called, less cxpressivelv, the American 
Bottom. 

The previous day had been — not to say hot, for the term is w eak 
and lukewarm in its pow er of conveying an idea of the temperature; 
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The town had been on fire ; in a blaze. But at night it had come 
on to rain in torrents, and all night long it had rained without 
cessation. We had a pair of very strong horses, but travelled at 
the rate of little more than a couple of miles an hour, through one 
unbroken slough of black mud and water. It had no variety but 
in depth. Now it was only half over the w’heels, now^ it hid the 
axletrce, and now the coach sank down in it almost to the windows. 
'I'hc air resounded in all directions with the loud chirping of the 
frogs, who, with the pigs (a coarse, ugly breed, as unwholesome- 
looking as though they were the spontaneous growth of the country), 
liad the whole scene to themseh^es. Here and there we passed a 
log hut : but the wretched cabins were wide apart and thinly 
scattered, for though the soil is very rich in this place, few pco])le 
can exist in such a deadly atmosphere. On either side of the track, 
if it deserve the name, was the thick ‘ bush ; ' and everywhere was 
stagnant, slimy, rotten, filthy water. 

As it is the custom in these parts to give a horse a gallon or so 
of cold water whenever he is in a foam with heat, we halted for 
that purpose, at a log inn in the wood, far removed from any other 
residence. It consisted of one room, bare roofed and bare-walled 
of course, with a loft above. The ministering ])riest was a swarthy 
young savage, in a shirt of cotton print like bed-furniture, and a 
jiair of ragged trousers. There w'cre a coujile of young boys, too, 
nearly naked, lying idle by the well ; and they, and he, and ///c 
traveller at the inn, turned out to look at us. 

The traveller was an old man with a grey gristly beard two 
inches long, a shaggy moustache of the same hue, and enormous 
eyebrows ; which almost obscured his lazy, semi-drunken glance, 
as he stood regarding us with folded arms : poising himself alter- 
nately upon his toes and heels. On being addresssd by one of the 
party, he drew nearer, and said, rubbing his chin (which scraj)ed 
under his horny hand like fresh gravel beneath a nailed shoe), that 
he was from Delaware, and bad lately I)ought a farm ‘ down there,^ 
pointing into one of the marshes where the stunted trees were 
thic kest. He was ‘ going,’ he added, to St. Louis, to fetch his 
family, whom he had left behind ; but he seemed in no great hurry 
to bring on these incumbrances, for when we moved away, he 
loitered back into the cabin, and was i)lainly bent on stopping tliere 
so long as his money lasted. He was a great politician of course, 
and explained his opinions at some length to one of our company ; 
but 1 only remember that he concluded with two sentiments, one 
of which was. Somebody for ever; and the other, Blast everybody 
else ! which is by no means a bad abstract of the general creed m 
these matters. 

When the horses were swollen out to about twice their natural 
dimensions (there seems to be an idcvi here, that this kind of 
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inflation improves their going), we went forward again, through 
mud and mire, and damp, and festering heat, and brake and bush, 
attended always by the music of the frogs and pigs, until nearly 
noon, when we halted at a place called Belleville. 

Belleville was a small collection of wooden houses, huddled 
together in the very heart of the busli and swamp. Many of them 
had singularly bright doors of red and yellow ; for the place had 
been lately visited by a travelling painter, ‘ who got along,' as I was 
told, ‘ by eating his way.' The criminal court was sitting, and was 
at that moment trying some criminals for horse-stealing : with whom 
it would most likely go hard : for live stock of all kinds being 
necessarily very much ex])Osed in the woods, is held by the com- 
munity in rather higher value than human life; and for this reason, 
juries generally make a ])oint of finding all men indicted for cattle- 
stealing, guilty, whether or no. 

The horses belonging to the bar, the judge, and witnesses, 
were tied to tcmt)orary racks set up roughly in the road ; by which 
is to be understood, a forest path, nearly knee-deep in mud and 
slime. 

There was an hotel in this jdace, which, like all hotels in 
America, had its large dining-room for the public table. It was 
an odd, shambling, low-roofed out-house, half-cowshed and half- 
kitchen, with a coarse brown canvas table-cloth, and tin sconces 
stuck against the walls, to hold candles at supj)er-tiine. The horse- 
man had gone forward to have coftee and some eatables prepared, 
and they were by this time nearly ready. He had ordered ‘ wheat- 
bread and chicken fixings,' in preference to ‘corn-bread and common 
doings.' The latter kind of refection includes only pork and bacon. 
The former comprehends broiled ham, sausages, veal cutlets, 
steaks, and siu h other viands of that nature as may be supposed, 
by a tolerably wide poetical construction, ‘to fix' a chicken 
jcomfortably in the digestive organs of any lady or gentleman. 

On one of the door-posts at this inn, was a tin plate, whereon 
was inscribed in characters of gold, ‘Doctor Crocus;’ and on a 
sheet of ]>aper, ])asted up by the side of this plate, was a written 
announcement that Dr. Crocus would that evening deliver a lecture 
on Phrenology for the benefit of the Belleville public ; at a charge, 
for admission, of so much a head. 

Straying up-stairs, during the preparation of the chicken fixings, I 
happened to pass the doctor’s chamber ; and as the door stood wide 
open, and the room was empty, I made bold to peep in. 

It was a bare, unfurnished, comfortless room, with an unframed 
portrait hanging up at the head of the bed ; a likeness, I take it, of 
the Doctor, for the forehead was fully displayed, and great stress 
was laid by the artist upon its j)hrcnological developments. The 
bed itself was covered with an old patch-work counterpane. The 
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room was destitute of carpet or of curtain. There %vas a damp 
fireplace without any stove, full of wood ashes ; a chair, and a very 
small table ; and on the last-named piece of furniture was displayed, 
in grand array, the doctor’s library, consisting of some half-dozen 
greasy old l)Ooks. 

Now, it certainly looked about the last apartment on the whole 
earth out of winc h any man would be likely to get anything to do 
him good. Ikit the door, as I have said, stood coaxingly 0])cn, and 
])lainly said in conjunction with the chair, the ])ortrait, the table, 
and the books, ‘ Walk in, gentlemen, walk in ! 1 )on’t be ill, gentle- 

men, when you maybe well in no time. Doctor Crocus is here, 
gentlemen, the celebrated Dr. Crocus! Dr. Crocus has come all 
this way to cure you, gentlemen. If you haven’t heard of Dr. 
Oocus, it’s your fault, gentlemen, who live a little way out of the 
world here : not Dr. Crocus’s, ^\alk in, gentlemen, walk in !’ 

In the passage below, when I went down-stairs again, was 
Dr. Crocus himself. A crowd had flocked in fmm the Court House, 
and a voice from among them called out to tlae landlord, ‘ Colonel ! 
introduce Doctor Crocus.’ 

‘ Mr. Dickens,’ says the colonel, ‘ Doctor ( h-ocus.’ 

Upon whicii Doctor Crocus, who is a tall, fine-looking Scotch- 
man, but rather fierce and warlike in ap])earan('e for a ])roft‘ssor of 
the peaceful art of healing, bursts out of the conc'ourse with his right 
arm extended, and his chest thrown out as far as it will jicssibly 
come, and says : 

‘ Vour countryman, sir ! ’ 

Whereupon Doctor Crocus and T shake hands: and Doctor 
Crocus looks as if I didn’t by any nutans realise) his cx[)ectations, 
which, in a linen blouse, and a great straw hat, with a green ribbon, 
and no gloves, and my face and nose ])rofusely ornamented with 
the stings of mosquitoes and tlie bites of hugs, it is very likely 
I did not. 

MiOng in these parts, sir?’ says I. 

‘Three or four months, sir,’ .says the Doctor. 

‘Do you think of soon returning to the old camntry?’ says I. 

Doctor Crocus makes no verbal answer, ])ut gives me an im- 
ploring look, which says so plainly ‘ Will you ask rnc that again, a 
little louder, if you j)lease?’ that I repeat the cjuestion. 

‘ Think of soon returning to the old country, sir I ’ repeats the 
I )octor. 

‘d’o the old country, sir,’ I rejoin. 

Doctor Oocus looks round upon the crowd to observe tlic effect 
he produces, rubs his hands, and says, in a very loud voice : 

‘ Not yet awhile, sir, not yet. You won’t catch me at that just 
yet, sir. I am a little too fond of freedom for that^ sir. I fa, ha ! 
It’s not so easy for a man to tear himself from a free country such 



THE PRAIRIE 151 

as this is, sir. Ha, ha! No, no! Ha, ha! None of that till 
one’s obliged to do it, sir. No, no 1 ’ 

As Doctor Crocus says these latter words, he shakes his head, 
knowingly, and laughs again. Many of the bystanders shake their 
heads in concert with the doctor, and laugh too, and look at each 
other as much as to say, ‘ A pretty bright and first-rate sort of clnip 
is Crocus ! ’ and unless I am very much mistaken, a good many 
people went to the lecture that night, who never thought about 
plirenology, or about Doctor Crocus cither, in all their lives before. 

From Belleville, we went on, through the same desolate kind of 
waste, and constantly attended, without the interval of a moment, 
by the same niusu' ; until, at three o’clock in the afternoon, we 
halted once more at a village called bebanon to inflate the horses 
again, and give them sonu^ corn besides : of whic'h they stood 
much in need. Pending this ceremom;, I walked into the village, 
where I met a full-si/ed dwelling-house coming down-hill at a round 
trot, drawn by a score or more of oxen. 

The public-house was so very clean and good a one, that the 
managers of the jaunt resolved to return to it and ])ut up tluae for 
the night, if possible. This course decided on, and the horses 
1)eing well refreshed, wo again pushed forward, and came \ipon the 
Prairie at sunset. 

It would be difficult to say why, or how — though it was possibly 
from having heard and read so miuii about it-- -but the eftect on me 
was disappointment. Looking towards the setting sun, there lay, 
stretched out before my view, a vast exi)ansc of level ground ; 
unbroken, save by one thin line of trees, whicii scarcely amounted 
to a scratch upon the great blank ; until it met the glowing sky, 
wherein it seemed to di]) : mingling with its rich colours, and 
mellowing in its distant blue, d'hcre it lay, a tranquil sea or lake 
without water, if such a simile be admissible, ^^ilh the dav going 
down uj)on it : a few birds wheeling here and there' : and solitude 
and silenc'c reigning paramount around. But tlie grass was not yet 
high; there were bare black patches on the ground; and the few 
wild flowers that the eye could see, were poor and sc'anty. (Ireat 
as the picture wais, its very flatness and extent, whic h left nothing to 
the imagination, tamed it down and cramped its interest. 1 felt 
little of that sense of freedom and exhilaration whi(*h a vSeottish 
heath insjarcs, or even our English downs awaken. It was lonely 
and wild, but oi)pressive in its barren monotony. 1 felt that in 
traversing the Prairies, I could neven* abandon myself to the scene, 
forgetful of all else; as I should do instincdively, w’cre the heather 
underneath my feet, or an iron-bound coast beyond ; but should 
often glance towxards the distant and frequently-receding lino of the 
horizon, and wash it gained and passed. It is not a scene to be 
forgotten, but it is scarcely one, I think (at all events, as I saw it), 
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to remember with much pleasure, or to covet the looking-on again, 
in after-life. 

We encamped near a solitary log-house, for the sake of its water, 
and dined upon the plain. The baskets contained roast fowls, 
buffiilo’s tongue (an exquisite dainty, by the way), ham, bread, 
cheese, and butter ; biscuits, champagne, sherry ; lemons and sugar 
for i)unch ; and abundance of rough ice. The meal 'svas delicious, 
and the entertainers were the soul of kindness and good humour. 
I have often recalled tliat cheerful party to my pleasant recollection 
sinc e, and shall not easily forget, in junketings nearer home with 
friends of older date, my boon companions on the Prairie. 

Returning to Lebanon that night, we lay at the little inn at which 
we had halted in the afternoon. In point of cleanliness and ccjm- 
fort it would have suffered by no com})arison with any English 
alehouse, of a homely kind, in England. 

Rising at five o’clock next morning, I took a walk about the 
village ; none of the houses were strolling about to-day, but it was 
early for them )et, perhajis : and tlu n amused myself by lounging 
in a kind of farm-yard behind the tavern, of which the leading 
features were, a strange jumble of rough sheds for staliles : a rude 
colonnade, built as a cool })lace of summer resort ; a deej) well ; a 
grcxit earthen mound for k('ei)ing vegetables in, in winter time ; and 
a pigeon-house, wliose little apertures looked, as they do in all 
I)igeon-houses, very much too small for the admission of the plump 
and swelling-breasted birds who were strutting a1.)Out it, though they 
tried to gel in never so hard. That interest exhausted, I took a 
survey of the inn’s two parlours, which w'ere decorated w’ith coloured 
I)rints of W'cLshington, and President Madison, and of a white-faced 
young lady (much s[)cckled by the Hies), w ho held up her gold neck- 
chain for the admiration of the spectator, and informed all admiring 
comers that she was ‘Just Seventeen:’ although 1 should have 
thought her older. In the best room were two oil portraits of the 
kit-cat size, re])resenting the landlord and his infant son ; both look- 
ing as bold as lions, and staring out of the canvas with an intensity 
that w'ould have been cheap at any price. They w'ere painted, I 
tliink, by the artist who had touclied ujj the Belleville doors w’ith red 
and gold ; for I seemed to recognise his style immediately. 

After breakfast, wx* started to return by a different w^ay from that 
winch wc had taken yesterday, and coming up at ten o’clock w’ith an 
encampment of Cierman emigrants carrying their goods in carts, who 
had made a rousing fire which they were just quitting, stopped there 
to refresh. And very jdeasant the fire was; for, hot though it had 
been )esterday, it was quite cold to-day, and the wind blcwv keenly. 
Looming in the distance, as we rode along, wvas another of the 
ancient Indian burial-places, called The Monks’ Mound ; in memory 
of a body of fanatics of the order of La Trappe, who founded a 
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desolate convent there, many years ago, when there were no settlers 
within a thousand miles, and were all swept off by the pernicious 
climate : in which lamentable fatality, few rational people will sup- 
pose, perhaps, that society experienced any very severe deprivation. 

I'he track of to-day had the same features as the track of yester- 
day. There was the swamp, the bush, and the perpetual chorus of 
frogs, the rank unseemly growth, the unwholesome steaming earth. 
Here and there, and frc([ucntly too, we encountered a solitary 
broken-down waggon, full of some new settler’s goods. It was a 
pitiful sight to see one of these vehicles deep in the mire ; the axle- 
tree broken ; the wheel lying idly by its side ; the man gone miles 
away, to look for assistance ; the woman seated among their wander- 
ing liousehold gods with a baby at her breast, a picture of forlorn, 
dejected patience ; the team of oxen crouching down mournfully in 
the mud, and breathing forth such clouds of vapour from their 
mouths and nostrils, that all the damj) mist and fog around seemed 
to have come direct from them. 

In due time we mustered once again before the merchant tailor’s, 
and having done so, crossed over to the city in the ferry-boat ; 
passing, on the way, a spot called Bloody Island, the duelling- 
ground of St. Louis, and so designated in honour of the last fatal 
combat fought thcu*e, which was with pistols, breast to breast. Both 
combatants fell dead upon the ground ; and jx)ssibly some rational 
])eople may think of them, as of the gloomy madmen on the Monks’ 
Mound, that they were no great loss to the community. 


CIIALTER XIV 

RETURN TO CINCINNATI. A STAGE-COACH RIDE FROM THAT CITY 
TO COLUMIIUS, AND THENCE TO SANDUSKY. SO, DV LAKE 
ERIE, TO THE FALLS OF NIAGARA 

As I had a desire to travel through the interior of tlie state of Ohio, 
and to * strike the lakes,’ as the phrase is, at a small town called 
Sandusky, to which that route would conduct us on our way to 
Niagara, we had to return from St. Louis by the way we had come, 
and to retrace our former track as far as Cincinnati. 

The day on which we were to take leave of St. Louis being very 
fine ; and the steamboat, which was to have started I don’t know 
how early in the morning, postponing, for the third or fourth time, 
her dei)arture until ihe afternoon ; we rode forward to an old French 
village on the river, called properly Carondelet, and nicknamed 
Vide Poche, and arranged that the packet should call for-us there. 
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The place consisted of a few poor cottages, and two or three 
public-houses ; the state of whose larders certainly seemed to justify 
the second designation of the village, for there was nothing to eat in 
any of them. At length, however, by going back some half a mile 
or so, we found a solitary house where ham and coffee were pro- 
curable ; and there we tarried to wait the advent of the boat, which 
would come in sight from the green before the door, a long way 
off. 

It was a neat, unpretending village tavern, and we took our 
repast in a ([uaint little room with a bed in it, decorated with some 
old oil ])aintings, which in their time had probably done duty in 
a Catholic chai)el or monastery. The fare was very good, and 
served with great cleanliness. The house was kc\)t by a characteristic 
old couple, with whom wc had a long talk, and who were perhaps a 
very good sample of that kind of people in tlie AVest. 

d'he landlord was a dry, tough, hard-faced old fellow (not so very 
old cither, for he was but just turned sixty, I should tliink), who 
had been out with the militia in the last war with Kngland, and had 
seen all kinds of service, — e.xcept a battle ; and he had l)e(*n very 
near seeing that, he added: very near, lie had all Ihs life been 
restless and loc'omotive, with an irresistible desire for change ; and 
was still the son of his old self : for if he had nothing to keep him 
at home, he said (slightly jerking his hat and his thumb towards tlic 
\viiidow' of the room in which tlie old lady sat, as we stood talking 
in front of the house), he would clean up his musket, and be off to 
Texas to-morrow morning. He was one of the very many 
descendants of ("ain proper to this continent, who seem destined 
from their birth to serve as jjioneers in the great human army : wlio 
gladly go on from year to year extending its outposts, and leaving 
home after home behind them ; and die at last, utterly regardless of 
their graves being left thousands of miles behind, by the wandering 
generation who succeed. 

His wife was a domesticated, kind-hearted old soul, who had 
come with him, ‘ from the queen city of the world,' which, it 
seemed, was rhiladclphia ; but had no love for tliis Western 
country, and indeed had little reason to bear it any ; having seen 
her children, one by one, die here of fever, in the full prime and 
beauty of their youth. Her heart was sore, she said, to think of 
them ; and to talk on this theme, even to strangers, in that ])lighted 
place, so far from her old home, eased it somewhat, and became a 
melancholy pleasure. 

The boat ajjpearing towards evening, we ])ade adieu to the poor 
old lady and her vagrant spouse, and making for the nearest landing- 
place, were soon on board 'fhe Messenger again, in our old cabin, 
and steaming down the Mississip>pi. 

If the coming up this river, slowly making head against the 
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stream, be an irksome journey, the shooting down it with the 
turbid current is almost worse; for then the boat, proceeding at 
the rate of twelve or fifteen miles an hour, has to force its passage 
through a labyrinth of floating logs, which, in the dark, it is often 
impossible to see beforehand or avoid. All that night, the l)ell was 
never silent for five minutes at a time; and after every ring the 
vessel reeled again, sometimes beneath a single blow, sometimes 
beneath a dozen dealt in quick succession, the lightest of which 
seemed more than enough to beat in her frail keel, as though it had 
been pie-crust. T.ooking down upon the filthy river after dark, it 
seemed to he alive with monsters, as these black masses rolled 
upon the siidace, or came starting up again, h(‘ad first, when the 
boat, in iiloughing her way among a shoal of such obstiuctions, 
drove a few among them for the moment under water. Sometimes 
the engine stopped during a long interval, and then before her and 
behind, and gathering close about her on all sides, were so many of 
these ill-favoured obstacles that she was fairly hemmed in ; the 
centre of a floating island; and was constrained to pause until they 
parted, somewhere, as dark clouds will do before the w’ind, and 
opened by dc^grees a channel out. 

In good time next morning, ItOw'ever, w'c came again in sight of 
the detestable morass called Cairo ; and stopjmig there to take in 
W’ood, lay alongside a barge, whose starting timbers scarce!}’ held 
together. It was moored to the bank, and on its side was painted 
Coffee House;’ that being, f sui)])ose, the floating paradise to 
W'hich the people fly for shelter when they lose their houses for a 
month or two beneath the hideous waters of the Mississippi. But 
looking southw’ard from this ])oint, w’c had the satisHction of seeing 
that intolerable river dragging its slimy length and ugly freight 
abruj)tly off towards New' Orleans : and passing a yellow^ line W’hich 
stretched across the current, w'ere again upon tlie clear Ohio, never, 
I trust, to see the Mississi{)])i more, saving in troubled dreams and 
nightmares. Leaving it for th(‘ coin])any of its s])arkling neighbour, 
w^as like the transition from pain to ease, or the awakening from a 
horrible vision to cheerful realities. 

' We arrived at T.ouisville on Uie fourth night, and gladly availed 
ourselves ol its excellent hotel. Next day we went on in the Ben 
Franklin, a beautiful mail steamboat, and reached (.-incinnati shortly 
after midnight. Being by this time nearly tired of sleeping upon 
shelves, w^e bad remained awake to go ashore straightway ; and 
groping a passage across the dark dec ks of other boats, and among 
labyrinths of engine-machinery and leaking casks of molasses, we 
reached the streets, knocked up the ])Orter at the hotel where we 
had stayed before, and were, to our great joy, safely housed soon 
afterwards. 

We rested but one day at Cincinnati, and then resumed our 
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journey to Sandusky. As it comprised two varieties of stage-coach 
travelling, which, with those I have already glanced at, comprehend 
the main characteristics of this mode of transit in America, I will 
take the reader as our fellow-passenger, and pledge myself to perform 
the distance with all possible despatch. 

Our place of destination in the first instance is Columbus. It is 
distant about a hundred and twenty miles from Cincinnati, but there 
is a macadamised road (rare blessing !) the whole way, and the rate 
of travelling upon it is six miles an hour. 

We start at eight o’clock in the morning, in a great mail-('oach, 
whose huge cheeks are so very ruddy and plethoric, that it aj^pears 
to be troubled with a tendency of blood to the head. Dropsical it 
certainly is, for it will hold a dozen passengers inside. But, 
wonderful to add, it is very clean and bright, being nearly new ; 
and rattles through the streets of Cincinnati gaily. 

Our way lies through a beautiful country, richly cultivated, and 
luxuriant in its promise of an abundant harvest. Sometimes we 
])ass a field where the strong bristling stalks of Indian corn look 
like a crop of walking-sticks, and sometimes an enclosure where 
the green wheat is springing up among a labyrinth of stumps; the 
primitive worm-fence is universal, and an ugly thing it is; but 
the farms are neatly kept, and, save for these differences, one might 
be travelling just now in Kent. 

)Ve often stop to water at a roadside inn, which is always dull 
and silent. I'he coachman dismounts and fills his bucket, and 
holds it to the horses^ heads. There is scarcely ever any one to 
lielp him ; there are seldom any loungers standing round ; and 
never any stable-company with jokes to crack. Sometimes, when 
we have c'hanged our team, there is a difficulty in starting again, 
arising out of the prevalent mode of l)reaking a young horse : 
which is to catc h him, harness him against his will, and i)ut him in 
a stage-coach without further notice : hut we get on somehow or 
other, after a great many kicks and a violent struggle ; and jog on 
as before again. 

Occasionally, when we stop to cJiange, some two or three half- 
drunken loafers will come doitering out with their hands in their 
pockets, or will be seen kicking their heels in rocking-chairs, or 
lounging on the window-sill, or sitting on a rail within the colonnade : 
they have not often anything to say though, either to us or to each 
other, but sit there icily staring at the coach and horses. The 
landlord of the inn is usually among them, and seems, c/ all the 
party, to be the least connected with the l)usiness of the house. 
Indeed he is with reference to the tavern, wiiat the driver is in 
relation to the coach and passengers : whatever haj)pens in his 
sphere of action, he is cj^uite indifferent, and perfectly easy in his 
mind. 
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The frequent change of coachmen works no change or variety 
in the coachman’s character. He is always dirty, sullen, and 
taciturn. If he be capable of smartness of any kind, moral or 
j)hysical, he has a ficulty of concealing it which is truly marvellous. 
He never speaks to you as you sit beside him on the box, and if 
you speak to him, he answers (if at all) in monosyllables. He 
])oints out nothing on the road, and seldom looks at anything : 
being, to all appearance, thoroughly weary of it and of existence 
generally. As to doing the honours of his coach, his business, as 
1 have said, is with the horses. 'I'he coach follows because it is 
attached to them and goes on wheels : not because you are in it. 
Sometimes, towaids the end of a long stage, he suddenly breaks 
out into a discordant fragment of an election song, but his face 
never sings along with him : it is only his voice, and not often that. 

He always chews and always spits, and. never encumbers himself 
with a pocket-handkerchief. The consequences to the box ])assengcr, 
especially when the wind blows towards him, are not agreeable. 

Whenever the coach stops, and you can hear the voices of the 
inside passengers ; or whenever any bystander addresses them, or 
any one among them; or they address each other; you will hear 
one phrase repeated over and wer and over again to the most 
extraordinary extent. It is an ordinary and unpromising jihrase 
enough, being neither more nor less than ^Yes, sir;’ but it is 
adapted to every variety of circumstance, and fills up every pause 
in the conversation. Thus : — 

The time is one o’clock at noon. The scene, a place where we 
are to stay and dine, on this journey. The coach drives up to the 
door of an inn. The day is warm, and there are several idlers 
lingering about the tavern, and waiting for the public dinner. 
Among them, is a stout gentleman in a brown hat, swinging himself 
to and fro in a rocking-chair on the ])avcment. 

As the coach stops, a gentleman in a straw hat looks out of 
the window : 

Straw Hat. (To the stout gentleman in the rocking-chair.) 
I reckon that’s Judge Jefferson, an’t it ? 

Brown Hat. (Still swinging; speaking very slowly ; and with- 
out any emotion whatever.) Yes, sir. 

Straw Hat. \\arm weather. Judge. 

Brown Hat, ^T\s, sir. 

S rRAW Hat. 'J'hcre was a snap of cold, last week. 

Brown Hat. Yes, sir. 

Straw Hat. ‘W.'s, sir. 

A pause. They look at each other, very seriously. 

Straw Hat. I calculate you’ll have got through that case of 
the corporation, Judge, by this time, now? 

Brown PIat. * Yes, sir. 
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Straw Kat. How did the verdict go, sir ? 

Brown Hat. For the defendant, sir. 

Straw Hat. (Interrogatively.) Yes, sir ? 

Brown Hat. (Affirmatively.) Yes, sir. 

Both. (Musingly, as each gazes down the street.) Yes, sir. 

Another pause. They look at each other again, still more 
seriously than before. 

Brown PIai'. This coach is rather behind its time to-day, I 
guess. 

Straw Hat. (Doubtingly.) Yes, sir. 

Brown Hat. (Looking at his watch.) Yes, sir; nigh upon 
two hours. 

Straw Hat. (Raising his eyebrows in very great .surprise.) 
Yes, sir ! 

Brown Hap. (Decisively, as he puts up his wateh.) Yes, sir. 

All the other inside Passengers. (Among themselves.) 
Yes, sir. 

Coachman. (In a very surly tone.) No it an’t. 

Straw Hat. (Vo the coachman.) Wcdl, I don’t know, sir. We 
were a pretty tall time coming that last fifteen mile. I'hat’s a fact. 

The coachman making no repjy, and plainly declining to enter 
into any controversy on a .subject so far removcTl from his sympathies 
and feelings, another [jassenger .says, ‘ Ves, sir ; ’ and the gentleman 
in the straw hat in acknowledgment of his courtesy, says ‘ Yes, sir,’ 
to him, in return. The straw hat then in([uires of the brown 
hat, whether that coac'h in which he (the straw hat) then sits, is not 
a new one? To which the brown hat again makes answer, ‘ Ye.s, 
sir.’ 

Straw Hat. I thought so. Pretty loud smell of varnish, sir? 

Brown Hat. Yes, sir. 

At.l the other inside I’a.ssengkrs. Yes, sir. 

Brown JIap. (To the company in general. j Yes, sir. 

"J’he conversational j>ower.s of the com])any having been by this 
time pretty heavily taxed, the straw hat opens the door and gets 
out ; and all the rest alight also. \\Y dine soon afterwards with 
the boarders in the house, and have nothing to drink but tea and 
coffee. As they are botli very bad and the water is worse, I ask 
for brandy; but it is a Temperance Hotel, and sjnrits are not to 
be had for love or money. This preposterous fon'ing of unpleasant 
drinks down the reluctant tliroats of travell(‘rs is not at all uncommon 
in America, but I never discovered that the scruples of such wincing 
landlords induced them to jjreserve any unusually nice balance 
between the quality of their fare, and their scale of ( barges : on 
the contrnry, 1 rather susj)ected them of diminishing the one and 
exalting tlic* other, by way of recompense for the loss of their profit 
on the sale of spirituous li(piors. After all, peilKq)s, the plainest 
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course for persons of such tender consciences, would be, a total 
aljstinence from tavern-keeping. 

Dinner over, we get into another vehicle which is ready at the 
door (for the c'oach has been changed in the interval), and resume 
our journey ; which continues through the same kind of country 
until evening, when we come to the town where we are to stop for 
tea and sup])er ; and having delivered the mail bags at the Tost- 
office, ride through tlie usual wide street, lined with the usual stores 
and houses (the drapers always having hung up at their door, by 
way of sign, a ])iece of bright red cloth), to the hotel where this 
meal is jnepared. 'fherc being many boarders here, we sit down, 
a large part)', and a very melancholy one as usual. But there is a 
buxom hostess at the head of the table, and opposite, a simple 
AVelsh schoolmaster ^^'ith his wife and child ; who came here, on 
a sj)eculation of greater promise than performance, to teach the 
classics : and they are sufficient subjects of interest until the meal 
is over, and another coach is ready. In it we go on once more, 
lighted by a bright moon, until midnight ; when we stop to change 
the coach again, and remain for half an hour or so in a miserable 
room, with a blurred lithograph of Washington over the smoky fire- 
j)lace, and a mighty jug of cold ^¥ater on the table : to which refresh- 
ment the moody passengers do so apply themselves that they would 
seem to be, one and all, keen ])atients of Dr. Sangrado. Among 
them is a yevy little boy, who chew's tobacco like a very big one; 
and a droning gentleman, w'ho talks arithmetic ally and statistically 
on all subjects, from ])oetry dowinvards; and who alwa)s speaks in 
the same key, with exactly the same em])hasis, and with very grave 
deliberation, lie came outside just now*, and told me how' that 
the uncle of a c'ertain young lady who had been spirited away 
and married by a c'ertain ('aj)tain, lived in these parts; and how 
this uncle was so valiant and ferocious that lie shouldn’t w'onder if 
he w'cre to follow^the said c'aptain to England, ‘and shoot him down 
in the street wherever he found him; 'in the feasibility of whic'h 
strong measure I, being for the moment rather ])rone to con- 
tradiction, from feeling half asleep and very tired, declined lo 
acquiesce : assuring him that if the uncle did resort to it, or gratified 
any other little whim of the like nature, he wxnild find himself one 
morning prematurely tlirottled at the Old Bailey : ai.id that he would 
do w'cll to make his will before he went, as he would certainly W'ant 
it before he had been in Britain very long. 

On w'c go, all night, and by-anebby the day begins to break, and 
presently the first cheerful rays of the warm sun come slanting on 
us brightly. It sheds its light upon a miserable waste of sodden 
grass, and dull tree:>, and S(|ualid huts, whose asjiect is forlorn and 
grievous in the last degree. A very desert in the wood, whose 
growdh of green is dank and noxious like that upon the top of 
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standing water ; where poisonous fungus grows in the rare footprint 
on the oozy ground, and sprouts like witches' coral, from the 
crevices in the cabin wall and floor ; it is a hideous thing to lie 
upon the very threshold of a city. But it was purchased years ago, 
and as the owner cannot be discovered, the State has been unable 
to reclaim it. So there it remains, in the midst of cultivation and 
improvement, like ground accursed, and made obscene and rank by 
some great crime. 

We reached Columbus shortly before seven o’clock, and stayed 
there, to refresh, that day and night : having excellent apartments 
in a very large unfinished hotel called the Neill House, which were 
richly fitted with the jiolished wood of the black walnut, and opened 
on a handsome portico and stone verandah, like rooms in some 
Italian mansion. The town is clean and pretty, and of course is 
‘ going to be ’ much larger^ It is the seat of the State legislature of 
Ohio, and lays claim, in consequence, to some consideration and 
imjiortance. 

There being no stage-coach next day, upon tlie road we wished 
to take, I hired ‘an extra,’ at a reasonable ('harg(', to carry us to 
'riffin ; a small town from wheiK'e there is a railroad to Sandusky. 
Tliis extra was an ordinary four-horse stage-coach, such as I have 
described, changing horses and drivers, as the stage-coach would, 
but was exclusively our own for the journey, d'o ensure our having 
horses at the proj)er stations, and being incommoded by no strangers, 
the proprietors sent an agent on the box, who was to accomi)any us 
the whole way through; and thus attended, and bearing with us, 
besides, a hamper full of savoury cold meats, and fruit, and wine, 
we started off again in high sjnrils, at half-past six o’clock next 
morning, very much delighted to be by ourselves, and disposed to 
enjoy even the roughest journey. 

It was well for us, that we were in this humour, for the road we 
went over that day, was certainly enough to have shaken tempers 
that were not resolutely at Set fair, ilown to some inches below 
Stormy. At one time we were all flung together in a heap at the 
bottom of the coach, and at another we were crushing our heads 
against the roof. Now, one side was down dei:p in the mire, and 
we w(‘re holding on to the other. Now, the ('oach was lying on the 
tails of the two >vheelers ; and now it was rearing iq) in the air, in a 
frantic state, with all four horses standing on tlie top of an insur- 
mountable eminence, looking coolly back at it, as though they 
would say ‘ Unharness us. It can’t be done.’ The drivers on 
these roads, who certainly get over the ground in a manner which 
is quite miraculous, so twist and turn the team about in forcing a 
passage, corkscrew fashion, through the bogs and swamjjs, that it 
was quite a common circumstance on looking out of the window, to 
see the coachman with the ends of a pair of reins in his hands, 
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apparently driving nothing, or playing at horses, and the leaders 
staring at one unexpectedly from the back of the coach, as if they 
had some idea of getting up behind. A great portion of the way 
was over what is called a corduroy road, which is made by throwing 
trunks of trees into a marsh, and leaving them to settle tlurc. The 
very slightest of the jolts with which the ponderous carriage fell 
from log to log, was enough, it seemed, to have disloc ated all tlie 
bones in the human Ijody. It would be impossible to experience a 
similar set of sensations, in any other circumstances, unless perhaps 
in attempting to go up to the top of St. raul’s in an omnibus. 
Never, never once, tliat day, was the coach in any i)osition, attitude, 
or kind of motion to whicli we are ac customed in coac:hes. Never 
did it make the smallest a])])roach to one’s e\])erience of the pro- 
ceedings of any sort of vehicle tliat goes on wheels. 

Still, it was a fine day, and the temperature was delicious, and 
though we had left Summer behind us in the west, and were fast 
leaving S]iring, we were moving towards Niagara and home. W"e 
alighted in a pleasant wood towards the middle of the day, dined 
on a fallen tree, and h aving our best fragments with a cottagea*, and 
our worst with the pigs (who swarm in this part of the country like 
grains of sand on the sc'a-shoie, ^ the great comfort of our commis- 
sariat in Canada), we went forward again, gaily. 

As night came on, the track grew narrowe r and narrower, until at 
last it so lost itself among the trees, that the driver seemed to find 
his w’^ay by instinct. We had the comfort of knowing, at least, that 
there was no danger of his falling asleep, for every now' and then a 
w'hecl would strike against an unseen stump w'ith suc h a jerk, that 
he was fain to hold on ])retty tight and pretty c[uick, to keep himself 
upon the box. Nor was there any reason to dread the least danger 
from furious driving, inasmuch as over that liroken ground the 
horses had enough to do to w'alk ; as to sliying, there was no room 
for that ; and a head of w'ild clejihants could not have run aw'ay in 
such a wood, with such a coach at their heels. So we stumbled 
along, cjuite satisfied. 

Tliese stumiis of trees are a curious feature in American travelling. 
'Fhe \arying illusions they present to the unaccustomed eye as it 
grows dark, are cpiite astemishing in their number and reality. 
Now', there is a Grecian urn cTccted in the centre of. a lonely tield ; 
now there is a w'oman w'ceping at a tomb ; now^ a very common- 
place old gentleman in a white W'aistcoat, with a thumb thrust into 
eacli arm-hole of his coal ; now^ a student jioring on a book ; now a 
croiR'.hing negro; now', a liorse, a dog, a cannon, an armed man ; a 
hunch-back throwing off liis cloak and stepjiing forth into the light. 
They W'cre often as entertaining to me as so many glasses in a 
magic lantern, and never look their shajies at my bidding, but 
seemed to force themselves upon me, whether I would or no ; and 

M 
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strange to say, I sometimes recognised in them counterparts of 
figures once familiar to me in pictures attached to childish books, 
forgotten long ago. 

It soon became too dark, however, even for this amusement, and 
the trees were so c lose together that their dry branches rattled against 
the coach on either side, and obliged us all to keep our heads within. 
It lightened too, for three whole hours ; each flash being very bright, 
and Idiie, and long ; and as the vivid streaks came darting in among 
the crowded branches, and the thunder rolled gloomily above the 
tree tops, one could scarcely help thinking that there were better 
neighbourhoods at such a time than thick woods afforded. 

At length, between ten and eleven o’clock at night, a few feeble 
lights appeared in the distaiic'e, and Up[)er Sandusky, an Indian 
village, where we were to stay till morning, lay before us. 

They were gone to bed at the log Inn, which was the only house 
of entertainment in the place, but soon answered to our knocking, 
and got some tea for us in a sort of kitchen or common room, 
tai)estried witli old newspapers, i)asted against the wall. The bed- 
chamber to which my wife and I were shown, was a large, low, ghostly 
room ; with a ciuanlity of withered branches on the hearth, and two 
doors without any fastening, opporlte to eac'h olh.er, both oj)ening 
on the black night and wild country, and so contrived, that one of 
Them always blew the other open : a novelty in domestic architec- 
ture, whicli I do not remember to have seen before, and which I 
was somewhat disconcerted to have forced on my attention after 
getting into I)ed, as I had a considerable sum in geld for our travel- 
ling expenses, in my dressing-(\ase. Some of the luggage*, however, 
t)iled against the panels, soon settled this difficully, and my sleep 
would not have been very miu'h affected that night, 1 believe, though 
it had fluled to do so. 

My Boston friend climbed up to bed, somewhere in the roof, 
where another guest was already snoring hugely. But being bitten 
beyond his power of (aidurance, he turned out again, and lied for 
shelter to the coach, which was airing itself in front of the house. 
This was not a very ])olitic step, as it turned out ; for the ])igs scenting 
him, and looking upon the coach as a kind of j)ie with some manner 
of meat inside, grunted round it so hideously, that he was afraid to 
come out again,, and lay tliere sliivering, till morning. Nor was it 
]) 0 ssible to warm him, when he did come out, by means of a glass 
of brandy : for in Indian villages, the legislature, with a very good 
and wise intention, forbids the sale of spirits by tavern keepers. 
The precaution, howevt r, is (juitc inefficacious, for the Indians never 
fail to [)r(>f lire Ii([uor of a worse kind, at a dearer j)ri('e, from travel- 
ling pedlars. 

It is a settlement of the Wyandot Indians who inhabit this place. 
Among the company at breakfast was a mild old gentleman, who 
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had been for many years employed by the United States Govern- 
ment in conducting negotiations with the Indians, and who had 
just concluded a treaty with these people by which they bound 
themselves, in consideration of a certain annual sum, to remove 
next year to some land provided for them, west of the Mississippi, 
and a little way beyond St. Louis, lie gave me a moving account 
of their strong attachment to the familiar scenes of their infancy, 
and in particular to the burial-i)laces of their kindred ; and of their 
great reluctance to leave them. lie had witnessed many such 
removals, and always with pain, though he knew that they departed 
for their own good. 'Lhe question whether this tribe should go or 
stay, had been discussed among them a day or two before, in a 
hut erected for the purpose, the logs of winch still lay upon the 
ground before the inn. AVhen the sj)eaking was done, the ayes 
and noes were ranged on op])Osite sides, and every male adult 
voted in his turn. The moment the result was known, the minority 
(a large one) cheerfully )ielded to the rest, and withdrew all kind 
of opposition. 

AVe met some of these poor Indians afterwards, riding on shaggy 
j)onies. They were so like the meaner sort of gipsies, that if I 
could have se(‘n any of them in F.«igland, 1 should have comduded, 
as a matter of ('ourse, that they belonged to that v/andcring and 
restless people. 

Leaving this town directly after breakfast, we imshed forward 
again, over a rather worse road than yesterday, if ])Ossible, and 
arrived about noon at Tidin, where we parted with the extra. At 
two o’clock we took the railroad ; the travelling on which was very 
slow, its construction being indifterent, and the ground wet and 
marshy ; and arrived at Sandusky in time to dine that evening. 
AA^e put u]) at a c'omfortable little hotel on the brink of I.ake Erie, 
lay there that night, and had no choice but to wait there next day, 
until a steamboat bound for Ihiflalo a])peared. The town, which 
was sluggish and uninterestijig enough, was something like the back 
of an English watering-])lace, out of the season. 

Our host, who was very attentive and anxious to make us r'om- 
fortablc, was a handsome middle-aged man, who had come to this 
town from New England, in which part of the ro\intry he was 
‘raiscil.’ AVluai 1 say that he constantly walked ii'i.and out of the 
room with his hat on ; and stopped to converse in the some free- 
and-easy state ; and lay down on our sofa, and pulled his ncws[)aper 
out of his pocket, and read it at his ease ; I merely mention these 
traits as characteristic of the country : not at all as being matter 
of comj)laint, or as having been disagreeable to me. 1 should 
undoubtedly be oifended by such i>roceedings at home, because 
there they are not the custom, and where they are not, they would 
be impertinencies; but in America, the only desire of a good-* 
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naturerl fellow of this kind, is to treat his guests hospitably and 
well ; and I had no more right, and I can truly say no more dis- 
position, to measure his conduct by our Englisli rule and standard, 
than I had to quarrel with him for not being of the exact stature 
whii'li would qualify him for admission into the Queen's grenadier 
guards. As little inclination had I to find fault with a funny old 
lady who was an u])per domestic in this establishment, and who, 
when she came to wait upon us at any meal, sat herself down com- 
fortably in the most convenient chair, and producing a large pin 
to pick her teeth with, remained ])erf()rming that ceremony, and 
steadfastly n^gardingus meanwhile with much gravity and composure 
(now and then pressing us to eat a little more), until it was time to 
clear away. It was enough for us, that whatever we wished done 
was done witli great civility and readiness, and a dc'sire to oblige, 
not only here, but everyNyhere else ; and that all our wants were, 
in general, zealously anticipated. 

AVe were taking an early dinner at this house, on the day after 
our arrival, which was Sunday, when a steamboat came in sight, 
and i)resently touched at the wharf. As slie proved to be on her 
way to Ikiffalo, we hurried on board with all speed, and soon left 
Sandusky far behind us. 

She was a large vessel of five hundrc'd tons, and handsomely 
fitted Uj), though with high-jwesMire engines; which always con- 
vened that kind of feeling to me, whic'li I should be likely to 
experience, I think, if 1 had lodgings on the lirst-lloor of a powder- 
mill. She was ladeai with flour, some (asks of which commodity 
were stored uj)()n the deck, d'he < aptain ('oming u[) to have a 
little conversation, and to Introdiu'e a friend, seated himself astride 
of one of these barrels, like a Bacehus of jU'ivate life ; and pulling 
a great clasp-knife out of his po(_la-t, began to ‘wliittle' it as he 
talked, ])y ])aring thin slices (aff the edges. And he whittled with 
such industry and hearty good will, that luit for his being called 
aw’ay very soon, it must have (lisaf)pcarc(l bodily, and left nothing 
in its place but grist and sba\ings. 

After calling at om; or two Hal ])laces, willi low dams stretching 
out into the lake, whereon wen: stumpy lighthouses, like windmills 
without sails, th(' whole looking like a Dutch vignette, wa* came at 
midnight to (dgveland, where we lay all night, and until nine o'clock 
next morning. 

I entertained quite a curiosity in reference to this jdace, from 
having seen at Sandusky a speeiinea of its literature in the sliaiJO 
of a newspaper, wdiich was very stnjng indeed u{ion the suhj(jct of 
L(ml Ashburton’s r<a:ent arrival at W 'asliington, to adjust tlie points 
in dispute ])etw'ecn the United States (loverniuent and (Jnxit 
Britain: informing its readers that as Anuaica had ‘whipped' 
England in her infancy, and whipped her again in her youth, so 
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it was clearly necessary that she must whip her once again in her 
maturity; and pledging its credit to all True Americans, that if 
Mr. Webster did his duty in the approaching negotiations, and sent 
the English Lord home again in double quick time, they should, 
within two years, sing ^ Yankee Doodle in Hyde Park, and Hail 
Columbia in the scarlet courts of Westminster ! ’ I found it a 
pretty town, and had the satisfaction of beholding the outside of 
the office of the journal from whicli I have just (jiioted. I did not 
enjoy tlie delight of seeing the wit who indited the paragrajdi in 
question, but 1 have no doubt he is a prodigious man in his way, 
and held in high repute by a select circle. 

There was a gentleman on board, to wliom, as I unintentionally 
learned through the thin partition which divided our state-room 
from the ( al)in in wl\ich he and his wife conversed togetlier, I was 
unwittingly the occasion of very great uneasiness. 1 don’t know 
why or wherefore, but I appeared to run in his mind i)erpetual]y, 
and to dissatisfy him very much, b'irst of all 1 heard him say : 
and the most ludicrous part of the business was, that he said it in 
my very ear, and ('ould not have communicated more direc'tly with 
me, if he had leaned upon my shoulder, and whispered me : ‘ Woi 
is on l)oard still, my dear.' Aft^'* a considerable pause, he added, 
comjjlainingly, ‘Bo/ k(‘eps himself very close;’ winch was true 
enough, for 1 was not very well, and was lying down, with a l)ook. 
I thought he had done with me after this, but I was deceived ; for 
a long interval having elapsed, during which I imagine him to have 
been turning restlessly from side to side, and trying to go to sleep ; 
he broke out again, with 'I suj)pose ///(t/ Boz will be writing a 
book by-and-by, and jnitting all our names in itl’ at which 
imaginary consequence of being on board a boat with Boz, he 
groaned, and became silent. 

We called at the town of Erie, at eight o’clock that night, and 
lay there an hour, l>ct^^een five and six: next morning, we arrived 
at Buffalo, where we breakHsted ; and being too near the Great 
Falls to wait jxxtiently anywhere else, we set off by the train, the 
same morning at nine o’clock, to Niagara. 

It xvas a miserable day ; chilly and raw ; a damj) mist falling ; 
and the tiees in that northern region quite bare and wintry. When- 
ever the train halted, I listened for the roar ; anej w'as constantly 
straining my eyes in the directiem where i knew the Falls must be, 
from seeing the river rolling on towards them ; every moment 
expecting to behold the s])ray. Within a fewv minutes of our 
stopping, not before, I saw^ two great white clouds rising up 
sloxvly and majestically from the depths of the earth. That was 
all. At length we alighted : and then for the first time, I heard 
the mighty rush of water, and felt the ground Iremble underneath 
my feet. 
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The bank is very steep, and was slippery with rain, and half- 
melted ice. I hardly know how I got down, but I was soon at 
the bottom, and • climbing, with two English officers who were 
crossing and had joined me, over some broken rocks, deafened 
by the noise, half-blinded by the spray, and wet to the skin. We 
were at the foot of the American Fall. I could see an immense 
torrent of water tearing headlong down from some great height, 
but had no idea of shape, or situation, or anything but vague 
immensity. 

AVhen we were seated in the little ferry-boat, and were crossing 
the swollen river immediately before both cataracts, I began to feel 
what it was; but I was in a manner stunned, and unable to com- 
prehend the vastness of the scene. It was not until 1 came on 
Table Rock, and looked — Great Heaven, on what a fall of briglit- 
green water l~-that it canu‘ upon me in its full might and majesty. 

Then, when I felt how near to my Cj-eator 1 was standing, the 
first effect, and the enduring one — -instant and lasting -- of the 
tremendous spectacle, was reace. Peace of Mind, tranquillity, 
calm recollections of the Dead, great thoughts of Eternal Rest 
and Hapi)iness : nothing of gloom or terror. Niagara was at once 
stamj)ed uj)on my heart, an linage of Rt^aiUy ; to remain there, 
changeless and indelible, until its pulses cease to beat, for ever. 

Oh, how the strife and trouble of daily life n^ceded from my 
view, and lessened in the distance, during the ten memorable days 
we passed on that Enchanted Ground ! \Vhat voices spoke from 
out the thundering water; what fixees,, fitded from the eartli, looked 
out upon me from its gleaming depths ; what Heavenly j)roinise 
glistened in those angels' tears, the dro})s of many hues, tliat 
showered around, and twined themselves a])Out the gorgeous arches 
which the changing rainbows made I 

I never stirred in all that time from the Canadian side, whither 
I had gone at first. I never crossed the river again ; for 1 knew 
there were {)eople on the other shore, and in such a place it is 
natural to shun strange coin[)any. To wander to and fro all day, 
and see the ( ataracts from all ])oinls of view ; to stand upon the 
edge of the great Horse-Shoe Fall, marking the hurried water 
gathering strength as it approached the verge, yet seeming, too, 
to pause before it shot into the gulf below ; to gaze from the river's 
level up at the torrent as it came slremning down ; to climb the 
neighbouring heights and watch it tlirough the trees, and sec the 
wreathing water in the rapids hurrying on to take its fearful plunge ; 
to linger in the shadow of the .solemn rocks three miles below; 
watching the river as, stirred by no visible cause, it heaved and 
eddied and awoke the echoes, being troubled yet, far down beneath 
the surface, by its giant leap; to have Niagara before me, lighted 
by the sun and by tlxc moon, red in the day's decline, and grey as 



INDELIBLE IMPRESSIONS 1 67 

evening slowly fell upon it ; to look upon it every day, and wake 
up in the night and hear its ceaseless voice : this was enough. 

I think in every quiet season now, still do those waters roll and 
leap, and roar and tumble, all day long ; still are the rainbows 
spanning them, a hundred feet below. Still, when the sun is on 
them, do they shine and glow like molten gold. Still, when the 
day is gloomy, do they fall like snow, or seem to crumble away 
like the front of a great chalk cliff, or roll down the rock like dense 
white smoke. I'ut always does the mighty stream appear to die 
as it conics dc and always from its unfathomable grave arises 
that tremendous ghost of spray and mist which is never laid : which 
lias liaunted this 'place with the same dread solemnity since Darkness 
brooded on the deep, and that first flood before the Deluge — Light 
• — came rushing on Creation at the word of Cod. 


CHAPTER XV 

IN CANADA ; TORONTO ; KINC.STON j MONTREAL ; QUERr:C ; S'l’. 

JOHN’S. IN THE UNITED STATES AGAIN; LEBANON; THE 
SHAKER VILLAGE ; WEST TOINT 

I WISH to abstain from instituting any comparison, or drawing any 
jiarallel whatever, lictween the social features of llie United States 
and those of the British Possessions in Canada. For this reason, 
I shall confine myself to a very brief account of our journeyings in 
the latter territory. 

But before I leave Niagara, I must advert to one disgusting 
circumstance wliich can hardly have escaped the observation of 
any decent traveller who has visited the Falls. 

On Table Rock, there is a cottage belonging to a Guide, where 
little relics of the ])lacc’ are sold, and where visitors register their 
names in a book ke])t for the purpose, (hi the wall of the room 
in which a great many of these volumes are i)rescrvecl, the following 
request is posted : ‘ Visitors will please not copy nor extract the 
remarks and poetical effusions from the registers pind albums kept 
here.’ 

But for this intimation, I should have let them lie upon the taldes 
on which they were strewn with careful negligence, like books in a 
drawing-room : being quite satisfied with the stupendous silliness of 
certain stanzas with an anti-climax at the end of each, which were 
framed and hung up on the wall. Curious, however, after reading 
this announcement, to see what kind of morsels were so carefully 
preserved, I turned a few leaves, and found them scrawled all over 
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with the vilest and the filthiest ribaldry that ever human hogs 
delighted in. 

It is humiliating enough to know that there are among men, 
brutes so obscene and wortliless, that they can delight in laying 
their miserable profanations upon the very steps of Nature’s 
greatest altar. But that these should be hoarded up for the delight 
of their fellow-swine, and kept in a public place where any eyes 
may see them, is a disgrace to the Faiglish language in wliich they 
are written (though i hope few of these entries have been made by 
Englishmen), and a reproach to the English side, ev. which they are 
preserved. 

The quarters of our soldiers at Niagara, are finely and airily 
situated. Some of them are large detached houses on the plain 
above the Falls, which were originally designed for hotels; and in 
the evening time, when the women and children were leaning over 
the balconies watching the men as they ])layed at ball and other 
games u{)on the grass before the door, they often presented a little 
picture of cheerfulness and animation which made it quite a [)leasurc 
to pass that way. 

At any garrisoned {X)int where the line of demarcation between 
one country and another is so very narrow as at Niagara, desertion 
from the ranks can scarcely fail to be of frequent occurrence : and 
it may he reasonaldy sup[)oscd that when the soldiers entertain the 
wildest and maddest hopes of the fortune and independence that 
await them on the other side, the impulse to i)lay traitor, which such 
a place suggests to dishonest minds, is not weakened. But it very 
rarely happens that the men who do desert, are happy or contented 
afterwards ; and many instances have been known in which they 
have confessed their grievous disa])])ointnient, and their earnest 
desire to return to their old service if they could but bo assured of 
pardon, or lenient treatment. Many of their comrades, notwith- 
standing, do the like, from time to time ; and instances of loss of 
life in the effort to cross the river with this object, are far from 
being uncommon. Several men were drowned in the aUcmj)t to 
swim across, not long ago ; and one, who liad the madness to trust 
himself upon a table as a raft, was swept down to the whirlpool, 
where his mangled body eddied round and round some days. 

I am inclined to think that the noise of the J^'alls is very much 
exaggerated; an’d this ^^ill a])pear the more ])robablc when the 
depth of the great basin in whic h the water is received, is taken into 
account. At no time during our stay there, was the wind at all high 
or boisterous, but we never beard them, three miles off, even at tlie 
very quiet time of sunset, though we often tried. 

Queenston, at which place the steamboats start for Toronto (or 
I should rather say at which place they call, for their wharf is at 
Lewiston, on the oi)i)osite shore), is situated in a delicious valley, 
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through which the Niagara river, in colour a very deep green, pur- 
sues its course. It is approached by a road that takes its winding 
way among the heights by which the town is sheltered ; and seen 
from this point is extremely beautiful and picturesque. On the 
most conspicuous of these heights stood a monument erected by 
the Provincial Legislature in memory of (General Brock, who was 
slain in a battle with the American forces, after having won the 
victory. Some vagabond, supposed to be a fellow of the name of 
Lett, who is now, or who lately was, in prison as a felon, blew up 
this monument two years ago, and it is now a melancholy ruin, 
with a long fragment of iron railing hanging dejectedly from its 
top. and waving to and fro like a wild ivy branch or broken vine 
stem. It is of much higher importance than it may seem, that this 
statue should be repaired at the jmblic cost, as it ought to have 
been long ago. Firstly, because it is benpath the dignity of England 
to allow a memorial raised in honour of one of her defenders, to 
remain in this condition, on the very spot where he died. Secondly, 
because the sight of it in its present state, and the recollection of 
the unpunished outrage ^\luch brought it to this })ass, is not very 
likely to soothe down border feelings among English subjects here, 
or compose their border (juarrels and dislikes. 

I was standing on the wharf at this plac e, watching the passengers 
embarking in a steamboat which precedeel that wliose coming we 
awaited, and participating in the anxiety with which a sergt'ant’s 
wife was collecting her few goods together — keeping one distracted 
eye hard u])on the porters, who were hurrying them on board, and 
the other on a hoopless washing-tub for wiiich, as being the most 
utterly w'orthless of all lier movables, she seemed to entertain par- 
ticular affection — when three or four soldiers with a recruit came up 
and w’ent on board. 

I'he recruit was a likely young fellow enough, strongly built and 
w'ell made, but by no means sober : indeed he had all the air of a 
man wIkj had been more or less drunk for some days. He carried 
a small bundle over his shoulder, slung at the end of a walking- 
stick, and had a short jape in his mouth. He was as dusty and 
dirty as recruits usually are, and his shoes betokened that he had 
travelled on foot some distance, but he was in a very jocose state*, and 
shook hands with this soldier, and clapped that one on the back, 
and talked and laughed continually, like a roaring icile dog as he was. 

The soldiers rather laughed at this blade than wath him : seeming 
to say, as they stood straightening their canes in their hands, and 
looking coolly at him over their glazed stoc ks, ‘ (tO on, my boy, 
wFile you may ! you’ll know' better by-and-by : ’ w'hen suddenly the 
novice, wFo had been backing tow’ards the gangw'ay in his noisy 
merriment, fell overboard before their eyes, and splashed heavily 
down into the river betw'een the vessel and the dock. 
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I never saw such a good thing as the change that came over 
these soldiers in an instant. Almost before the man was down, 
their professional manner, their stiffness and constraint, were gone, 
and they were filled with the most violent energy. In less time 
than is required to tell it, they had him out again, feet first, with 
the tails of his coat flapping over his eyes, everything about him 
hanging the Avrong way, and the water streaming off at every thread 
in his threadbare dress. But the moment they set him upright and 
found that he w\as none the worse, they were soldiers again, looking 
over their glazed stocks more composedly than ever. 

The half-sobered recruit glanced round for a moment, as if his 
first impulse w’ere to ex])ress some gratitude for his preservation, 
but seeing tlicm with this air of total unconcern, and having his 
wTt pipe presented to himw’ith an oath by the soldier who had been 
by far the most anxious .of the party, he stuck it in his mouth, 
thrust his hands into his moist pockets, and without even shaking 
the waiter oft' his clothes, w’alked on board whistling ; not to say as 
if nothing had happened, but as if he had meant to do it, and it 
had been a perfect success. 

Our steamboat came up directly this had left the wharf, and soon 
bore us to tlie mouth of the Niagara ; w^here the stars and stripes 
of America flutter on one side and the Union Jack of ICngland on 
the other : and so narrow' is the space bctw'cen them that the 
sentinels in either fort can often hear the watcluvord of the other 
country given. Thence we emerged on Lake Ontario, an inland 
sea ; and by half-past six o’clock w'cre at Toronto. 

iThe country round this town being very flat, is bare of scenic 
interest; but the town itself is full of life and motion, bustle, busi- 
ness, and improvement. 'Lhc streets are well ])aved, and lighted 
with gas ; the houses are large and good ; the shops excellent. 
Many of them have a display of goods in their windows, such as 
may be seen in thriving county tow'ns in England ; and there are 
some wiiich would do no discredit to the metroj)olis itself. There 
is a good stone jjrison here; and there are, besides, a handsome 
church, a court-house, public offices, many commodious private 
residences, and a government observatory for noting and recording 
the magnetic variations. In the College of Uj)i»er (rinada, wiiicli 
is one of the jmblic establishments of the city, a sound education 
in every department of polite learning can be had, at a very 
moderate expense : the annual charge for the instruction of each 
pupil, not exceeding nine pounds sterling. It has pretty good 
endowments in the way of land, and is a valuable and useful 
institution. 

The first stone of a new^ college had been laid but a few days 
before, by the Governor General. It will be a handsome, spacious 
edifice, ap[)roached by a long avenue, w'hich is already planted and 
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made available as a public walk. The town is well adapted for 
wholesome exercise at all seasons, for the footways in the thorough- 
fares which lie beyond the principal street, arc planked like floors, 
^nd kept in very good and clean repair. 

It is a matter of deep regret that political differences should have 
run high in this place, and led to most discreditable and disgraceful 
results. It is not long since guns were discharged from a window 
in this town at tlie successful candidates in an election, and the 
coachman of one of tliem was actually sliot in the body, though not 
dangerously wounded. But one man was killed on the same 
occasion ; and from tlie very window whence he received his death, 
the very flag whicli shielded his murderer (not only in the com- 
mission of his crime, but from its consequences), was dis[)layed 
again on tlie occasion of the public ceremony performed by the 
Governor General, to which I have just adverted. Of all the colours 
in the rainbow, there is but one which could be so employed : I 
need not say that flag w'as orange. 

The time of leaving Toronto for Kingston is noon. By eight 
o’clock next morning, the traveller is at the end of liis journey, 
w'hich is ])erfonned by steamboat upon I.ake Ontario, calling at 
Port IIoi)e and CAd)urg, the latter a cheerful, thriving little town. 
Vast quantities of flour form the chief item in the freight of these 
vessels. V"e had no fewer than one thousand and eighty barrels on 
board, bctw’een Coburg and Kingston. 

The latter place, w’hic h is now* the seat of government in Canada, 
is a very poor town, rendered still poorer in the a])pearance of its 
market-place by the ravages of a recent fire. Indeed, it may be 
said of Kingston, that one half of it appears to be burnt dow n, and 
the other half not to be built \\\\ The Government House is 
neither elegant nor commodious, yet it is almost the only house of 
any importance in the neighbourhood. 

There is an admiral)le jail here, well and wisely governed, and 
excellently regulated, in every respect. The men were employed 
as shoemakers, ropemakers, blacksmiths, tailors, carj)enters, and 
stonecutters; and in building a new^ prison, which was inetty flu* 
advanced Unvards completion. The female prisoners were oc( upied 
in needlew*ork. Among them w*as a beautiful girl of tw’cnty, who 
had been tliere nearly three years. She acted as .l)earer of secret 
despatches for the self-styled Patriots on Navy Island, during the 
Canadian Insurrection : sometimes dressing as a girl, and carrying 
them in her stays ; sometimes attiring herself as a boy, and secreting 
them in the lining of her hat. In the latter charac ter she always 
rode as a boy w^ould, which w’as nothing to her, for she could govern 
any horse that any man could ride, and could drive four-in-hand 
with the best wiiip in those parts. Setting forth on one of her 
patriotic missions, she appropriated to herself the first horse she 
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could lay her hands on ; and this offence had brought her where I 
saw her. . She had quite a lovely face, though, as the reader may 
suppose from this sketch of her history, there was a lurking devil 
in her bright eye, which looked out pretty sharply from between 
her prison bans. 

Tlierc is a bomb-proof fort here of great strength, which occupies 
a bold position, and is ca])able, doubtless, of doing good service ; 
thougli the town is much too close upon the frontier to be long 
held, [ should imagine, for its present i)urpose in troiil)led times. 
There is also a small navy-yard, where a couple of Government 
steamboats were building, and getting on vigorously. 

We left Kingston for Montreal on the tenth of May, at half-past 
nine in the morning, and proceeded in a steamboat down the St. 
Lawreiu'c river. The beauty of this noble stream at almost any 
point, but especially in tliQ commencement of this journey when it 
winds its way among the thousand Islands, can hardly be imagined, 
'rhe number and cemstant successions of these islands, all green and 
richly wooded; their lluctuating sizes, some so large that for half 
an hour together one among them will appear as the 0 ])posite bank 
of the river, and some so small that they are mere dimples on its 
broad bosom ; their infinite variety of shapes ; and the numberless 
combinations of beautiful forms which the trees growing on them 
j)resent : all form a picture fraught with uncommon interest and 
jileasure. 

In the afternoon we shot down some rapids where the river 
boiled and l)ubblcd strangely, and where the force and headlong 
violence of the current were tremendous. At seven o’clock we 
reached Dickenson’s Landing, whence travellers ])roceed for two 
or three hours l)y stage-coach : the navigation of the river being 
rendered so dangerous and difficult in the interval, by rajncls, that 
steamboats do not make the passage. The number and length of 
those over whi('h the roads are l)ad, and the travelling 

slow, render tiie way between the towns of Montreal and Kingston, 
somewhat tedious. 

Our course lay over a wide, uninclosed trac't of country at a little 
distance from the river-side, whence the bright warning lights on 
the dangerous parts of the St. T.awrence shone vividly. The night 
was dark and raw, and the way dreary enough. It was nearly ten 
o’clock when we reached the wliarf where the next steamboat lay ; 
and went on board, and to bed. 

She lay there all night, and started as soon as it was day. The 
morning was ushered in by a violent thunderstorm, and w'as very 
wx‘t, but goadually improved and l^rightened up. Going on deck 
after breakfast, 1 was amazed to see floating dowai wfith the stream, 
a most gigantic raft, with some thirty or forty wx)oden houses upon 
it, and at least as many flag-masts, so that it looked like a nautical 
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street. I saw many of these rafts afterwards, but never one so 
large. All the timber, or * lumber,' as it is called in America, 
which is brought down the St. Lawrence, is floated down in this 
manner. AVhen the raft rcaclres its place of destination, it is broken 
up; the materials are sold; and the boatmen return for more. 

At eight we landed again, and travelled by a stage-coach for four 
Iiours through a pleasant and well-cultivated country, perfec'tly 
French in every respect : in the apj^earance of the cottages ; the 
air, language, and dress of the peasantry ; the sign-boards on the 
shops and taverns : and the Virgin’s shrines, and crosses, l)y 
the wayside. Nearly every common labourer and boy, though he 
had no shoes to his feet, wore round his waist a sash of some bright 
colour : generally red : and the women, who were working in the 
fields and gardens, and doing all kinds of husbandry, wore, one and 
all, great flat straw hats witli most capacious brims. There were 
Catholic Priests and Sisters of (diarity in the village streets ; and 
images of the Saviour at the corners of cross-roads, and in other 
public places. 

At noon wc went on board another steamboat, and reached the 
village of Lachine, nine miles from Montreal, by three o’clock. 
Tliere, we left the river, and went on by land. 

Montreal is j)leasantly situated on the margin (.)f the St. I;awrcnce, 
and is backed by some bold heights, about whicii there are charming 
rides and drives. 'Ihc streets are generally narrow and irregular, 
as in most J^'rcnch towns of any age ; l)ut in the more modern parts 
of the city, they are wide and airy. They display a great variety of 
very good shops ; and both in the town and suburbs there are 
many excellent private dwellings. 'The granite ([uays are remarkable 
for their beauty, solidity, and extent. 

There is a very large Catholic cathedial here, recently erected ; 
with two tall s])ires, of which one is yet unfinished. In the oj^cn 
space in front of this edihee, stands a solitary, grim-looking, S(juare 
brick tower, ^^hich has a quaint and remarkable ai)])c‘arance, and 
wliich the wiseacres ol the ]>laee have conseqiienth^ determim/d to 
pull down immediately. d1u‘ (lovernment House is very superior 
to that at Kingston, and the town is full of life and bustle. In one 
of the suburbs is a plank road not footpath — five cu' six miles long, 
and a famous road it is too. All the rides in the vicinity were made 
doubly interesting by the bursting out of spring, which is here so 
rapid, that it is but a day’s leap from barren winter, to the blooming 
youth of summer. 

The steamboats to Quebec perform the jourpey in the night ; that 
is to say, they leave Montreal at six in the evening, and arrive at 
Quebec at six next morning, ^\"c made this excursion during our 
stay in Montreal (whicli exceeded a fortnight), and were charmed 
by its interest ancl beauty. 
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• The impression made upon the visitor by this Gibraltar of 
America : its giddy heights ; its citadel suspended, as it were, in the 
air ; its picturesque stee]) streets and frowning gateways ; and the 
splendid views which burst upon the eye at every turn : is at once 
uni(]iie and lasting. 

It is a place not to be forgotten or mixed up in tlic mind with 
other places, or altered for a moment in the crowd of scenes a 
traveller can recall. Apart from the realities of this most pictur- 
esque city, there are associations clustering about it which would 
make a desert rich in interest. The dangerous precipice along 
whose rocky front, A\'oire and his brave companions climbed to 
glory; the Plains of Abraham, where he received his mortal 
wound; the fortress so chivalrously defended by Montcalm; and 
his soldier’s grave, dug for him while yet alive, by the bursting of a 
shell ; are not the least among them, or among the gallant incidents 
of history. That is a noble Aloniiment too, and worthy of two great 
nations, which ]3erpeluates the memory of both brave generals, and 
on which their names are jointly written. 

The city is rich in i^ublic institutions and in (’atholic churches 
and charities, but it is mainly in the prospert from the site of the 
Old Government House, and from the Gitadel, that its surpassing 
beauty lies. The evciuisitc expanse of coimtry, ri('h in field and 
forest, mountain-lK‘ight and water, which lies stretched out before 
the view, with miles of Canadian villages, glancing in long white 
streaks, like veins along the landscape; the motley (Towd of gables, 
roofs, and chimney tops in the old hilly town immediately at haiid ; 
the beautiful St. Lawrence sparkling and Hashing in tin* sunlight; 
and the tiny ships below th(‘ rock from which you gaze, whose 
distant rigging looks like spiders’ webs against the light, while 
casks and barrels on their decks dwindle into toys, and busy mariners 
become so many pup])ets; all this, framed by a sunken window in 
the fortress and looked at from the shadowed room within, forms 
one of the brightest and most enchanting pictures that the eye can 
rest upon. 

In the sj)rlng of the year, va^t iiumbcrs of emigrants who have 
newly arrived from Isngland or from In land, ]>ass hi tween Quebec 
and .Montreal on their vay to the leu'kwoods and new settlements 
of (kinada. If it be an cnti Tlaining lounge (as I very often found 
it) to take a morning stroll iij>on the quay at Montreal, and sec 
them grouped in hundreds on the public wharfs about their chests 
and boxes, it is matter of deep interest to be their fellow-passenger 
on one of tliese stcaml)oats, and mingling with the concourse, see 
and liear them unol)served. 

'The vessel in which we returned from (Quebec to Montreal was 
crowded with them, and at night they s[;read their beds between 
decks (those >v]ro had beds, at least), and slept so close and thick 
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about our cabin door, that the passage to and fro was quite blocked 
up. They were nearly all English ; from Gloucestershire the greater 
part ; and had had a long winter-passage out ; but it was wonderful 
to sec how clean the children had been kept, and how untiring in 
their love and self-denial all the poor parents were. 

Cant as wc may, and as we shall to the end of all things, it is 
very much harder for the poor to be virtuous than it is for the rich ; 
and the good that is in them, sliines the brighter for it. In many 
a noble mansion lives a man, the best of husbands and of fathers, 
whose private worth in both capacities is justly lauded to the skies. 
But bring liim here, upon tins crowded deck. Strip from his fair 
young wife her silken dress and jewels, unbind her braided hair, 
stamp early wrinkles on her brow, ])inch her pale cheek with care 
and much privation, array her faded form in coarsely patched attire, 
let there be nothing but his love to set her forth or deck her out, 
and you shall put it to the proof indeed. So cliangc his station in 
the world, that he shall see in those young things who climb about 
his knee : not records of his wealth and name : but little wrestlers 
with him for Ins daily bread ; so many poachers on his scanty meal ; 
so many units to divide his every sum of comfort, and farther to 
reduce its small amount. In lieu of the endearments of childhood 
in its sweetest asj)ect, licaj) upon him all its pains and wants, its 
sicknesses and ills, its fretfulncss, caprice, and querulous endurance : 
let its prattle be, not of engaging infant fancies, but of cold, and 
thirst, and hunger : and if his fatherly affection outlive all this, 
and he be patient, ^watchful, tender ; careful of his children’s lives, 
and mindful always of their joys and sorrows : then send him back 
to Parliament, and Pul})it, and to Quarter Sessions, and when he 
hears fine talk of the depravity of those who live from hand to 
mouth, and labour hard to do it, let him speak up, as one who 
knows, and tell those holders forth that tliey, by parallel with siu'h 
a class, should be High Angels in their daily lives, and lay but 
humble siege to Heaven at last. 

Which of us shall say what he would he, if such realities, with 
small relief or change all through his da)'s, were his ! Looking 
round ii[)on these jn'ople: far from home, houseless, indigent, 
wandering, weary vrilh travel and hard living : and seeing lunv 
patiently they nursed and tended their young childn n : how they 
consulted ever their wants first, then half su])i)lied their o^^n ; what 
gentle ministers of hope and faith the women were ; how the men 
profited by llieir example ; and how very, \ery seldom even a 
moment’s petulance or harsh complaint broke out among them : I 
felt a stronger love aiul honour of my kind come glowing on my 
heart, and wished to God there hail been many Atheists in the 
better part of human nature there, to read this sim[»le lesson in the. 
book of Life. 
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We left Montreal for New York again, on the thirtieth of May ; 
crossing to La Prairie, on the opposite shore of the St. Lawrence, 
in a steam])oat ; Ave then took the railroad to St. Joints, which is 
on the brink of Lake Cliainplain. Our last greeting in Canada was 
from the JCnglish olhcers in the pleasant barracks at that place (a 
class of gentlemen wlio had made every hour of our visit memor- 
able ])y their hospitality and friendship) ; and with ‘ Rule Britannia * 
sounding in our ears, soon left it fiir behind. 

But Canada has held, and always Avill retain, a foremost place in 
my remembrance, h'cw Englishmcai are ])roj)ared to find it what it 
is. Advancing quietly ; old differences settling down, and being 
fast forgotten ; public feeling and ])rivate enter}n*ise alike in a sound 
and wholesome state ; nothing of Hush or fever in its system, but 
health and vigour throbbing in its steady jnilse : it is full of hope 
and iiromise. To me — Avho had been accustomed to think of it as 
something left behind in the strides of advancing society, as some- 
thing neglected and forgotten, slumbering and wasting in its sleep 
— the demand for labour and the rates of wages ; the busy quays of 
Montreal ; tlie vessels taking in their cargoes, and discharging 
them j the amount of shipping in the different ports ; the comnien'e, 
roads, and iiublic works, all made A? /as/y the respectability and 
character of the public journals; and the amount of rational comfort 
and hajipincss whirh honest industry may earn : were very great 
surprises, d'he steamboats on the lakes, in their conveniences, 
cleanliness, and safety ; in the gentlemanly character and bearing 
of their captains ; and in the politeness and perfect eannfort of their 
social regulations ; are unsuq)assed even by the famous Sc'otch 
vessels, deservedly so much esteemed at home. 'The inns are 
usually bad ; i)ecaiise the custom of boarding at liotels is not so 
general here as in the States, and the Britisli ollicers, who form a 
large i)ortion of the society of eviuy town, live chit'lly at the regi- 
mental messes: hut in every otlu-r nrspect, the traveller in Canada 
will iind as good provision for his comfort as in any place I know. 

There is one American boat tin: vessel which carried us on Lake 
('ham]>lain, from St. John’s to Whitehall — which I praise very 
highl)', but no more than it deserves, when I say that it is sui)Crior 
even to that in which we wcait frf)m ( hieenston to d'oronto, or to 
that in which we travelled from the latter ])lace to Kingston, or I 
have no doubt 1 may add to any other in the world, d'his steam- 
boat, which is called the Burlington, is a })crfectly ex(|uisite achieve- 
ment of neatness, elegance, and order, d’hc decks are drawing- 
rooms ; the cabins are l)oudoiis, choicely furnished and adorned 
with prints, pictures, and musical instruments ; every nook and 
corner in the vessel is a ])erfe('t curiosity of graceful comfort and 
beautiful contrivance. Captain Sherman, her commander, to whose 
ingenuity and excellent taste these results are solely attributable, has 
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bravely and worthily distinguished himself on more than one trying 
occasion : not least among them, in having the moral courage to 
carry British troops, at a time (during the Canadian rebellion) when 
no other conveyance w^as open to them. He and his vessel are held 
in universal respect, both by his own countrymen and ours ; and no 
man ever enjoyed the popular esteem, who, in his sphere of action, 
w^on and w^ore it better than this gentleman. 

By means of this floating palace we were soon in the United 
States again, and called that evening at Burlington ; a pretty town, 
where w’e lay an hour or so. We reached Whitehall, where we 
w^ere to disembark, at six next morning ; and might have done so 
earlier, but that these steamboats lie by for some hours in the night, 
in consequence of the lake becoming very narrow at that part of the 
journey, and difficult of navigation in the dark. Its width is so 
contracted at one point, indeed, that they .arc obliged to w arp round 
by means of a rope. 

After breakfasting at AA'hitehall, w'c took the stage-coach for 
Albany : a large and busy towm, where w'C arrived between five and 
six o'clock that afternoon ; after a very hot day’s journey, for w^e 
w’ere now in the height of summer again. At seven w'c started for 
Newv York on board a great North River steamboat, which w^as so 
crowded with passengers that the upper deck was like the box lol)hy 
of a theatre between the pieces, and the low’er one like Tottenham 
Court Road on a Saturday night. But w'e slept soundly, notwith- 
standing, and soon after five o’clock next morning reached New^ 
York. • " 

Tarrying here, only that day and night, to recruit after our late 
fatigues, w'c started offence more upon our last journey in America. 
We had yet five days to spare before eml)arking for England, and I 
had a great desire to see ‘ the Shaker Village,’ w hich is peopled by 
a religious sed from wiiom it takes its name. 

To this end, w'e went up the North River again, as far as the 
tow’ii of Hudson, and there hired an extra to carry us to Lebanon, 
thirty miles distant : and of course another and a different Lebanon 
from that village wiiere 1 slcj>t on the night of the Prairie trip. 

The country through which the road meandtTcd, was ri('h and 
beautiful ; the w'eather very fine ; and lor many miles the Kaatskill 
mountains, w'here Ri]) Van Winkle and tlu‘ ghostly DuU hmen ]>layed 
at ninepins one memorable gusty afternoon, towered in the blue 
distance, like stately clouds. At one point, as w’e ascended a 
steep hill, athw’art whose base a railroad, yet constructing, took its 
course, we came U])on an Irish colony. Wxih means at hand of 
building decent ('abins, it was w'onderful to see how’ clumsy, rough, 
and wretched, its hovels W'ere. The best were poor protection from 
the W'cathcr ; the w^orst let in the w ind and rain through wade 
breaches in the roofs of sodden grass, and in the walls of mud ; 



178 AMERICAN NOTES 

some had neither door nor window ; some had nearly fallen down, 
and were im})crfectly propped up by stakes and poles ; all were 
ruinous and filthy. Hideously ugly old women and very buxom 
young ones, pigs, dogs, men, children, babies, pots, kettles, dung- 
hills, vile refuse, rank straw, and standing water, all wallowing 
together in an inseparable heap, composed the furniture of every 
dark and dirty luit. 

J^etween nine and ten o’clock at night, we arrived at T.ebanon : 
which is renowned for its warm hatlis, and for a great hotel, well 
adapted, I have no doubt, to the gregarious taste of those seekers 
after health or ])leasure who repair here, hut inev])ressibly comfort- 
less to me. Wc were sliown into an immense apartment, lighted 
by two dim candles, called the drawing-room : from which there 
was a descent by a lliglit of steps, to anotluT vast desert, called the 
dining-room : our bed-chambers were among ('crtain long rows of 
little white-washed cells, which o|xmed from either side of a dreary 
passage' ; and were so like rooms in a prison that I half expected to 
be locked up when I went to bed, and listened involuntarily for the 
turning of the key on the outside. There need be baths somewhere 
in the neighbourhood, for the other washing arrangements were on 
as limited a scale as I ever saw, even in America : indeed, these 
bedrooms were so very ])are of even such common liivuries as chairs, 
that I should say they wore not provided with enough of anything, 
but that I bethink myself of our having been most bountifully bitten 
all nigbt. 

The house is very pleasantly situated, however, and we had a 
good l)reakfast. That done, we went to visit our place of destina- 
tion, which was some two miles off, and the way to whic'h was soon 
indic'ated by a finger-post, hereon was paintcvi, ‘ d’o the Shaker 
Village.’ 

As we rode along, we passed a party of Shakers, who were at 
work upon the road ; who wore the broadest of all broad-brimmed 
hats ; and were in all visible resj)ects such \'ery wooden men, that I 
felt about as much sympathy for them, and as much inh'rest in them, 
as if they had been so many figure-heads of shi[)s. Presently we 
came to the beginning of tlie village, ami alighting at the door of a 
house where the Sliaker manufactures are sold, and whicdi is the 
headquarters of the elders, requested [permission to see the Shaker 
worship. 

Pending the conveyance of this request to some person in 
authority, we walked into a grim room, where sc'veral grim hats 
were hanging on grim pegs, and the time was grimly told by a 
grim clock which uttered every tick with a kind of struggle, as if it 
broke the grim silence reluctantly, and under protest. Ranged 
against the wall were six or eight stiff, high-backed chairs, and they 
partook so strongly of the general grimness that one would much 
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rather have sat on the floor than incurred the smallest obligation to 
any of them. 

Presently, there stalked into this apartment, a grim old Shaker, 
with eyes as hard, and dull, and cold, as the great round metal 
buttons on his coat and waistcoat ; a sort of calm goblin. Being 
informed of our desire, he produced a newspaper wherein the body 
of ciders, whereof he was a member, had advertised but a few days 
before, that in consequence of certain unseemly interru[)tions which 
their worship had received from strangers, their cliapel was closed 
to the public for the s[)ace of one year. 

As nothing was to be urged in o])position to this reasonable 
arrangement, we requested leave to make some trifling purchases of 
Slialicr goods; which was grimly conceded. A\"e accordingly repaired 
to a store in the same house and on the opposite side of the passage, 
where the stock was jiresidcd over by sciiiething alive in a russet 
case, which the elder said was a woman ; and wliich I suppose was 
a woman, though I should not have suspected it. 

(Jn the opposite side of the road was their place of worship : a 
cool, clean edifice of wood, with large windows and green blinds : 
like a sjiacious summer-house. As there was no getting into this 
place, and nothing was to be done but walk u]) and down, and look 
at it and the other buildings in the village (which were chiefly of 
wood, ])ainted a dark red like English barns, and comjiosed of many 
stories like English factories), I have nothing to communicate to 
the reader, beyond the scanty results I gleaned the \\hile our 
purchases were making. 

These pciople are called Shakers from their peculiar form of 
adoration, which consists of a dance, performed by the men and 
women of all ages, vho arrange themselves for that purpose in 
opposite parties : the men first divesting themselves of their hats 
and coats, which they gravely hang against the wall before they 
begin; and tying a ribbon round their shirt-sleeves, as though they 
were going to be bled. I'liey accompany themselves with a droning, 
humming noise, and dance until they are (piite exhausted, alternately 
advancing and retiring in a preposterous sort of trot. The eftect 
is said to be unspeakably absurd : and if I may judge from a print 
of this ceremony which I have in my possession ; and which I am 
informed by those who have visited the chapel, is perfectly accurate ; 
it must be infinitely grotesque. 

They are governed by a woman, and her rule is understood to 
be absolute, though she has the assistance of a council of elders. 
She lives, it is said, in strict seclusion, in certain rooms above the 
chapel, and is never shown to prolanc eyes. If she at all resemble 
the lady who presided over the store, it is a great charity to keep 
her as close as possible, and I cannot too strongly express my 
perfect concurrence in this benevolent proceeding. 
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All the possessions and revenues of the settlement are thrown 
into a common stock, which is managed by the elders. As they 
have made converts among peoj)le who were well to do in the world, 
and are frugal and thrifty, it is understood that this fund prospers : 
the more especially as they have made large purchases of land. 
Nor is this at Lebanon the only Shaker settlement : there are, I 
think, at least, three others. 

They are good farmers, and all their produce is eagerly purchased 
and highly esteemed. ‘ Shaker seeds,' ‘ Shaker herbs,' and ‘ Shaker 
distilled waters,' are commonly announced for sale in the shops of 
towns and cities. They are good breeders of cattle, and are kind 
and merciful to tlie brute (TCvition. Consequently, Shaker beasts 
seldom fail to find a ready market. 

They eat and drink togctlicr, after the Spartan model, at a great 
public table. There is qo union of the sexes, and every Shaker, 
male and female, is devoted to a life of celibacy. Rumour has 
been busy upon this theme, but here again I must refer to the 
lady of the store, and say, that if many of the sister Shakers resemble 
her, 1 treat all such slander as bearing on its face the strongest 
marks of wild improbability. P>ut that they take as i)roselytcs, persons 
so young that they cannot know their own minds, and cannot possess 
much strength of resolution in this or any other respect, 1 can assert 
from my own observation of the extreme juvenility of certain youthful 
Sliakers whom 1 saw at work among the party on the road. 

They are said to be good drivers of bargains, but to be honest 
and just in their transactions, and even in horse-dealing to resist 
those thievish tendencies which would seem, for some undiscovered 
reason, to be almost inseparable from that branch of traffic. In all 
matters they hold their own course quietly, live in their gloomy, 
silent commonwealth, and show little desire to interfere with other 
people. 

I'his is well enough, but nevertheless I cannot, I confess, incline 
towards the Shakers ; view them with much favour, or extend 
towards them any very lenient construction. 1 so abhor, and from 
my soul detest that bad spirit, no matter by what class or sect it 
may be entertained, which would strip life of its liealthful graces, 
rob youth of its innocent j>leasures, ]>luck from maturity and age 
their pleasant ornaments, and make existence but a narrow jiath 
towards the grave : that odious spirit which, if it could have had 
full scope and sway ui>on the earth, must havet blasted and made* 
barren the imaginations of the greatest men, and left them, in their 
power of raising up enduring images before their fellow-crcaturcs 
yet unborn, no better than the beasts : that, in these very broad- 
brimmed hats and very sombre coats — in stiff-necked, solemn- 
visaged piety, in short, no matter what its garb, whether it have 
cropped hair as in a Shaker village, or long nails as in a Hindoo 
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temple — I recognise the worst among the enemies of Heaven and 
Earth, who turn the water at the marriage feasts of this poor world, 
not into wine, but gall. And if there must be people vowed to 
crush the harmless foncics and the love of innocent delights and 
gaieties, which are a part of human nature : as much a part of it as 
any other love or hope thnt is our common portion : let them, for 
me, stand oi)cnly revealed among the ribald and licentious ; the 
very idiots know that they arc not on the Immortal road, and will 
despise them, and avoid them readily. 

Leaving the Sliaker village with a hearty dislike of the old Shakers, 
and a hearty j)ity for the young ones; tempered by the strong 
probability of their running away as they grow older and wiser, 
which they not uncommonly do : we returned to Lebanon, and so 
to Hudson, by the way we had come upon the previous day. There, 
we took the steamboat down the North *River towards New York, 
but stopped, some four hours' journey short of it, at YY‘St Point, 
where we remained that night, and all next day, and next night too. 

In this beautiful place : the fairest among the fair and lovely 
Highlands of the North River; shut in by deep green heights and 
ruined forts, and looking down upon the distant town of Newburgh, 
along a glittering ])ath of sunlit water, with here and there a skiff, 
whose while sail often Ix'nds on some new tack as sudden flaws of 
wind come down u])on her from the gullies in the hills ; hemmed 
in, besides, all round with memories of Washington, and events 
of the revolutionary war : is the Military School of America. 

It could not stand on more appropriate ground, and any ground 
more beautiful ('an hardly be. The course of education is severe, 
but well devised, and manly, d'hrough June, July, and August, 
the young men encamp upon the spacious ])lain whereon the college 
stands ; and all the year their military exercises are j)erformed there, 
daily. The term of study at this institution, which the Stale requires 
from all cadets, is four years; but, whether it be from the rigid 
nature of the discipline, or the national impatience of restraint, or 
both causes combined, not more tlian half the number wlio begin 
their studies here, ever remain to finish them. 

The number of cadets being about equal to that of the members 
of Congress, one is sent here from every Congressional district : its 
member influencing the selection. Commissions in* the service arc 
distributed on the same principle. The dwellings of the various 
Professors are beautifully situated ; and there is a most excellent 
hotel for strangers, though it has the two drawbacks of being a 
total abstinence house (wines and spirits being forbidden to the 
students), and of serving the public meals at rather uncomfortable 
hours : to wit, breakfast at seven, dinner at one, and supper at 
sunset. 

The beauty and freshness of this calm retreat, in the very dawn 
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and greenness of summer — it was then the beginning of June — were 
exquisite indeed. Leaving it upon the sixth, and returning to New 
York, to embark for England on the succeeding day, I was glad 
to think that among tlie last memorable beauties which had glided 
past us, and softened in the bright perspective, were those whose 
pictures, traced l)y no common hand, are fresh in most men's 
minds ; not easily to grow old, or fade beneath the dust of Time : 
the Kaatskill Mountains, Sleepy Hollow, and the Tai)paan Zee. 


CHAPTER XVI 

THE PASSAGE HOME 

I NEVER had so much interest before, and very likely I shall never 
have so much interest again, in the state of the wind, as on the 
long-looked-for morning of l\iosday the Seventh of June. Some 
nautical authority had told me a clay or two previous, ‘anything 
with west in it, will do;' so when I darted out of bed at daylight, 
and throwing up the window, was saluted by a lively breeze from 
the north-west which had sprung up in the night, it came upon me 
so freshly, rustling with so many hap])y associations, that I con- 
ceived upon the spot a special regard for all airs blowing from that 
quarter of the compass, which I shall cherish, I dare say, until my 
own wind has breathed its last frail ])uff, and withdrawn itself for 
ever from the mortal calendar. 

The pilot had not been slow to take advantage of this favourable 
weather, and the ship which yesterday had l.)een in such a crowded 
dock that she might have retired from trade for good and all, for any 
chance she seemed to have of going to sea, was now full sixteen 
miles away. A gallant sight she was, when we, fast gaining on her 
in a steamboat, saw her in the distance riding at anchor ; her tall 
masts pointing up in graceful lines against the sky, and every rope 
and spar expressed in delicate and thread-like outline : gallant, too, 
when, we being all aboard, the anchor came up to the sturdy chorus 
‘ Cheerily men, oh cheerily ! ’ and she followed proudly in the 
towing steamboat’s wake: but bravest and most gallant of all, 
when the tow-rope being cast adrift, the c'anvas tlultered from her 
masts, and spreading her white wings she soared away upon her 
free and solitary course. 

In the after cabin we were only fifteen passengers in all, and the 
greater part were from Canada, where some of us had known each 
other. The night was rough and squally, so were the next two 
days, but they flew by quickly, and we were soon as cheerful and 
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snug a party, with an honest, manly-hearted captain at our head, 
as ever came to the resolution of being mutually agreeable, on 
land or water. 

We breakfasted at eight, lunched at twelve, dined at three, and 
took our lea at half-past seven. We had abundance of amusements, 
and dinner was not the least among them : firstly, for its own sake ; 
secondly, because of its extraordinary length : its duration, in- 
clusive of all the long pauses between tlie courses, being seldom 
less than two hours and a half ; which was a subject of never-failing 
entertainment. By way of beguiling the tediousness of these 
banquets, a select association was formed at the lower end of the 
table, belo\v the mast, to w'hose distinguished president modesty 
forbids me to make any further allusion, which, being a very 
hilarious and jovial institution, was (prejudice apart) in high favour 
with the rest of the community, and^ particularly with a black 
steward, who lived for three w'ceks in a byroad grin at the marvellous 
humour of these incorporated worthies. 

Then, w^e had cliess for those who played it, whist, cribbage, 
books, backgammon, and shovelboard. In all weathers, fair or 
foul, calm or windy, \vc were every one on deck, waalking up and 
dowm in ])airs, lying in tlie boats, leaning over the side, or chatting 
in a lazy group togetlier. M’e had no lack of music, for one played 
the accordion, another the violin, and another (who usually began 
at six o’clock a.m.) the key-bugle: the coml)ined effect of which 
instruments, when they all played different tunes in differents parts 
of the ship, at the same time, and within hearing of each other, as 
they sometimes did (everybody being intensely satisfied with his 
owm ])erformance), was sublimely hideous. 

When all these means of entertainment failed, a sail w^ould heave 
in sight : looming, [)erhaps, the very s])irit of a ship, in the misty 
distance, or passing us so close that through our glasses wx could 
see the peoj)k' on her decks, and easily make out her name, and 
w’hither she wns bound. For hours together we could watch the 
dolphins and porpoises as they rolled and leaped and dived around 
the vessel ; or those small creatures ever on the wing, the Mother 
Carey’s chickens, wdiich had borne us company from New^ York 
bay, and for a whole fortnight lluttered about the vessel’s stern. 
For some days wx had a dead calm, or very light winds, during 
which the crew amused themselves with fishing, and hooked an 
unlucky dolphin, wiio expired, in all his rainbow' colours, on the 
deck : an event of such importance in our barren calendar, that 
afterwvards we dated from the dolphin, and made the day on wiiich 
he died, an era. 

‘ Besides all this, w'hcn w'c wxre five or six days out, there began 
to be much talk of icebergs, of which wandering islands an unusual 
number had been seen by the vessels that had come into New 
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York a day or two before we left that port, and of whose dangerous 
neighbourhood we were warned by the sudden coldness of the 
weather, and the sinking of the mercury in the barometer. While 
these tokens lasted, a double look-out was kept, and many dismal 
tales were wliispercd after dark, of ships that had struck upon the 
ice and gone down in the night ; but the wind obliging us to hold 
a southward course, we saw none of them, and the weather soon 
grew bright and warm again. 

The observation every day at noon, and the subsequent working 
of the vessel’s course, was, as may be supposed, a feature in our 
lives of paramount importance; nor were there wanting (as there 
never are) sagacious doubters of the captain’s calculations, who, so 
soon as his back was turned, would, in the absence of compasses, 
measure the chart witli bits of string, and ends of pocket-handker- 
chiefs, and points of snuffers, and clearly prove him to be wrong by 
an odd thousand miles or so. It was very edifying to see these 
unbelievers shake their heads and frown, and hear them hold forth 
strongly upon navigation : not that they knew anything about it, 
but that they always mistrusted the captain in calm weather, or 
when the wind was adverse. Indeed, the mercury itself is not so 
variable as this class of passengers, whom you will sec, when the 
ship is going nobly through the water, ijuite pale with admiration, 
swearing that the captain beats all captains ever known, and even 
hinting at subscriptions for a inccc of plate ; and who, next morning, 
when the breeze has lulled, and all the sails hang useless in the 
idle air, shake their despondent heads again, and say, with screwed- 
up lips, they hope that captain is a sailor — but they shrewdly doubt 
him. 

It even became an occupation in the calm, to wonder when the 
wind 7uoiild si)ring up in the favourable (piarter, where, it was 
clearly shown by all the rules and precedents, it ought to have 
sprung up long ago. The first mate, who whistled for it zealously, 
was much respected for his perseverance, and was regarded even 
by the unbelievers as a first-rate sailor. Many gloomy looks would 
be cast upward through the cabin skylights at the Happing sails 
while dinner was in progress ; and some, growing bold in ruefulness, 
predicted that we should land about the middle of July, There 
are always on board ship, a Sanguine One, and a Despondent One. 
The latter character carried it hollow at this period of the voyage, 
and triumphed over the vSanguine One at every meal, by inquiring 
where he supposed the Great Western (which left New York a week 
after us) was noiu : and where he supposed the ‘ Cunard ’ steam- 
packet was no7u : and what he thought of sailing vessels, as com- 
pared with steamships 7i(m : and so beset his life with jicstilent 
attacks of that kind, that he too was obliged to affect despondency, 
for very peace and quietude. 
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These were additions to the list of entertaining incidents, but there 
was still another source of interest. We carried in the steerage 
nearly a hundred passengers : a little world of poverty : and as 
we came to know individuals among them by sight, from looking 
down upon the deck where they took the air in the daytime, and 
cooked their food, and very often ate it too, we became curious to 
know their histories, and with what expectations they had gone out 
to Ameru a, and on what errands they were going home, and what 
their circumstances were. The information we got on these heads 
from the carpenter, who had charge of these people, was often of 
the strangest kind. Some of them had been in America but three 
days, some but three months, and some had gone out in the last 
voyage of that very ship in which they were now returning lunne. 
Others had sold their clothes to raise the passage-money, and had 
hardly rags to cover them ; others had no food, and lived upon the 
charity of the rest : and one man, it was discovered nearly at the 
end of the voyage, not before — fl^r he kept his secret close, and 
did not court compassion — had had no sustenance whatever hut 
the bones and scra])S of fat he took from the jdates used in the 
after-cabin dinner, when they were put out to be washed. 

I'hc whole system of shipping and conveying these unfortunate 
persons, is one that stands in need of thorough revision. If any 
class deserve to be protected and assisted by the Government, it 
is that class wlio are banished from their native land in search of 
the bare means of subsistence. All that could be done for these 
poor people by the great compassion ai^id humanity of the captain 
and officers was done, but they reiiuire miu'h more. The law is 
bound, at least uj)on the English side, to see that too many of them 
are not put on board one ship : and that their accommodations 
are decent: not demoraliidng and ])rolligate. It is bound, too, in 
common humanity, to declare that no man shall be taken on hoard 
without his stock of i)rovisions being previously inspected by some 
proper officer, and pronounced moderately sufficient for his siij)port 
upon the voyage. It is bound to provide, or to require that there 
be provided, a medical attendant ; whereas in these ships there are 
none, though sickness of adults, and deaths of children, on the 
passage, arc matters of the very commonest occurrence. Above 
all it is the duty of any Government, be it monarchy or republic, 
to interpose and [)ut an end to that system by which a firm of 
traders in emigrants iiurchasc of the owners the whole ’tween-clccks 
of a ship, and send on board as many wretched people as they can 
lay hold of, on any teims they can get, without the smallest reference 
to the conveniences of the steerage, the number of berths, the 
slightest separation of the sexes, or anything but their own immediate 
profit. Nor is even this the worst of the vicious system : for, certain 
crimping agents of these houses, who have a percentage on all the 
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passengers they inveigle, are constantly travelling about those 
districts where poverty and discontent arc rife, and tempting the 
credulous into more misery, by holding out monstrous inducements 
to emigration which can never be realised. 

The history of every family we had on board was pretty much 
the same. After hoarding up, and borrowing, and begging, and 
selling everytihng to ]xiy the passage, they liad gone out to New 
York, expecting to find its streets paved with gold ; and had found 
them paved with very hard and very real stones. Enterju-ise was 
dull ; labourers were not wanted ; jobs of work were to be got, but 
the payment was not. They were coming back, even ])oorer than 
they went. ^ One of them was carrying an open letter from a young 
English artisan, who had been in New York a fortnight, to a friend 
near Manchester, whom he strongly urged to follow him. One of 
the officers brought it to me as a curiosity. ^ This is the country, 
Jem,* said the writer. ‘ I like America. There is no despotism 
here ; that’s the great thing. Employment of all sorts is going a- 
begging, and wages are capital. You have only to choose "a trade, 
Jem, and be it. I haven’t made choice of one yet, but I shall 
soon. Af f resell f I havciit quite made up my mind 7u/ief/ier to he 
a carpenter — or a tailor' 

There was yet another kind of passenger, and but one more, 
who, in the calm and the light winds, was a constant theme of con- 
versation and observation among us. '['his was an English sailor, 

smart, thorough-built, luiglish man-of-war s-man from' his hat to 
his shoes, who was serving in the American navy, and having got 
leave of absence was on his way home to see his friends. When 
he presented himself to take and pay for his passage, it had been 
suggested to him that being an able seaman he might as well work 
it and save the money, but this piece of advice he very indignantly 
rejected : saying, ‘ He’d be damned but for once he’d go aboard 
ship, as a gentleman.’ Accordingly, they took his money, but he 
no sooner came aboard, than he stowed his kit in the forecastle, 
arranged to mess with the crew, and the very first time the hands 
were turned up, went aloft like a cat, before anybody. And all 
through the passage there h(‘ was, first at the braces, outermost on 
the yards, peri)etually lending a hand everywhere, but always with 
a sober dignity in his manner, and a sol.)er grin on his faci^, which 
plainly said, ‘ I do it as a gentleman. For my own pleasure, 
mind you ! ’ 

At length and at last, the promised wind came up in right good 
earnest, and away we went before it, with every stitch of canvas 
set, slashing through the water nobly. There was a grandeur in 
the motion of the sjdendid ship, as overshadowed by her mass of 
sails, she rode at a furious pace upon the waves, which filled one 
with an indescribable sense of pride and exultation. As she 
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plunged into a foaming valley, how I loved to see the green waves, 
bordered deep with white, come rushing on astern, to l)uoy her 
upward at their pleasure, and curl about her as she stooped again, 
but always own her for their haughty mistress still ! On, on we 
flew, with changing lights upon the water, being now in the blc^feed 
region of fleecy skies ; a bright sun lighting us by day, and a bright 
moon I)y night; the vane pointing directly homeward, alike the 
truthful index to the favouring wind and to our cheerful hearts ; 
until at sunrise, one hiir Monday morning — the twenty-seventh of 
June, I shall not easily forget the day—there lay before us, old 
Cape Clear, God bless it, sliowing, in the mist of early morning, 
like a cloud : the brightest and most welcome cloud, to us, that 
ever hid the face of Heaven’s fallen sister — Home. 

Him speck as it was in the wide j>rospect, it made the sunrise 
a more cheerful sight, and gave to it tj^iat sort of human interest 
which it seems to want at sea. '^J'herc, as elsewhere, the return of 
day is inseparable from some sense of renewed hope and gladness ; 
but the light shining on the dreary waste of water, and showing it 
in all its vast extent of loneliness, presents a solemn s])ectacle, 
which even night, veiling it in darkness and uncertainty, does not 
surpass. The rising of the moon is more in kee])ing with the 
solitary ocean ; and has an air of melancholy grandeur, wliich in 
its soft and gentle influence, seems to comfort while it saddens. 
I recollect when I was a very young child having a faiK'y that 
the reflection of the moon in water was a path to 1 leaven, trodden 
by the spirits of good people on their M'ay to God ; and this old 
feeling often came over me again, when I watched it on a tranquil 
night at sea. 

The wind was very light on this same Monday morning, but it 
was still in the right quarter, and so, by slow degrees, we left Cape 
Clear behind, and sailed along within sight of the coast of Ireland. 
And how merry we all were, and how l()}al to the George \\ ashing- 
ton, and how full of mutual congratulations, and how venturesome 
in predicting the exact hour at which we should arrive at Liverpool, 
may be easily imagincxl and readily understood. Also, how heartily 
we drank the (xiptain’s health that day at dinner; and how' restless 
we became a!)out i)ackijig up : and bow two or three of the most 
sanguine spirits rejected tlu‘ idea of going to bed ^at all that night 
as sometliing it was not worth while to do, so lu-ar the sliore, 
but W'ent nevertheless, and slept soundly ; and how' to be so near 
our journey’s end, was like a pleasant dream, from which one 
feared to wake. 

The friendly breeze freshened again next day, and on we went 
once more before it gallantly : descrying now' and then an English 
ship going homcw’ard under shortened sail, w’hile we, with every 
inch of canvas crow'ded on, dashed gaily past, and left her far 
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behind. Towards evening, the weather turned hazy, with a 
drizzling rain ; and soon became so thick, that we sailed, as it were, 
in a cloud. Still we swept onward like a phantom ship, and many 
an eager eye glanced up to where the Look-out on the mast kept 
watch for Holyhead. 

At length his long-expected cry was heard, and at the same 
moment there shone out from the haze and mist ahead, a gleaming 
light, which j^resently was gone, and soon returned, and soon was 
gone again. W’henever it came back, the eyes of all on board, 
l)rightened and sparkled like itself : and there we all stood, watching 
this revolving light upon the rock at Holyhead, and j)raising it for 
its brightness and its friendly warning, and lauding it, in short, 
above all other signal lights that ever were displayed, until it once 
more glimmered faintly in the distance, far behind us. 

Then, it was time to fire a gun, for a pilot ; and almost before 
its smoke had cleared away, a little boat with a light at her mast- 
head came bearing down upon us, through the darkness, swiftly. 
And presently, our sails being backed, she ran alongside; and the 
hoarse pilot, wrapped and muftled in pea-coats and shawls to the 
very bridge of his weather-ploughed-up nose, stood bodily among 
us on the deck. And I think if that i>ilot had wanted to borrow 
fifty pounds for an indefinite j)eriod on no se('urity, we should have 
engaged to lend it to him, among us, before his boat had dropped 
astern, or (which is the same thing) before every scrap of news in 
the paper he brought with him had become the common property 
of all on board. 

We turned in y>retty late that night, and turned out pretty early 
next morning, liy six o’clock we clustered on the deck, ]>reparcd 
to go ashore ; and looked upon the sj)ires, and roofs, and smoke, of 
Liverpool. By eight we all sat down in one of its Hotels, to eat 
and drink together for the last time. And by nine we had shaken 
hands all round, and broken up our social company for ever. 

The country, by the railroad, seemed, as we rattled through it, 
like a luxuriant garden. The beauty of the fields (so small they 
looked !), the hedge-rows, and the trees ; the ])retty cottages, the 
beds of flowers, the old churchyards, thci antique houses, and every 
well-known object; the exquisite delights of that one journey, 
crowding in the short compass of a summer’s day, the joy of many 
years, with the winding u]) with klomc and all that makes it dear; 
no tongue can tell, or pen of mine describe. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

SLAVERY 

The upholders of slavery in America — of the atrocities of which 
system, I shall not write one word for whic h I have not had ample 
proof and warrant — may be divided into three great classes. 

The first, are those more moderate and rational owners of human 
cattle, who have c'ome into the possession of them as so many 
coins in their trading capital, but who admit the frightful nature of 
the Institution in the abstract, and i)erceive the dangers to society 
with which it is fraught : dangers which Jiowever distant they may 
be, or howsoever tardy in their coming on, are as certain to fall 
upon its guilty head, as is the Day of Judgment. 

The second, consists of all those owners, breeders, users, buyers 
and sellers of slaves, Avho will, until the bloody chapter has a bloody 
end, own, breed, use, buy, and sell them at all hazards ; who 
doggedly deny the horrors of the system in the teeth of such a mass 
of evidence as never was brought to bear on any other subject, and 
to which the experience of every day contributes its immense 
amount; who would at this or any other moment, gladly involve 
America in a war, civil or foreign, provided that it had for its sole 
end and object the assertion of their right to perpetuate slavery, 
and to whip and work and torture slaves, unquestioned by any 
human authority, and imassailed by any human j^ower ; who, when 
they speak of f'reedom, mean the Freedom to oi)])ress their kind, 
and to be savage, merciless, and cruel ; and of whom every man 
on his own ground, in republican America, is a more exacting, and 
a sterner, and a less responsible dcsi)ot than the Caliph Haroun 
Alraschid in his angry robe of scarlet. 

The third, and not the least numerous or infiuential, is composed 
of all that delicate gentility which cannot bear a superior, and 
cannot brook an equal ; of that class whose Republicanism means, 
‘ I will not tolerate a man above me : and of those below, none 
must approach too near;' whose juide, in a land^ where voluntary 
servitude is shunned as a disgrace, must be ministered to by slaves ; 
and whose inalieiiahle rights can only have their growth in negro 
wrongs. 

It has been sometimes urged that, in the unavailing efforts which 
have been made to advance the cause of Human Freedom in the 
republic of America (strange cause for history to treat of !), sufficient 
regard has not been had to the existence of the first class of 
persons ; and it has been contended that they arc hardly used, in 
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being confounded with the second. This is, no doubt, the case ; 
noble instances of pecuniary and personal sacrifice have already 
had their growth among them ; and it is much to be regretted that 
the gulf between them and the advocates of emancipation should 
have been widened and deepened by any means : the rather, as 
there are, l)eyond dispute, among these slave-owners, many kind 
mast^.TS who arc tender in the exercise of their unnatural power. 
Still, it is to be feared that this injustice is insc])arable from the 
state of things with which humanity and truth are called upon to 
deal. Slavery is not a whit the more endurable because some 
hearts arc to be found which can partially resist its hardening 
inlluences ; nor can the indignant tide of honest wrath stand still, 
because in its onward course it overwhelms a few who are com- 
paratively innocent, among a host of guilty. 

d'he ground most commonly taken by these better men among 
the advocates of slavery, is this : ‘ It is a bad system ; and for 
myself I would willingly get rid of it, if I could; most willingly. 
Tkit it is not so bad, as you in England take it to be. You are 
deceived by the rei)rescntations of the emancipationists. The 
greater ])art of my slaves are much attachcal to me. You will say 
that 1 do noi allow them to be >«.:verely treated ; but I will jnit it to 
you whether you believe that it can bc^ a general [)ra(:tice to treat 
them inhumanly, when it would impair their value, and would be 
obviously against the interests of their masters.’ 

Is it the interest of any man to steal, to game, to v aste his health 
and mental faculties by drunkenness, to lie, fijrswear himself, in- 
dulge hatred, seek desperate revenge, or do murder? No. All 
these are roads to ruin. And why, then, do men tread them? 
Because such inclinations are among the vi('ious (jualities of man- 
kind. Ikot out, ye friends of slavery, from the catalogue of human 
passions, brutal lust, cruelty, and the abuse of irresj)onsible power 
(of all earthly temptations the nnjst difticult to be resisted), and 
when ye have done so, and not before*, we will inejuire whether it 
be the interest of a master to lash and maim the slaves, over whose 
lives and limijs he has an absolute control ! 

]>ut again : this class, together with that last oihj I have named, 
the misera])le aristocracy spawned of a false republic, lift up their 
voices and exclaim ‘ Public op/inion is all-suffa ient to ]acvent siu'h 
cruelty as you denounce.’ Buhlic opinion! Why, public ojjinion 
in the slave States is slavery, is it not? Puhlic opinion, in the 
slave States, has delivered the slaves over, to the gentle mercies of 
their masters. Puhlic opinion has made the laws, and denied the 
slaves legislative i)rotection. Public ojimion has knotted the lash, 
heated the branding-iron, loaded the ritle, and shielded the 
murderer, i'uhlic o])inion threatens the abolitionist with death, if 
he venture to the South • and drags him with a rope al)Out lii.s 
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middle, in broad unblushing noon, through the first city in the East. 
Public opinion has, within a few years, burned a slave alive at a 
slow fire in the city of St. Louis ; and i)ublic opinion has to this 
day maintained upon the bench that estimal)le Judge who charged 
the Jury, impanelled there to try his murderers, that their most 
horrid deed was an act of public opinion, and being so, must not 
be punished by the laws the public sentiment had made. Public 
opinion hailed this doctrine with a howl of wild applause, and set 
the prisoners free, to walk the city, men of mark, and influence, and 
station, as they had been before. 

Public opinion ! what class of men have an immense preponder- 
ance over the rest of the community, in their i)o\ver of re])resenting 
public opinion in the legislature ? the slave-owners. They send 
from their twelve States one hundred members, while the fourteen 
free States, with a free ])opulation ne;;irly double, return but a 
hundred and forty-two. Before whom do the presidential candi- 
dates bow^ dowm the most humbly, on whom do they fawai the most 
fondly, and for wdiose tastes do they cater the most assiduously in 
their servile protestations ? 'ilie slavc-owmers always. 

Public opinion ! hear the ])ublic opinion of the free South, as 
expressed by its owai members in the House of Representativ es at 
AVashington. ‘I have a great respect for the chair,’ quoth North 
("arolina, ‘ I have a great respect for the chair as an officer of the 
house, and a great respect for him personally; nothing but that 
respect ])revents me from rushing to the table and tearing that 
petition w'hich has just been presented for the abolition of slavery 
in the district of Columbia, to pieces.’ — ‘ 1 warn the al;)olitionists,* 
says South Carolina, ‘ ignorant, infuriated barbarians as they are, 
that if chance shall throw* any of them into our hands, he may 
ex])ect a felon’s death.’--‘ Let an abolitionist come within the 
borders of South Carolina,’ cries a third ; mild Carolina’s colleague ; 
‘and if w*e (an catch him, w'c wall try him, and notwithstanding the 
interference of all the governments on earth, including the Federal 
government, we wall HANaa him.’ 

Public o])inion has made this law*. — It has declared that in 
Washington, in that city which takes its name from the ffither of 
American bbtaly, any justice of the peace may bind with fetters 
any negro jxassing dowai the street and thrust hi;n into jail : no 
offence on the black man’s part is necessarx*. The justice says, ‘ 1 
choose to think this man a runaway:’ and locks him up. I’ublic 
opinion impow*ers the man of law* when this is done, to advertise 
the negro in the newspapers, warning his owner to ('ome and claim 
him, or he will be sold to pay the jail fees. But suj)posing he is a 
free black, and has no ow*ner, it may naturally be presumed that he is 
set at liberty. No : he is sold to recompense his jailer. This 
has been done again, and again, and again. Ho has no means of 
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proving his freedom; has no adviser, messenger, or assistance of 
any sort or kind; no investigation into his case is made, or inquiry 
instituted. He, a free man, who may have served for years, and 
bought his liberty, is thrown into jail on no process, for no crime, 
and on no pretence of crime : and is sold to pay the jail fees. 
This seems incredible, even of America, but it is the law. 

Public oj)inion is deferred to, in such cases as the following : 
which is headed in the newspapers : — 


‘ Law-Case, 

‘ An interesting case is now on trial in tlic Supreme Court, 
arising out of the following facts. A gentleman residing in Mary- 
land liad allowed an aged pair of his slaves, substantial though not 
legal freedom for several years. AVhile thus living, a daughter was 
born to them, who grew up in the same liberty, until she married a 
free negro, and went with him to reside in Pennsylvania. They 
had several children, and lived unmolested until the original owner 
died, when his heir attempted to regain them; but the magistrate 
before whom they were brought, decided that he had no jurisdiction 
in the case. The o^ancr seized the -laoinan and Jicr cJiildren in the 
nighty and carried them to MarylaJidi 

‘ Cash for negroes,’ ‘ cash for negroes,’ ‘ cash for negroes,’ is the 
heading of advertisements in great capitals down the long columns 
of the crowded journals. \Voodcuts of a runaway iK'gro with 
manacled hands, croiu'hing beneath a bluff pursuer in top boots, 
who, having caught him, gras[>s him by the throat, agreeably 
diversify the pleasant text. The leading article ])rotesls against 
‘ that abominable and hellish doctrine of abolition, which is repug- 
nant alike to every law of (lod and nature.’ 'Phe delicate mamma, 
who smiles licr accpiiescence in this sjaightly writing as she reads 
the pajjer in her cool pia/za, quiets her youngest cliild who clings 
about her skirts, by i)romising the boy ‘ a whip to beat the little 
niggers with.’ --Put the negroes, little and big, are protected by 
public opinion. 

Let us try this public o];inion by another test, which is important 
in three ])oints of view : first, as showing how desperately timid of 
the public opinion slave-owneis are, in their delicate descriptions 
of fugitive slaves in widely circulated newspapers; secondly, as 
showing how perfectly contented the slaves are, and how very 
seldom they run away; thirdly, as exhibiting their entire freedom 
from scar, or blemish, or any mark of cruel infliction, as their 
pictures are drawn, not by lying abolitionists, but by their own 
truthful masters. 

The following are a few specimens of the advertisements in the 
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public papers. It is only four years since the oldest among them 
appeared ; and others of the same nature continue to be published 
every day, in shoals. 

‘ Ran away, Negress Caroline. Had on a collar with one prong 
turned down.’ 

‘ Ran away, a black woman, P)Ctsy. Had an iron bar on her 
right leg.’ 

‘ Ran away, the negro Manuel. Much marked with irons.’ 

‘ Ran away, the negress Fanny. Had on an iron band about 
her neck.’ 

‘ Ran away, a negro boy about twelve years old. Had round his 
xieck a chain dog-collar with ‘‘ Dc I>nmpert” engraved on it.’ 

‘Ran away, the negro Hown. Has a ring of iron on his left 
foot. Also, Crise, /lis having a ring and chain on the 

left leg.’ , 

‘ Ran away, a negro hoy named James. Said boy was ironed 
when he left me.’ 

‘ Committed to jail, a man who calls his name John. He has a 
clog of iron on his right foot which will weigh four or five pounds.’ 

‘Detained at the ])olice jail, the negro weiuh, Myra. Has 
several marks of i.asiiino, and has irons on her feet.’ 

‘ Ran away, a negro woman and two children. A few^ days 
before she went off, 1 burnt her with a hot iron, on the left side of 
her fiice. 1 tried to make the letter "M.’ 

‘ Ran away, a negro man named Henry; his left eye out, some 
scars from a dirk on and under his left arm, and much scarred with 
the whip.’ 

‘One hundred dollars reward, for a negro fellow, Pompey, 40 
years old. lie is branded on the left jaw*.’ 

‘Committed to jail, a negro man. I Fas no toes on the left foot.’ 

‘ R.an away, a negro woman named Rachel. Has lost all her 
toes exce])t the large f)ne.’ 

‘Ran away, Sam, lie was shot a short time since through the 
hand, and has several shots in his left arm and side.’ 

‘ l^an away, my negro man Demnis. Said negro has been shot 
in the left arm between the shoulder and elbow, which has paralysed 
the left liand.’ 

‘ Ran away, my negro man named Simon. Hg has been shot 
badly, in his hack and right arm.’ 

‘Ran away, a negro named Arthur. Has a considerable scar 
across his breast and each arm, made by a knife ; loves to talk 
much of the goodness of God.’ 

‘ Twenty-five dollars reward for my man Isaac. He has a scar 
on his forehead, caused by a blow ; and one on his back, made by 
a shot from a pistol.’ 

‘ Ran away, a negro girl called Mary. PTas a small scar over 

o 
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her eye, a good many teeth missing, the letter A is branded on her 
cheek and forehead/ 

‘ Ran away, negro Ben. Has a scar on his right hand ; his 
thumb and forefinger being injured by being shot last fall. A 
part of the bone came out. He has also one or two large scars on 
his back and hips.' 

‘ Detained at the jail, a mulatto, named Tom. Has a scar on 
the right check, and appears to have been burned with powder on 
the face.' 

‘ Ran away, a negro man named Ned. Three of his fingers are 
drawn into tlie palm of his hand by a cut. Has a scar on the back 
of his ne('k, nearly half round, done by a knife.' 

‘A\as committed to jail, a negro man. Says liis name is Josialn 
His bac'k very mucli scarred by the wliip ; and liranded on the 
thigh and hi])s in tlirec or four places, thus (J M). 'J'hc* rim of his 
right ear has been bit or cut off.' 

‘ Fifty dollars reward, for my fellow Kdward. He has a scar on 
the corner o[ his moiitli, two cuts on and under his arm, and the 
letter E on his arm.' 

‘Ran away, negro boy Elbe. Has a scar on one of his arms 
from the bite of a dog.' 

‘Ran away, from the plantation of James Surgette, the following 
negroes : Randal, has oiu; ear cro])[)ed ; Bob, has lost one eye ; 
Kentucky Tom, has one jaw broken.' 

‘Ran away, Anthony. One of his cars cut off, and his left hand 
cut with an axe.' 

‘ Fifty dollars reward for tlic negro Jim Blale*. Has a jiicce cut 
out of each ear, and the middle finger of the left hand cut off to the 
second joint.' 

‘ Ran away, a negro woman named Afaria. Has a scar on one 
side of her cheek, by a cut. Some scars on her back.' 

‘Ran away, the Mulatto wench Mary. Has a cut on tlic left 
arm, a scar on the left shoulder, and two uj)]Ka* teeth missing.' 

I should say, perhajis, in exjilanation of this latter [liecc of 
description, that among the other blessings whi('h pul)lic opinion 
secures to the negroes, is the common practice of violently punch- 
ing out their teeth. To make them wear iron ('ollars by day and 
night, and to worry them with dogs, are practices almost too 
ordinary to deserve mention. 

‘ Ran away, my man fountain. Has holes in his ears, a .scar on 
the right side of his forehead, has been shot in the hind part of his 
legs, and is marked on the back with the whip.' 

‘Two hundred and fifty dollars reward for my negro man Jim. 
He is miu'h marked with .shot in his right thigh. The shot entered 
on the outside, halfway betw^een the hip and knee joints.' 

‘ Brought to jail, John. Left ear crept.' 
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‘ Taken up, a negro man. Is very much scarred about the face 
and body, and has the left ear bit off.' 

‘ Ran away, a black girl, named Mary. Has a scar on her check, 
and the end of one of her toes cut off.' 

‘Ran away, my Mulatto woman, Judy. She has had her right 
arm broke.' 

‘ Ran away, my negro man, I.cvi. His left hand has been burnt, 
and I think the end of his forefinger is off.’ 

‘ Ran away, a negro man, named Washtngton. Has lost a 
part of his middle finger, and the end of his little finger.’ 

‘Twenty-five dollars reward for my man John. The tij) of his 
nose is bit off.’ 

‘ Twenty-five dollars reward for the negro slave, Sally. Walks 
as //lOHg/i (Ti]jj)led in the back.' 

‘ Ran away, Joe Dennis. Has a small notch in one of his ears.' 

‘ Ran away, negro boy, Jack. Has a small crop out of his left 
car.' 

‘ Ran away, a negro man, named Ivory. Has a small piece cut 
out of tlie top of each ear.’ 

While u[)on the subject of ears, I may observe that a distinguished 
abolitionist in New York once received a negro’s ear, which had 
been cut off close to the head, in a general post letter. It was 
forwarded by tlie free and independent gentleman who had caused 
it to be amputated, with a polite reejuest that he would place the 
specimen in his ‘ collection.’ 

I could enlarge this catalogue with broken arms, and broken legs, 
and gashed llesh, and missing teeth, and lacerated backs, and bites 
of dogs, and brands of red-hot irons innumeralile : but as my readers 
will be sufficiently sic kened and n'jielled already, I will turn to 
another branch of the subject. 

Those advertisements, of which a similar collection might be 
made for every year, and month, and week, and day ; and whic h 
are coolly read in families as things of course, and as a part of the 
current news and smalbtalk ; will serve to show how very much the 
slaves profit by public 0])iiuon, and how tender it is in their behalf. 
But it may be worth while to inejuire how' the slave-owners, and 
the class of society to which great numbers of them belong, defer 
to public opinion in their conduct, not to their slaves but to each 
other ; how they arc accaistomed to restrain their ])assions ; what 
their bearing is among themselves ; wliether they are fierce or gentle ; 
whether their social customs be brutal, sanguinary, and violent, or 
bear the impress of civilisation and refinement. 

That we may have no partial evidence from abolitionists in this 
inquiry, either, I will once more turn to their o^^n newspapers, and 
I will confine myself, this time, to a selection from paragraphs 
which appeared from day to day, during my visit to America, and 
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which refer to occurrences happening while I was there. The 
italics in these extracts, as in the foregoing, are my own. 

These cases did not all occur, it will be seen, in territory actually 
belonging to legalised Slave States, though most, and those the 
very worst among them did, as their counterparts constantly do ; 
but the i)C)sition of the scenes of action in reference to places 
immediately at hand, where slavery is the law ; and the strong 
resemblance between that class of outrages and the rest ; lead to 
the just iwesumption that the character of the parties concerned 
was formed in slave districts, and brutalised by slave customs. 

^ Hojriblc Tragedy, 

‘By a slip from llic Southport Te/egraph, Wisconsin, we learn 
that the Hon. Charles C. P. Arndt, Member of the Council for 
Brown county, was shot dead ou the floor of the Council chamber^ 
by James R. Vinyard, Member from Crant county. The affair 
grew out of a nomination for Sheritf of Grant county. Mr. K. S. 
Baker was nominated and supported l)y Mr. Arndt. I'his nomina- 
tion was op])Osed by Vinyard, who wanted the appointment to vest 
in his own brother. In the course of debate, the deceased made 
some statements which Vinyard pronouiK'ed false, and made use of 
violent and insulting language, dealing largely in i)crsonalities, to 
which Mr. A. made no reply. After the adjournment, Mr. A. 
stepped up to Mnyard, and re(iuestcd him to retract, which he 
refused to do, repeating the offensive words. Mr. Arndt then 
made a blow at Vinyard, who slei)[)ed back a pace, drew a pistol, 
and shot him dead, 

‘ 'Phe issue appears to have been i)rovokt‘d on the part of Vinyard, 
who was determined at all hazards to defeat the ai)pointment of 
Baker, and who, himself defeated, turned his ire and revenge upon 
the unfortunate Arndt,' 

‘77/6’ Wisconsin Tragedy, 

‘ Ihiblic indignation runs high in the territory of Wisconsin, in 
relation to the murder of C, C. P. Arndt, in the Legislative Hall 
of the territory. Meetings have becai held in different counties 
of AVisconsin, denouncing the practice of srcrctly bearing arms in the 
Legislative chambers of the country, ^Ve have seen the account of 
the expulsion of James R. Vinyard, the pery^etrator of the bloody 
deed, and are amazed to hear, that, after this exyailsion by those 
who saw Vinyard kill Mr. Arndt in the presence of his aged father, 
who was on a visit to see his son, little dreaming that he was to 
witness his murder, fudge Dunn has discharged Vinyard on bail. 
The Miners’ Free Press speaks ifi terms of merited rebuke at the 
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outrage upon the feelings of the people of Wisconsin. Vinyard 
was within arm's length of Mr. Arndt, when he took such deadly 
aim at him, that he never spoke. Vinyard might at pleasure, being 
so near, have only wounded him, but he chose to kill him.' 

‘ Murder, 

‘ By a letter in a St. Louis paper of the 14th, we notice a terrible 
outrage at l^urlington, Iowa. A Mr. Bridgman having had a 
difficulty with a ( itizen of the place, Mr. Ross ; a brother-indaw of 
the latter provided himself with one of Colt’s revolving pistols, met 
Mr. B. in the street, atid discharged the contents of five of the barrels 
at him : each shot taking effect, Mr. B., though horribly wounded, 
and dying, returned the fire, and killed Ross on the spot.’ 

‘ Terrible Death of Robert Potter, 

‘From the “Caddo Gazette,” of the 12th inst., we learn the 
frightful death of Colonel Robert Potter. . . . He was beset in his 
house by an enemy, named Rose. He sprang from his couch, 
seized his gun, and, in his niglit-clothes, rushed from the house. 
For about two hundred yards his speed seemed to defy his pursuers ; 
but, getting entangled in a thicket, he was c aptured. Rose told 
him that he intended to act a generous parf^ and give him a chance 
for his life. He then told I'otter he might run, and he should not 
be interrupted till he reached a certain distanc e. rc:)tter started at 
the word of c'ommand, and before a gun was fired he had reac.hed 
the lake. His first impulse was to jump in the watcT and dive for 
it, whicli he did. Rose was close behind him, and formed his men 
on the bank ready to shoot him as he rose. In a few seconds he 
came up to breathe ; and .scarce had his head reached the surface 
of the water when it was completely riddled with the shot of their 
guns, and he sunk, to rise no more ! ’ 


^Murder in Arkansas, 

‘ We understand that a sei'cre rencontre came off a few daws since 
in the Seneca Nation, between Mr. T.oose, the -sub-agent of the 
mixed band of the Senecas, Quapaw, and Shawnees, and Mr. James 
Gillespie, of the mercantile firm of Thomas G. Allison and Co., of 
Maysville, Benton, County Ark, in whic'h the latter ^^'as slain with a 
bowie-knife. Some difficulty had for .some time existed between 
the parties. It is said that Major Gillesi)ie brought on the attack 
with a cane. A severe conflict ensued, during which two pistols 
were fired by Gillespie and one by Loose. Loose then stabbed 
Gillespie with one of those never-failing weapons, a bowie-knife. 
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The death of Major G. is much regretted, as he was a liberal- 
minded and energetic man. Since the above was in type, we have 
learned that Major Allison has stated to some of our citizens in 
town that Mr. Loose gave the first blow. AVe forbear to give any 
particulars, as the 7 natter will be the subject of judicial investigation I 


^ Foul Deed, 

‘The steamer Thames, just from Missouri river, brought us a 
handbill, offering a reward of 500 dollars, for the i)erson who 
assassinated Lilburn W. Laggs, late Governor of this State, at 
Independence, on the night of the 6th inst. Governor Baggs, it is 
stated in a written memorandum, was not dead, but mortally 
wounded. 

‘ Since the above was written, we received a note from the clerk 
of the Thames, giving the following particulars. Gov. Baggs was 
shot by some villain on Friday, 6th inst., in the evening, while 
sitting in a room in his own house in Inde])endenre. His son, a 
boy, hearing a report, ran into the room, and found the (Governor 
sitting in his chair, with his jaw fallen down, and his head leaning 
back; on discovering the injury done to his father, he gave the 
alarm. Foot tracks were found in the garden below the window, 
and a pistol picked up supposed to have been overloaded, and 
thrown from the hand of the scoundrel who fired it. 1'hree buck 
shots of a heavy load, took effect ; one going through his mouth, 
one into the brain, and another probably in or near the brain ; all 
going into the back jiart of the nec k and head. The Governor was 
still alive on the morning of the 7th ; but no hopes for his recovery 
by his friends, and but sliglit liopes from his physicians. 

‘A man was suspected, and the Sheriff most probably has 
possession of him by this time. 

‘The pistol was one of a i)air stolen some days jirevious from a 
baker in Independence, and the legal authorities have the descrii)tion 
of the other.’ 


‘ Rencontre, 

‘An unfortunate affair took place on Friday evening in Chatres 
Street, in which one of our most respe( table citizens received a 
dangerous wound, from a poignard, in tlu; abdomen. From the 
Bee (New Orleans) of yesterday, we learn the fid lowing particulars. 
It appears that an article wms published in the French side of the 
l)aper on Monday last, containing some strictures on the Artillery 
Battalion for firing their guns on Sunday morning, in answer to 
those from the Ontario and Woodbury, and thereby much alarm 
was caused to the families of those persons who were out all night 
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preserving the peace of the city. Major C. Gaily, Commander of 
the battalion, resenting this, called at the office and demanded the 
author’s name ; that of Mr. P. Arpin was given to him, who was 
absent at the time. Some angry words then passed with one of the 
proprietors, and a challenge followed ; the friends of both parties 
tried to arrange the affair, hut foiled to do so. On Friday evening, 
about seven o’clock, Major Gaily met Mr. P. Arpin in Chatres 
Street, and accosted him. “ Arc you Mr. Arpin ? ” 

‘ “ Yes, sir.” 

‘ ‘‘ Then I have to tell you that you are a ” (api)l}ing an 

appropriate epithet). 

‘ “ I shall remind you of your words, sir.’^ 

‘ But I have said I would break my cane on your shoulders.” 

‘ “ I know it, but I have not yet received the blow.” 

‘At these words, Major Gaily, having a cane in his hands, struck 
Mr. Arpin across the face, and the latter drew a poignard from his 
pocket and stabbed Major Gaily in the abdomen. 

‘ Fears are entertained that the wound will be mortal, IFV 
under stivid tJiat Jl/r, Arpin has given security for his appearance at 
the Criminal Court to ansiocr the charged 

‘ Affray in 3 Iississippi, 

‘On the 27th lilt., in an affray urar Carthage, Leake county, 
Mississiiipi, between James ("ottingham and John Wilburn, the 
latter was shot by the former, and so horribly wounded, that 
there was no hope of his recovery. On the 2nd instant, there 
was an affray at Carthage between A. C. Sharkey and George 
Goff, in which the latter was shot, and thought mortally wounded. 
Sharkey delivered himself up to the authorities, t>ut changed his 
mind and escaped ! ’ 


‘ Personal Encounter. 

‘ An encounter took place in Sparta, a few days since, between 
the barkeeper of an hotel, and a man named Bury. It ajipears 
that Bury had become somewhat nois}', and that the barheepet\ 
determined to preserve order, had threatened to shoot Eury, where- 
upon Bury drew a pistol and shot the barkeeper down. He was 
not dead at the last accounts, but slight hopes were entertained of 
his recovery.’ 


‘ Duel. 

‘The clerk of the steamboat Tribune informs us that another 
duel was fought on Tuesday last, by Mr. Robbins, a bank officer 
in Vicksburg, and Mr. Fall, the editor of the Vicksburg Sentinel. 
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According to the arrangement, the parties had six pistols each, 
which, after the word “ Fire ! they were to discharge as fast as they 
pleased. Fall fired two pistols without effect. Mr. Robbins’ first 
shot took eftcct in Fall’s thigh, who fell, and was unable to continue 
the combat.’ 


‘ Affray m Clarke County. 

‘ An unfortunate affray occurred in Clarke county (Mo.), near 
Waterloo, on Tuesday the 19th ult., which originated in settling 
the partnership concerns of Messrs. ]\TKanc and McAllister, who 
had been engaged in the business of distilling, and resulted in the 
death of the latter, who was shot down by Mr. M‘Kane, because of 
his attempting to take possession of seven barrels of whiskey, the 
property of M‘Kane, which had been knocked off to M‘Allister at a 
sheriff’s sale at one dollar ])er barrel. M^Kane immediately fled 
and at the latest dates had ?iot been taken. 

‘ This unfortwiate affray caused considerable excitement in the 
neighbourhood, as both the parties were men with large families 
depending upon them and stood well in the community.’ 

I will quote but one more paragra])h, ^Vhlch, by reason of its 
monstrous absurdity, may be a relief to tliese atrocious deeds. 


‘ Affair of Honour. 

‘ We have just heard the particulars of a meeting whi(*h took 
place on Six ]Mile Island, on Tuesday, between two young bloods 
of our city : Samuel Thurston, aged fifteen^ and William Iline, aged 
thirteen years. I'hcy were attended by young gentlemen of the 
same age. The weapons used on the occasion, were a ( ouple of 
Dickson’s best rifles ; the distanc e, thirty yards. I'hey took one 
fire, without any damage being sustained by either ];arty, excci)t 
the ball of 'rinirston’s gun passing thrcnigh the crown of Hine’s hat. 
Through the ijitcrcession of the Jioard of I Jonout\ the challenge was 
withdrawn, and the dilTerence amic'ably adjusted.’ 

If the reader will picture to himself the kind of Hoard of Honour 
which amicably adjusted the difference betwecai these two little 
boys, who in any other part of the world would have been amicably 
adjusted on two porters’ backs and scjundly flogged with birchen 
rods, he will be possessed, no doubt, with as strong a sense of its 
ludicrous character, as that which sets me laughing whenever its 
image rises up before me. 

Now, I appeal to every human mind, imbued with the commonest 
of common sense, and the commonest of common liumanity ; to all 
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dispassionate, reasoning creatures, of any shade of opinion; and 
ask, with these revolting evidences of the state of society which 
exists in and about the slave districts of America before them, can 
they have a doubt of the real condition of the slave, or can they 
for a moment make a compromise between the institution or any of 
its flagrant, fearful features, and their own just consciences? \Vill 
they say of any tale of cruelty and horror, however aggravated in 
degree, that it is improbable, when they can turn to the public 
prints, and, running, read such signs as these, laid before them by 
the men who rule the slaves : in their own acts and under their own 
hands ? 

Do we not know that the worst deformity and ugliness of slavery 
are at once the cause and the effect of the reckless license taken by 
these freeborn outlaws? Do we not know that the man who has 
been born and bred among its wrongs ; who has seen in his child- 
hood husbands obliged at the word of command to flog their wives ; 
women, indecently compelled to hold up their own garments that 
men might lay the heavier stripes upon their legs, driven and harried 
by brutal overseers in their time of travail, and becoming mothers on 
the field of toil, under the very lash itself ; who has read in youth, 
and seen his virgin sisters read, descri])tions of runaway men aiKl 
women, and their disfigured i)ersons, which could not be published 
elsewhere, of so much stock upon a farm, or at a show of beasts : — 
do we not know that that man, whenever his wrath is kindled up, 
will be a brutal savage? Do we not know that as he is a coward 
in his domestic life, stalking among his shrinking men and women 
slaves armed with his heavy whij), so he will be a coward out of 
doors, and carrying cowards’ wea])ons hidden in his breast, will 
shoot men down and stab them when he quarrels ? And if our 
reason did not teach us this and much beyond; if we were such 
idiots as to close our eyes to that fine mode of training which rears 
up such men ; should we not know that they who among their 
equals stab and pistol in the legislative halls, and in the counting- 
house, and on the market-place, and in all the elsewhere peaceful 
pursuits of life, must be to their dependants, even though they were 
free servants, so many merciless and unrelenting tyrants ? 

What ! shall we declaim against the ignorant peasantry of Ireland, 
and mince the matter when these American taskmasters are in 
question? Shall we cry shame on the brutality of those who ham- 
string cattle : and spare the lights of Freedom u])on earth who notch 
the ears of men and women, cut ideasant posies in the shrinking 
flesh, learn to write with pens of red-hot iron on the human firce, 
rac|^ their poetic fancies for liveries of mutilation which their slaves 
shall wear for life and carry to the grave, breaking living limbs as 
did the soldiery who mocked and slew the Saviour of the world, 
and set defenceless creatures up for targets ! Shall we whimper 
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over legends of the tortures practised on each other by the Pagan 
Indians, and smile upon the cruelties of Christian men ! Shall we, 
so long as these things last, exult above the scattered remnants of 
that race, and triumph in the white enjoyment of their possessions ? 
Rather, for me, restore the forest and the Indian village ; in lieu of 
stars and stripes, let some poor feather flutter in the breeze ; replace 
the streets and s(piares by wigwams; and though the death-song of 
a hundred haughty warriors fill the air, it will be music to the shriek 
of one unhappy slave. 

On one theme, which is commonly before our eyes, and in respect 
of which our national character is changing fast, let the plain Truth 
be spoken, and let us not, like dastards, beat about the bush by 
hinting at the Spaniard and the fierce Italian. When knives are 
drawn by Englishmen in conflict let it be said and known : ‘ 
owe this change to Rejxiblican Slavery. These are the weapons of 
Freedom. With sharp points and edges such as these, liberty in 
America hews and hacks her slaves; or, failing that pursuit, her 
sons devote them to a better use, and turn them on each other.’ 


CHAPTER XVI I [ 

CONXaXU)ING REMARKS 

There are many j)assages in this book, where I have been at some 
pains to resist the temptation of troubling my readers with my own 
deductions and conclusions : preferring that they should judge for 
themselves, from such premise's as I liave laid before them. My 
only object in the outset, veas, to carry them with me faithfully 
wheresoever I went: and that task I have dis('harged. 

Rut I may be i)ardoned, if on such a theme as the general 
charac ter of the American j)eoi)le, and the general character of 
their social system, as jiresented to a stranger’s eyes, 1 desire to 
cxj)ress my own o[)inions in a few words, before 1 bring these 
volumes to a close. 

They are, by mature, frank, brave, cordial, hospitable, and affec- 
tionate. Cultivation and refinement seem but to enhance their 
warmth of heart and ardent enthusiasm; and it is the i)ossession of 
these latter qualities in a most remarkable degree, which renders an 
educated American one of the most endearing and most generous 
of friends. I never was so won u])on, as by this class; never 
yielded up my full confidence and esteem so readily and pleasurably, 
as to them ; never can make again, in half a year, so many friends 
for whom I seem to entertain the regard of half a life. 
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These qualities are natural, I implicitly believe, to the whole 
people. That they are, however, sadly sapped and blighted in their 
growth among the mass ; and that there are influences at work 
which endanger them still more, and give but little present promise 
of their healthy restoration ; is a truth that ought to be told. 

It is an essential ])art of every national cliaracter to ])ique itself 
mightily upon its faults, and to deduce tokens of its virtue or its 
wisdom from their wry exaggeration. One great blemish in the 
popular mind of America, and the prolific parent of an innumerable 
brood of evils, is Universal Distrust. ^\t the American citizen 
plumes himself upon this spirit, even \\hen he is sufficiently dispas- 
sionate to perceive the ruin it works ; and will often adduce it, in 
spite of his own reason, as an instance of the great sagacity and 
acuteness of the people, and their superior shrewdness and inde- 
pendence. 

‘ You carry,’ says the stranger, ‘ this jealousy and distrust into 
every transaction of public life. By repelling worthy men from 
your legislative assemblies, it has lired up a class of candidates for 
the suffrage, who, in their very ad, disgrace your Institutions and 
your people’s choice. It has rendered you so tickle, and so given to 
change, that your inconstancy has jiassed into a i)roverl) ; for you 
no sooner set u]) an idol firmly, than you are sine to jaill it doivn 
and dash it into fragments : and this, because directly you reward a 
benefactor, or a public servant, you distrust him, merely because he 
is rewarded; and immediately apply yourselves to find out, either 
that you have been too bountiful in your ac'knowledgments, or he 
remiss in his de serts. Any man who attains a high place among 
you, from the Bresident (lownwards, may date his downfall from 
that moment ; for any i)rinted lie that any notorious villain pens, 
although it militate directly against the character and conduct of 
a life, appeals at once to your distrust, and is believed. You will 
strain at a gnat in the way of trustfulness and confidence, howei er 
fairly won and well dc'served ; but you will swallow a whole caravan 
of camels, if they l)c laden with unworthy doubts and mean sus- 
picions. Is this well, think you, or likely to elevate the character of 
the governors or the governed, among you ? ’ 

The answer is invariably the same ; ‘There's freedom of oi)inion 
here, you know. Every man thinks for himself, and we are not 
to be easily overreached. That’s how our peoi)le come to be 
suspicious.’ 

Another prominent feature is the love of ‘ smart ’ dealing : which 
gilds over many a swindle and gross breach of trust ; many a defal- 
cation, public and private ; and enables many a knave to hold his 
head up with the best, who well deserves a halter ; though it has not 
been without its retributive operation, for this smartness has done 
more in a few years to impair the public credit, and to cripple the 
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public resources, than dull honesty, however rash, could have 
effected in a century. The merits of a broken speculation, or a 
bankruptcy, or of a successful scoundrel, are not gauged by its or his 
observance of the golden rule, ‘ Do as you would be done by,’ but 
are considered with refereiK'e to their smartness. I recollect, on 
both occasions of our passing that ill-fated Cairo on the Mississippi, 
remarking on the bad effects such gross deceits must have when 
they exploded, in generating a want of confidence abroad, and dis- 
couraging foreign investment : but I was given to understand that 
this was a very smart scheme by which a deal of money had been 
made : and that its smartest feature was, that they forgot these 
things abroad, in a very short time, and speculated again, as freely 
as ever. The following dialogue I have held a hundred times : ‘ Is 
it not a very disgraceful circumstance tliat such a man as So-and-so 
should be acquiring a large i)roperty by the most infamous and 
odious means, and notwithstanding all the crimes of which he has 
been guilty, siiould be tolerated and abetted by your Citizens? He 
is a public nuisance, is he not?’ ‘Yes, sir.’ ‘A convicted liar?’ 
‘Yes, sir.’ ‘He has been kicked, and cuffed, and caned?’ ‘ Yes, 
sir.’ ‘And he is utterly dishonourable, debased, and ])rolligate ? ’ 
‘Yes, sir.’ ‘In the name of wonder, then, what is his merit?’ 
‘ WYll, sir, he is a smart man.’ 

In like manner, all kinds of deficient and impolitic usages arc 
referred to the national love of trade ; though, oddly enough, it 
would be a weighty charge against a foreigner that he regarded the 
Americans as a trading people. The love of trade is assigned as a 
reason for that comfortless custom, so very prevalent in ( ountry 
towns, of married persons living in hotels, having no fireside of 
their own, and seUlom meeting from early morning until late at 
night, but at the hasty public meals. The love of trade is a reason 
why the literature of America is to remain for ever unprotected : 
‘ For we are a trading people, and don’t ('are for poetry : ’ though 
we do^ by the way, profess to be very proud of our jioets : while 
healthful amusements, cheerful means of recreation, and wholesome 
foncies, must fade before the stern utilitarian joys of trade. 

These three characteristics are strongly presented at every turn, 
full in the stranger’s view. Fut, the foul growth of America has a 
more tangled root than this : and it strikes its fibres, deep in its 
licentious JTess. 

Schools may be erected. East, West, Xortli,and South; pjupils be 
taught, and masters reared, by scores upon scores of thousands; 
colleges may thrive, churches may be crammed, temperance may be 
diffused, and advancing knowledge in all other forms walk ihrougli 
the land with giant strides : but while the newspaper press of 
America is in, or near, its present abject state, high moral improve- 
ment in that country is hopeless. Year by year, it must and will 
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go back j year by year, the tone of public feeling must sink lower 
down ; year by year, the Congress and the Senate must become of 
less account before all decent men ; and year by year, the memory 
of the Great Fatlicrs of the Revolution must be outraged more and 
more, in the bad life of their degenerate child. 

Among the herd of journals which are published in the States, 
there are some, the reader scarcely need be told, of character and 
credit. From personal intercourse with accomplished gentlemen 
connected with publications of this class, I have derived both 
pleasure and profit. Lut the name of these is Few, and of the 
others I^egion ; and the influence of the good, is powerless to 
counteract the moral poison of the bad. 

Among the gentry of America; among the well-informed and 
moderate : in the learned professions; at the bar and on the bench : 
there is, as there can be, but one opinion, in reference to the vicious 
character of these infnnous journals. It is sometimes contended — • 
1 will not say strangely, for it is natural to seek excuses for such a 
disgrace— that their intlueiK'C is not so great as a visitor would 
sui)pose. I must be pardoned for saying that there is no warrant 
for this i)]ea, and that every fact and circumstance tends directly to 
the oi)posite conclusion. 

AVhen any man, of any grade of desert in intellect or c haracter, 
can climb to any public distinction, no matter what, in America, 
without first grovelling down upon the earth, and bending the knee 
])eforc this monster of dc'pravity; when any private excellence is 
safe from its attacks ; when any social confidence is left unbroken 
by it, or any tic of social decency and honour is held in the least 
regard; when any man in that free country has freedom of opinion, 
and presumes to think for himself, and S])eak for himself, without 
humble refercnc'c to a censorship which, for its rampant ignorance 
and base dishonesty, he utterly loathes and desjiises in his heart ; 
when those who most at'utely feel its infamy and the reproach it 
casts upon the nation, and who most denounce it to each other, 
dare to set their heels upon, and crush it ojicnly, in the sight of all 
men : then, I will believe that its influence is lessening, and men 
are returning to their manly senses. Fut while that ]h*ess has its 
evil eye in every house, and its black hand in every aj)pointment 
in the state, from a incsident to a postman ; while, with ribald 
slander for its only stock in trade, it is the standard literature of an 
enormous class, who must find their reading in a newspai)cr, or 
they will not read at all ; so long must its odium be ui)on the 
country's head, and so long must the evil it works, be plainly visible 
in the Republic. 

To those who arc accustomed to the leading English journals, or 
to the respectable journals of the Continent of Europe ; to those 
who are accustomed to anything else in print and paper ; it would 
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be impossible, without an amount of extract for which I have 
neither space nor inclination, to convey an adequate idea of this 
frightful engine in America. But if any man desire confirmation of 
my statement on this head, let him repair to any place in this city 
of London, where scattered numbers of these publications are to be 
found ; and there, let him form his own opinion.* 

It would be well, there can be no doubt, for the American people 
as a whole, if they loved the Real less, and the Ideal somewhat 
more. It would be well, if there were greater encouragement to 
lightness of heart and gaiety, and a wider cultivation of what is 
i)eautifiil, without being eminently and directly useful. But here, I 
think the general remonstrance, ‘ wc arc a new country,’ which is 
so often advanced as an excuse for defects wliich are quite unjusti- 
fiable, as being, of right, only the slow growth of an old one, may 
be very reasonably urged : and I yet hoi)e to hear of there being 
some other national amu!?>ement in the United States, besides news- 
paper politics. 

'Fhey certainly arc not a humorous people, and their temj:)eramcnt 
always imp)ressed me as being of a dull and gloomy character. In 
shrewdness of remark, and a certain cast-iron quaintness, the 
Yankees, or peojJe of New England, unquestionably take the lead; 
as they do in most other evidences of intelligence. But in travel- 
ling about, out of the large cities -as I have remarked in former 
parts of these volumes — I was quite oi)presst‘d by the jwevailing 
seriousness and melancholy air of business: which was so general 
and unvarying, that at every new town I came to, I seemed to 
meet the very same people whom I had left behiral me, at the last. 
Such defects as are perceptible in the national manners, seem, to 
me, to be referable, ^in a great degree, to this cause : which has. 
generated a dull, sullen ])ersistence in coarse: usages, and rejected 
the graces of life as undeserving of attention. There is no doubt 
that W'ashington, who was always most scrujnilous and exact on 
points of ceremony, ])erceived the tendency towards this mistake, 
even in his time, and did his utmost to correct it. 

I cannot hold with other writers on these subjects that the jweva- 
lence of various forms of dissent in America, is in any way attribu- 
table to the non-existence there of an established church : indeed, 
I think the temper of the peoj>l(‘, if it admitted of such an Insti- 
tution being founded amojigsL them, would lead them to desert it, 
as a matter of course, merely because it established. But, 


* Xo'iK I riir, Okicunai. lam ion. — Or let liiiu ixT* r to an a])lc, and per- 
fectly truthful article, in The For€if:^ii Quarierly /uTvVru, published in the present 
month of October ; to which my attention has been attracted, since these sheets 
have been j)assing through the press. He will find some specimens there, by no 
moaiH remarkable to any man who has been in America, but sufficiently striking 
to one who has not. 
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supposing it to exist, I doubt its probable efficacy in summoning 
the wandering sheep to one great fold, simply because of the 
immense amount of dissent which prevails at home ; and because I 
do not find in America any one form of religion with which we in 
Europe, or even in luigland, arc unacquainted. Dissenters resort 
thither in great numbers, as other peoi)ic do, simi)ly because it is a 
land of resort ; and great settlements of tliem arc founded, because 
ground can be purchased, and towns and villages reared, where 
there were none of the human creation before. But even the 
Shakers emigrated from England; our country is not unknown to 
Mr. Joseph Smith, the apostle of Mormonism, or to Ins benighted 
disciples ; 1 have beheld religious scenes myself in some of our 
populous towns which can hardly be surpassed by an American 
camp-meeting; and 1 am not aware that any instance of su])er- 
slitious imi)()sture on the one hand, and superstitious credulity 
on the other, has had its origin in tlie* United State s, which wc 
cannot more than parallel by the prec edents of Mrs. Southcote, 
Mary Tofts the rabbit-brecdca*, or evcai Mr. Thom of Canterbury : 
which latter case arose, some time after tlie dark ages had passed 
away. 

'J'hc Reimblican Institutions of America undoubtedly lead the 
])eople to assert their self-respc< t and their equality ; but a traveller 
is bound to bear those Institutions in his mind, and not hastily to 
resent the n(\ar ap|)roach of a class of strangers, ^^ho, at home, 
would kec*]) aloof, 'bhis ('liaracteristic, when it was tinc'lurc’d with no 
foolish ])ride, and slo]>ped short of no honest service, never offended 
me ; and 1 very seldom, if ever, experienced its rude or unbe- 
coming display. Once or twice it was comically developed, as in 
the following case; but this was an amusing incident, and not the 
rule, or near it. 

I wanted a pair of boots at a certain town, for I had none to 
travel in, but those with the memorable cork soles, which were much 
too hot for the fiery decks of a steamboat. 1 therefore sent a 
message to an artist in boots, im])orling, with my compliments, that 
I should be hat)py to see him, if he would do me the j^olite favour 
to call. He very kindly returned for answer, tliat he would ‘look 
round’ at six o’clock tliat evening. 

I was lying on the sofa, with a book and a ^^ine-glass, at about 
that time, when the door o])ened, and a gentleman' in a stiff cravat, 
within a year or two on either side of thiity, entered, in his hat 
and gloves ; walked up to the looking-glass ; arranged his hair ; 
took off his gloves ; slowly produced a measure from the uttermost 
depths of his coat-pocket ; and reciuested me, in a languid tone, to 
‘unfix’ my straj)s. I complied, but looked ^^ith some curiosity at 
his hat, which was still upon his head. It might have been that, 
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himself down on a chair opposite to me ; rested an arm on each 
knee ; and, leaning forward very much, took from the ground, by 
a great effort, the specimen of metropolitan workmanship which I 
had just pulled off : whistling, pleasantly, as he did so. He turned 
it over and over ; surveyed it with a contempt no language can 
express ; and inquired if I wished him to fix me a boot like that } 
I courteously replied, that provided the boots were large enough, 
I would leave the rest to him ; that if convenient and practicable, I 
should not object to their bearing some resemblance to the model 
then before him ; but that 1 would be entirely guided by, and would 
beg to leave the whole subject to, his judgment and discretion.* 
‘ You an’t partickler, about this scoop in the heel, I suppose then ? ’ 
says he: ‘we don’t foller tliat, here.’ I repeated my last observa- 
tion. He looked at himself in the glass again ; went closer to it 
to dash a grain or two of dust out of the corner of his eye ; and 
settled his cravat. All this time, my leg and foot were in the air. 
‘Nearly ready, sir?’ I inquired. ‘Well, pretty nigh,’ he said; 
‘keep steady.’ I kc'pt as steady as I could, both in foot and face ; 
and having by this time got the dust out, and found his pencil-case, 
he measured me, and made the necessary notes. A\'hen he had 
finished, he fell into his old attitude, and taking up the boot again, 
mused for some time. ‘And this,’ he said, at last, ‘is an English 
boot, is it? d'his is a London boot, eh ?’ ‘That, sir,’ I rej)Iied, 
‘ is a London boot.’ He mused over it again, after the manner of 
Hamlet with Yoric k’s skull ; nodded his head, as who should say, 
‘ I pity the Institutions that led to the production of this boot 1 ’ ; 
rose ; put uj) his pencil, notes, and paper — glancing at himself in 
the glass, all the time — put on his hat; drew on his gloves very 
slowly ; and finally walked out. Wh(!n he had bee n gone about a 
minute, the door reopened, and his hat and his head reni)peare(l. 
He looked round the room, and at the boot again, which was still 
lying on the floor ; appeared thoughtful for a minute ; and then 
said ‘ Well, good arternoon.’ ‘ (iood afternoon, sir,’ said I : and 
that was the end of the interview. 

There is but one other head on which I wish to offer a remark ; 
and that has reference to the public health. In so vast a country, 
where there are thousands of millions of ac res of land yet unsettled 
and uncleared, and on every rood of which, vegetable decomposition 
is annually taking place ; where there are so many great rivers, and 
such opjjosite varieties of climate ; there cannot fail to be a great 
amount of sickness at certain seasons. Ihit I may venture to say, 
after conversing with many members of the medical i)rofession in 
America, that I am not singular in the opinion that much of the 
disease which does j)rcvail, might be avoided, if a few common 
precautions were observed. Greater means of personal cleanliness, 
arc indispensable to this end; the custom of hastily swallowing 
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large quantities of animal food, three times a-day, and rushing back 
to sedentary pursuits after each meal, must be changed ; the gentler 
sex must go more wisely clad, and take more healthful exercise; 
and in the latter clause, the males must be included also. Above 
all, in public institutions, and throughout the whole of every town 
and city, the system of ventilation, and drainage, and removal of 
impurities re(|uires to be thoroughly revised, d'here is no local 
Legislature in America which may not study Mr. Chadwick’s excel- 
lent Report u])on the Sanitary Condition of our Labouring Classes, 
with immense advantage. 


I iiAVK now arrived at tlui close of this book. I have little 
reason to htLeve, from certain warnings T have had since I returned 
to England, that it nill he tenderly or lavourahly received by the 
American ]jeo])le ; and as I have written the 'rruth in relation to 
the mass of those who form their judgments and exi^ress their 
0 ])ini()ns, it will be seen that 1 have no desire to court, by any 
adventitious means, the popular applause. 

It is enerngh for me, to know, that what I have set down in these 
pages, cannot cost me a single friend on the other side of the 
Atlantic, who is, in anything, deserving of the name. For the rest, 
I ])Ut iny trust, implicitly, in the sjarit in which they have been 
conceived and penned ; and I can bide my time. 

1 have made' no reference to my reception, nor have I suffered 
it to inlluence me in nliat I have written; for, in either case, I 
should have offered but a sorry acknowledgment, compared with 
that I bear viiliin my breast, towards those ])artial readers of my 
former books, across tlic A\ ater, who met me with an open hand, 
and not with one that closed upon an iron mu/zle. 


THE END 
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Ar a Public Dinner given to me on Saturday the i8th of April, 
1868, in the ("ity of New York, by two luinclred representatives of 
the Press of the United States of America, I made the following 
observations among others : 

‘Soiiuich of my voice has lately been heard in the land, that I 
wight have been contented with troubling you no further from my 
j)resent standing-point, were it not a duty with which I henceforth 
charge myself, not only here but on every suitable occasion, what- 
soever and wliercsocvcr, to express my high and grateful sense of 
my second reception in America, and to bear my honest testimony 
to the national generosity and magnanimity. Also, to declare how 
astounded I have been by the amazing changes I have seen around 
me on every side, — changes moral, changes ])hysical, c hanges in the 
amount of land subdued and peoidcd, changes in the rise of vast 
iKnv cities, changes in the growth of oldcT citic.'s almost out of recog- 
nition, changes in the graces and amenities of life, changes in the 
IVess, without whose advancement no advancement can take place 
anywhere. Nor am I, bc:licvc me, so arrogant as to suppose that in 
five and twenty years there have been no changes in me, and that I 
had nothing to learn and no extreme impressions to correct when 
I was here first. And this brings me to a point on which I have, 
ever since T landed in the United States last November, observed a 
stric t silence, though sometimes tempted to break it, but in reference 
to which I will, with your good leave, take you into my confidence 
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now. Even the Press, being human, may be sometimes mistaken 
or misinformed, and I rather think that I have in one or two rare 
instances observed its information to be not strictly accurate with 
reference to myself. Indeed, I have, now and again, been more 
surprised by printed news that I have read of myself, than by any 
printed news that I have ever read in my present state of existence. 
Thus, the vigour and perseverance with which I have for some 
months past been collecting materials for, and hammering away 
at, a new book on America has much astonished me ; seeing that 
all thxt time my declaration has been perfectly well known to my 
publishers on both sides of the Atlantic, that no consideration on 
earth would induce me to write one. Kut what I have intended, 
what I have resolved upon (and this is the confidence I seek to place 
in you) is, on my return to England, in my own person, in my own 
Journal, to bear, for the behoof of my countrymen, such testimony 
to the gigantic changes in this country as I have hinted at to-night. 
Also, to record that wherever I have been, in the smallest places 
equally with the largest, I have been received with unsurpassable 
politeness, delicacy, sweet temper, hospitality, consideration, and 
with unsurpassable respect for the privacy daily enforced upon me 
by the nature of my avocation here and the state of my health. 
This testimony, so long as I live, and so long as my descendants 
have any legal riglit in my books, I shall cause to be republished, 
as an appendix to every copy of those two books of mine in which 
I have referred to America. And this I will do and cause to be 
done, not in mere love and thankfulness, but because I regard it 
as an act of plain justice and honour/ 

I said these words with the greatest earnestness that I could lay 
upon them, and I repeat them in jirint here with ecpial earnestness. 
So long as this book shall last, I hope that they will form a part of 
it, and will be fairly read as inseparable from my experiences and 
impressions of America. 

Charles Dickens. 


1868. 
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THE READER’S PASSPORT 


If the readers of this volume will be so kind as to lake their 
credentials for the different places whkh are the subject of its 
author’s reminiscences, from the Author himself, perhaj)s they may 
visit them, in fancy, the more agreeably, and with a better under- 
standijig of what they are to expect. 

Many books have been written u])on Italy, affording many means 
of studying the history of that interesting country, and the innumer- 
able associations entwined about it. I make but little reference to 
that stock of information ; not at all regarding it as a necessary 
consequence of my having had recourse to the storehouse for my 
own benefit, that I should reproduce its easily accessible’ contents 
before the eyes of my readers. 

Neither will there lie found, in these pages, any grave exami- 
nation into the government or misgovernment of any portion of the 
country. No visitor of that beautiful land can fail to have a strong 
conviction on the subject ; but as I chose when residing there, 
a Foreigner, to abstain from the discussion of any such questions 
with any order of Italians, so I w'ould rather not enter on the 
inquiry now. During my twelve months’ occupation of a house at 
Genoa, I never found that authorities constitutionally jealous were 
distrustful of me ; and I should be sorry to give them occasion to 
regret their free courtesy, either to myself or any of my countrymen. 

There is, probably, not a famous Picture or Statue in all Italy, 
but could be ^easily buried under a mountain of jirinted pa])cr 
devoted to dissertations on it. I do not, therefore, though an 
earnest admirer of Painting and Sculpture, exi)atiate at any length 
on famous Pictures and Statues. 

This Book is a scries of faint rellections-— mere shadows in the 
water — of places to which the imaginations of most people are 
attracted hi a greater or less degree, on which mine had dwelt for 
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years, and which have some interest for all. I’he greater part of the 
descriptions were written on the spot, and sent home, from time to 
time, in private letters. I do not mention the circumstance as an 
excuse for any defects they may present, for it would be none ; but 
as a guarantee to the Reader that they were at least penned in the 
fulness of tlie subject, and with the liveliest imi)ressions of novelty 
and freshness. 

If tliey liave ever a finciful and idle air, ])c:rhaps the reader will 
suj)pose them written in the shade of a Sunny Day, in the midst of 
the ol)jt:cts of which they treat, and will like them none the worse 
for having such infliienc'cs of the country upon them. 

I hope I am not likely to be misunderstood by Professors of tlie 
Roman Catholic faith, on account of anything contained in these 
pages. 1 have done my best, in one of my former productions, to 
do justice to them ; and I trust, in this, they will do justice to me. 
When 1 mention any exhibition that imja'cssed me as absurd or 
disagreeable, I do not seek to connect it, or recognise it as neces- 
sarily connected with, any essentials of their creed. W'hen I treat 
of the ceremonies of the Holy Week, I merely treat of tluar effect, 
and do not challenge the good and learned Dr. A\'isc*man’s inter- 
pretation of their meaning. AVhen 1 hint a dislike of nunneries for 
young girls who abjure the world before^ they havt‘ ever j)rt)ved or 
known it : or doubt the t\x officio sanctity of all Jh'iests and Friars; 
[ do no more than many conscientious (.'atholics both al)road and 
at home. 

I have likened these Pi('tures to shadows in the water, and would 
fiin ho[)e that 1 have, howIutc, stirred the water so roughly, as to 
mar the shadows. 1 could ne\er desire to bc‘ on better tuans with 
all my friends than now, when distant mountains rise, once more, in 
my path. I''or 1 need not liesitate t(; a\ow, that, bent on correcting 
a brief mistake I made, not haig ago, in disturbing the old relations 
betwemi myself and my readers, and departing for a moment from 
my old imrsuits, I am about to resuimi them, joyfully, in Switzer- 
land ; where during another year of abstmc'c, I can at once w’ork 
out the themes I have now in my mind, without inlerruj^tion : and 
wdiile I keep my Ibiglish audience within speaking distance, extend 
my knowdedg(‘ of a noble country, inexpressibly attradive to 
me.* 

ddiis book is made* as acc(.*ssible as possible, bccaust* it vrould be 
a great pleasure to me if I c<nild hope, through its means, to 
compare imj)ressions with some among the multitiuU's who will 
hereafter visit the sc cues described wdth interest and (Udight. 

And I have only nowg in jxissport wise, to sketch my reader's 
portrait, which I hope may be thus supposititiously traced for 
cither sex : 

* Tliib wa& written in 1846, 
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Eyes 

Nose 

Mouth 

Visage . 

General Expression 
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P"air. 

Very cheerful. 

Not supercilious. 
Smiling. 

Beaming. 

Extremely agreeable. 



GOING THROUGH FRANCE 


On a fine Sunday morning in the Midsummer time and weather of 
eighteen hundred and forty-four, it was, my good friend, when — 
don’t be alarmed; not when two travellers might have been ob- 
served slovdy making their way over that j)icturesque and broken 
ground by which the first chapter of a Middle Aged novel is usually 
attained — but when an English travelling-c'arriage of considerable 
])roportions, fresh from the shady balls of the Pantechnicon near 
Belgrave Scpiare, London, was observed (by a very small iH'ench 
soldier; for I saw him look at it) to issue from the gate of the 
Hotel Meurice in the Rue Rivoli at Paris. 

I am no more bound to explain why the English family travelling 
l)y this carriage, inside and out, should be starting for Italy on a 
Sunday morning, of all good days in the wetL, than 1 am to assign 
a reascjii for all the little men in France being solditas, and all the 
big men postilions; which is the invariable rule. Put, they had 
some sort of reason for what they did, I have no doubt ; and their 
reason for being there at all, was, as you know, that they were 
going to live in fair (lenoa for a year; and that the Iiead of the 
family purposed, in that space of time, to stroll about, wherever his 
restless humour carried him. 

And it would have been small comfort to me to liave exjilained 
to the jjopulation of Paris generally, that I was that Plead and 
Cdiief; and not the radiant embodiment of good humour who sat 
beside me in the j)erson of a P>ench Courier — best of servants and 
most beaming of men ! 'Pruth to say, he looked a great deal 
more patriarchal than I, who, in the shadow of his portly presence, 
dwindled down to no account at all. 

There was, of’ course, very little in the aspect of Paris— as we 
rattled near the dismal Morgue and over the Pont Neuf — to 
reproach us for our .Sunday travelling. 'Phe wine-shops (every 
second house) were driving a roaring trade ; awnings were spread- 
ing, and chairs and tables arranging, outside the cafes, ])rei)aratory 
to the eating of ices, and drinking of cool liquids, later in the day ; 
shoe-blacks were Imsy on the bridges ; shops were open ; carts ancl 
W'aggons clattered to and fro; the narrow, up-hill, funnel-like streets 
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across the River, were so many dense perspectives of crowd and 
bustle, parti-coloured night-caps, tobacco-pipes, blouses, large boots, 
and shaggy heads of hair ; nothing at that hour denoted a day of 
rest, unless it were the appearance, here and there, of a family 
pleasure-party, crammed into a bulky old lumbering cab ; or of 
some contemplative holiday-maker in the freest and easiest dis- 
habille, leaning out of a low garret window, watching the drying of 
his newly polished shoes on the little parapet outside (if a gentle- 
man), or the airing of her stockings in the sun (if a lady), with 
calm anticipation. 

Once clear of the never-to-be-forgotten-or-forglvcn pavement 
which surrounds Paris, the first three days of travelling towards 
Marseilles are quiet and monotonous enough. To Sens. To 
Avallon. To Chalons. A sketch of one day’s proceedings is a 
sketch of all three : and here it is. 

Wc have four horses, and one postilion, who has a very long 
whip, and drives his team, something like the Courier of Saint 
Petersburgh in the circle at Astley’s or Franconi’s : only he sits his 
own horse instead of standing on him. I'he immense jack-boots 
worn by these postilions, are sometimes a century or two old ; and 
are so ludic rously dis[)roportionate to the wearer’s foot, that the 
spur, which is put where his own heel comes, is generally halfway 
up the leg of the boots. ’I'he man often comes out of the stable- 
yard, with his whip in his hand and his shoes on, and firings out, 
in both hands, one boot at a time, which he jilants on the ground 
by the side of his horse, with great gravity, until everything is 
ready. AMien it is — and oh Heaven ! the noise they make aliout 
it ! — ho gets into the boots, shoes and all, or is hoisted into them 
by a couple of friends ; adjusts the rope harness, embossed by the 
labours of innumerable jiigeons in the stables ; makes all the horses 
kick and jilunge ; cracks his whip like a madman ; shouts ‘ Kn 
route — Hi!' and away avc go. He is sure to have a contest with 
his horse before we have gone very far ; and then he calls him a 
Thief, and a Brigand, and a Pig, and what not; and beats him 
about the head as if he were made of wood. 

There is little more than one variety in the appearance of the 
country, for the first two days. Prom a dreary plain, to an in- 
terminable avenue, and from an interminable avenue to a dreary 
plain again. Plenty of vines there are in the open fields, but of a 
short low kind, and not trained in festoons, but about straight 
sticks. Beggars innumerable there are, everywhere ; but an extra- 
ordirlarily scanty population, and fewer children than I ever en- 
countered. I don’t believe we saw a hundred children between 
Paris and Chalons. Queer old towns, draw-bridged and walled ; 
with odd little towers at the angles, like grotesque faces, as if the 
wall had ‘put a mask on, and were staring down into the moat; 
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other strange little towers, in gardens and fields, and down lanes, 
and in farm-yards : all alone, and always round, with a peaked 
roof, and never used for any purpose at all ; ruinous buildings of 
all sorts ; sometimes an hotel de ville, sometimes a guard-house, 
sometimes a dwelling-house, sometimes a chateau with a rank 
garden, prolific in dandelion, and watched over by extinguisher* 
topped turrets, and blink-eyed little casements ; are the standard 
objects, repeated over and over again. Sometimes we pass a 
village inn, with a crumbling wall belonging to it, and a perfect 
town of out-honses ; and painted over the gateway, ‘ Stabling for 
Sixty Horses;’ as indeed there might be sta])]ing for sixty score, 
were there any horses to be stabled there, or anxLody resting there, 
or anything stirring about the place but a dangling bush, indicative 
of the wine inside : which lluiters idly in the wind, in la/y keeping 
with everything else, and .certainly is never in a green old age, 
though always so old as to be dropping to pieces. And all day 
long, strange little narrow waggons, in strings of six or eight, 
bringing cheese from Switzerland, and frcciuently in charge, the 
whole line, of one man, or even boy — and he very often asleep in 
the foremost cart — come jingling ])ast : the horses drowsily ringing 
the bells upon their harness, and looking as if they thought (no 
doubt they do) their great blue woolly furniture, of immense weight 
and thickness, with a ])air of grotescpie horns growing out of the 
collar, very nuK'h tog warm for the Midsummer weather. 

Then, there is the Diligeiu'e, twic'c or thrice a-clay ; with the 
dusty outsides in blue frocks, like butchers ; and the insides in 
white nightcaps; and its cabriolet head on the roof, nodding and 
shaking, like an idiot’s hcvad ; and its ^'oung-k' rane e j^assengers 
staring out of window, with beards down to their waists, and blue 
spectacles awfully shading their warlike eyes, and very big slicks 
clenchcxl in their National grasp. Also the Malle Poste, with only 
a couple of passengers, tearing along at a real good dare-devil ])ace, 
and out of sight in no time. Steady old Cure's come jolting ])ast, 
now and then, in such ram.^hackle, rusty, musty, ( Mattering coaches 
as no Jhiglishman would believe in; and bony women dawdle alxnit 
in solitary places, holding cows by ropes while they feed, or digging 
and hoeing or doing field-work of a more laborious kind, or rei)re- 
senting real shepherdesses with their Hocks - to obtain an adequate 
idea of which jmrsuit and its followers, in any country, it is only 
necessary to take any pastoral poem, or picture, and imagine to 
yourself whatever is most ex(|uisitely and widely unlike the descrip- 
tions therein contained. 

You have been travelling along, stu[)idly enough, as you generally 
do in the last stage of the day; and the ninety-six bells uj)on the 
horses — twenty-four ajdocc — have been ringing sleej>ily in your 
ears for half an hour or so ; and it has l.)ecome a very jog-trot, 
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monotonous, tiresome sort of business ; and you have been think- 
ing deeply about the dinner you will have at the next stage ; when, 
down at the end of the long avenue of trees through which you are 
travelling, tlie first indication of a town appears, in the shape of 
some straggling cottages : and the carriage begins to rattle and roll 
over a horribly uneven pavement. As if the equipage were a great 
firework, and the mere sight of a smoking cottage chimney had 
lighted it, instantly it begins to crack and splutter, as if tlie very 
devil were in it. Crack, crack, crack, crack. Crack-crack-crack. 
Crick-crack. Crick-crack. Helo ! Ilola! Vite ! Voleur ! Bri- 
gand I Hi hi hi ! En r-r-r-r-r-route ! ^\’hip, wheels, driver, stones, 

beggars, children, crack, crack, crack; helo! hola I charite pour 
raniour do Dieii! crick-crack-crick-crack ; crick, crick, crick; bump, 
jolt, crack, bump, c rick-crack ; round the corner, iij) the narrow 
street, down the luived hill on the other .side; in the gutter; bump, 
bump; jolt, jog, crick, cric:k, crick; crack, crack, crac'k ; into the 
shop-windows on the left-hand side of the street, preliminary to a 
sweeping turn into the wooden archway on the right ; rumble, 
rumble, rumble; clatter, clatter, clatter; crick, crick, crick; anti 
here we are in tlie yard of the llc)tel de TKcii d’Or; used up, gone 
out, smoking, spent, exhausted; but sometimes making a false start 
unex[)ectedly, with nothing coming of it- like a firework to the last! 

'Hie landlady of the Hotel de TKcni cfOr is here; and the land- 
lord of the Jlcitel de I’Kc'u d’Or is here; and the femme de chambre 
of the Hotel de TKcai d’Or is here ; and a gentleman in a gla/.ed 
cap, with a red beard like a bosom friend, who is staying at the 
Hotel de TKcu d’Or, is here; and IMonsieur le Cure* is walking up 
and down in a corner of the yard by himself, with a shovel hat 
uj)on his lu'ad, and a black gown on his back, and a book in 
one hand, and an umbrella in the other; and everybody, except 
IMonsieur le Cure, is ojien-mouthed and open-e\ed, for the opening 
of the carriage-door. 'Hie landlord of the Hotel de rE.cu d’Or, 
dotes to that extent upon the (xHirier, that he ('an hardly wait for 
his coming down from the box, l)ul embraces his very legs and 
boot-heels as he desc'ends. ‘My (Ajurier ! My brave Courier I 
My friend! My brother!’ 'Hie landlady loves him, the femme 
de chambre blesses him, the garc^'on worships him. The Courier 
asks il his letter has been received ? It has, it has. Are the rooms 
prepared? They are, they are. The best rooms for my noble 
Courier. 'Hie rooms of state for my gallant Courier; the whole 
house is at the scrxica. of my best of friends ! He keejis his hand 
upon the carriage-door, and asks some other c[uestion to enhance 
the expectation. He carries a green leathern purse outside his 
coat, suspended by a belt. The idlers look at it ; one touches it. 
It is full of five-franc pieces. Murmurs Mf admiralioii are liearcl 
among the boys. 'Idic landlord falls u]>on the Courier’s neck, and 
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folds him to his breast. He is so much fatter than he was, he says ! 
He looks so rosy and so well ! 

The door is opened. Breathless expectation. The lady of the 
family gets out. Ah sweet lady ! Beautiful lady ! The sister of 
the lady of the family gets out. Great Heaven, Ma'amselle is 
charming ! First little boy gets out. Ah, what a beautiful little 
boy ! First little girl gets out. Oh, but this is an enchanting 
child ! Second little girl gets out. The landlady, yielding to the 
finest impulse of our common nature, catches her iij) in her arms ! 
Second little boy gets out. Oh, the sweet boy ! Oh, the tender 
little family ! The baby is handed out. Angelic baby ! The baby 
has topped everything. All the rapture is expended on the baby ! 
Then the two nurses tumble out ; and the enthusiasm swelling into 
madness, the whole family are swept iip-stairs as on a cloud; while 
the idlers press about the carriage, and look into it, and walk round 
it, and touch it. For it is something to touch a carriage that has 
held so many people. It is a legacy to leave one’s children. 

The rooms are on the first floor, except the nursery for the night, 
which is a great rambling chamber, with four or five beds in it : 
through a dark passage, up two steps, down four, past a pump, 
across a balcony, and next door to the stable. The otlicr sleeping 
apartments are large and lofty; each with two small bedsteads, 
tastefully hung, like the windows, with red and white drapery. The 
sitting-room is famous. Dinner is already laid in it for three; and 
the napkins are folded in cocked-hat fashion. The floors are of 
red tile. There are no carpets, and not much furniture to speak 
of ; but there is abundance of looking-glass, and there are large 
vases under glass shades, filled with artificial flowers; and there 
are plenty of clocks. The whole party are in motion. The brave 
Courier, in particular, is everywhere : looking after the beds, having 
wine poured down his throat by his dear brother the landlord, and 
picking up green cucumbers— always cucumbers; Heaven knows 
where he gets them — with which he walks about, one in each hand, 
like truncheons. 

Dinner is announced. There is very thin soup ; there are very 
large loaves — one apiece; a fish; four dishes afterwards; some 
poultry afterwards; a dessert afterwards; and no lack of wine. 
There is not much in the dishes; but they are very good, and 
always ready instantly. When it is nearly dark, the brave Courier, 
having eaten the two cucumbers, sliced uj) in the contents of a 
pretty large decanter of oil, and another of vinegar, emerges from 
his retreat below, and proposes a visit to the Cathedral, whose 
massive tower frowns down upon the court-yard of the inn. Off 
we go; and very solemn and grand it is, in the dim light : so dim 
at last, that the polite, old, lanthorn-jawed Sacristan has a feeble 
little bit of candle in liis hand, to grope among the tombs with*— 
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and looks among the grim columns, very like a lost ghost who is 
searching for his own. 

Underneath the balcony, when wc return, the inferior servants of 
the inn arc supping in the open air, at a great table; the dish, 
a stew of meat and vegetables, smoking hot, and served in the iron 
cauldron it was boiled in. They have a pitcher of thin wine, and 
are very merry; merrier than the gentleman with the red beard, 
who is playing billiards in the light room on the left of the yard, 
where shadows, with cues in their hands, and cigars in their mouths, 
cross and recross the window, constantly. Still the thin Cure w’alks 
up and down alone, with his book and umbrella. And there he 
walks, and there the billiard-balls rattle, long after we are fast 
asleep. 

We arc astir at six next morning. It is a delightful day, shaming 
yesterday’s mud u])on the carriage, if anything could shame a 
carriage, in a land w’herc carriages arc never cleaned. Everybody 
is brisk; and as wc finish l)rcakfast, the horses come jingling into 
the yard from the Post-house. Everything taken out of the carriage 
is put back again. The brave Courier announces that all is ready, 
after walking into every room, and looking all round- it, to be 
certain that nothing is left behind. Everybody gets in. Everyl)ody 
connected with the Hotel de TEcu d’Or is again enchanted. 'J’he 
brave Courier runs into the house for a parcel containing cold fowl, 
sliced ham, bread, and biscuits, for lunch ; hands it into the coach ; 
and runs back again. 

What has he got in his hand now? More cucumbers? No. 
A long strip of j)a])cr. It’s the bill. 

The brave Courier has two belts on, this morning : one support- 
ing the ])ursc : another, a mighty good sort of leathern bottle, filled 
to the throat with tlie l)i!St light Bordeaux wine in the house. He 
never pays the bill till this bottle is full. Then he disputes it. 

He disputes it now, violently. He is still the landlord’s brother, 
but by another fiuher or mother. He is not so nearly related to 
him as he was last night. The landlord scratches his head. The 
brave Courier points to certain figures in the bill, and intimates 
that if they remain there, the Hotel de TEcu d’Or is thenceforth 
and for ever an hotel de I’Ecu de cuivre. The landlord goes into 
a little counting-house. The brave Courier follo^vs, forces the bill 
and a pen into his hand, and talks more rapidly than ever. The 
landlord takes the pen. 'Phe Courier smiles, d'he landlord makes 
an alteration. The Courier cuts a joke. The landlord is affec- 
tionate, but not weakly so. He bears it like a man. He shakes 
hands with his brave brother, but he don’t hug him. Still, he loves 
his brother ; for he knows that he will be returning that way, one 
of these fine days, with another family, and he foresees that his 
heart will* yearn towards him again. The brave Courier traverses 
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all round the carriage once, looks at the drag, inspects the wheels, 
jumps up, gives the word, and aAvay we go ! 

It is market morning. The market is held in the little square 
outside in front of the cathedral. It is crowded with men and 
w^omen, in blue, in red, in green, in white ; with canvassed stalls ; 
and fluttering mercliandise. The country people are grouped 
about, with their clean baskets before them. Here, the lace- 
sellers ; there, the butter and egg-sellers ; there, the fruit-sellers ; 
there, the shoe-makers. I'he whole place looks as if it were the 
stage of some great theatre, and the curtain had just run up, for 
a picturesque ballet. And there is the cathedral to boot: scene- 
like : all grim, and swarthy, and mouldering, and cold : just splash- 
ing the ])avcmcnt in one ])lace with faint pur])le drops, as the 
morning sun, entering by a little window on the eastern side, 
struggles through some stained glass panes, on tlie western. 

In live minutes we have passed the iron cross, with a little ragged 
kneeling-place of turf before it, in the outskirts of the town ; and 
are again upon the road. 



LYONS, THE RHONE, AND THE 
GOBLIN OF AVIGNON 


Chalons is a fiiir rcsting-placo, in right of its good inn on the 
bank of the river, and tlie little stcaniboab^, gay with green and red 
paint, that come and go iijjon it : which make up a pleasant and 
refreshing scene, after the dusty roads. Jliit, unless you would like 
to dwell on an enormous ])lain, with jagged rows of irregular 
poplars on it, that look in tlie distance like so many combs with 
broken teeth : and unless you would like to pass your life without 
the possil)ility of going up-hill, or going up anything but stairs: 
you would hardly a])])rove of Chalons as a j>lace of residence. 

You would probably like it better, however, than I.yons: which 
you may reach, if you will, in one of the before-mentioned steam- 
boats, in eight hours. 

^Vhat a city Lyons is! Talk about people feeling, at certain 
unlucky times, as if they had tumbled from the clouds ! Here is 
a whole town that is tumbled, anyhow, out of the sky ; having been 
first caught up, like other stones that tumble down from that region, 
out of fens and barren places, dismal to behold 1 The two great 
streets through which the two great rivers dash, and all the little 
streets whose name is l.egion, wen* scorching, blistering, and 
sweltering. The houses, high and vast, dirty to excess, rotten as 
old cheeses, and as thickly pe()i)Icd. All iij) the hills tliat hem the 
city in, these houses swarm ; and the mites inside were lolling out 
of the windows, and drying their ragged clothes on poles, and 
crawling in and out at the doors, and coming out to pant and gasp 
upon the pavement, and creejiing in and out among Juige piles and 
bales of fusty, musty, stifling goods; and living, or rather not dying 
till their time should come, in an exhausted receiver. Every 
manufacturing town, melted into one, would hardly convey an 
impression of Lyons as it presented itself to me; for all the un- 
drained, unsc avengered cjualities of a foreign town, seemed grafted, 
there, upon the native miseries of a manufacturing one ; and it 
bears such fruit as I would go some miles out of my way to avoid 
encountcrinj; again. 


Q 
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In the cool of the evening : or rather in the faded heat of the 
day : we went to see the Cathedral, where divers old women, and 
a few dogs, were engaged in contemplation. There was no differ- 
ence, in point of cleanliness, between its stone pavement and that 
of the streets ; and there was a wax saint, in a little box like a berth 
aboard ship, with a glass front to it, whom Madame Tussaud would 
have nothing to say to, on any terms, and which even AV^estminster 
Abbey might be ashamed of. If you would know all about the 
architecture of this church, or any other, its dates, dimensions, 
endowments, and history, is it not written in Mr. Murray’s (hiide- 
Book, and may you not read it there, with thanks to him, as I did ! 

For this reason, I should abstain from mentioning the curious 
clock in Lyons Cathedral, if it wore not for a small mistake I made, 
in connection with that i)iece of mechanism. The keef)er of the 
church was very anxious it should be shown ; i>artly for the honour 
of the establishment and the town ; and ])artly, perhaps, because 
of his deriving a percentage from the additional consideration. 
However that may l)c, it was set in motion, and thereupon a host 
of little doors Hew open, and innumerable little figures staggered 
out of them, and jerked themselves back again, with that special 
unsteadiness of purj)Ose, and hitching in the gait, which usually 
attaches to figures that arc moved by clock-work. Meanwhile, the 
Sacristan stood explaining these wonders, and ])ointing them out, 
severally, with a wand, 'riiere was a centre jiiippH of the Virgin 
Mary ; and close to her, a small pigeon-hoU', out of which another 
and a very ill-looking piipiiet made one of the most sudden j)lunges 
I ever saw accomplished : instantly tl()})ping back again at sight of 
her, and banging his little door violently after him. d'aking this 
to be emblematic of the victory over vSin and Death, and not at 
all unwilling to show that I ]>erfectly understood the subject, in 
anticipation of the showman, I rashly said, ‘Aha! d’he F.vil 
Spirit. To he sure. He is very soon dis[)osed of.’ ‘ Pardon, 
Monsieur,’ said the Sacristan, with a jiolitc motion of liis haiul 
towards the little door, as if introducing somebody — ‘The Angel 
(hihriel ! ’ 

Soon after daybreak next morning, we were steaming down the 
Arrowy Rhone, at llie rate of twenty miles an hour, in a very dirty 
vessel full of nuachandist , and with only three or four other 
passengers for our companions: among wlamg tlu* most ic-markahle 
was a silly, old, meek-faced, garlic-eating, immeasurably polite 
Chevalier, with a dirty scrap of red ribbon hanging at his button- 
hole, as if he had tied it there to remind himself oi something; as 
Tom Noddy, in the farce, ties knots in his pocket-handkerchief. 

For the last two days, we had seen great sullen hills, the first 
indications of the Alpk, lowering in the distance. Now, we were 
rushing on beside them: sometimes close beside them': sometimes 
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with an intervening slope, covered with vineyards. Villages and 
small towns hanging in mid-air, with great woods of olives seen 
through the light open towers of their churches, and clouds moving 
slowly on, ui)on the steep acclivity behind them; ruined castles 
perched on every eminence ; and scattered houses in the clefts and 
gullies of the hills; made it very beautiful. The great height of 
these, too, making the buildings look so tiny, that they had all the 
charm of elegant models ; their excessive whiteness, as contrasted 
with the brown rocks, or the sombre, deep, dull, heavy green of the 
olive-tree ; and the puny size, and little slow walk of the Lilliputian 
men and women on the bank ; made a charming picture. There 
were ferries out of number, too; bridges; the famous l*ont d’Esprit, 
with I don’t know how many arches; towns where memorable 
wines are made; Vallence, where Napoleon studied; and the noble 
rivc^r, bringing at every winding turn, new beauties into view. 

I'here lay before us, that same afternoon, the broken bridge of 
Avignon, and all the city b.aking in the sun ; yet with an under- 
done-pie-crust, battlemented wall, that never will be brown, though 
it bake for centuries. 

The grapes were hanging in clusters in the streets, and the 
brilliant Oleander was in full bloom everywhere. The streets are 
old and very narrow, but tolerably clean, and shaded by awnings 
stretched from house to house. Jlright stuffs and handkerchiefs, 
curiosities, ancient frames of carved wood, old chairs, ghostly 
tables, saints, virgins, angels, and staring daui)S of portraits, being 
exposed for sale beneath, it was very ([uaint and lively. All this 
was much set off, too, by the glimpses one caught, through a rusty 
gate standing ajar, of (piiet sleepy court-yards, having stately old 
houses within, as silent as tombs. It was all very like one of the 
descrij)tions in tlie Arabian Nights. The three one-eyed Calenders 
might have knocked at any one of those doors till the street rang 
again, and the porter who persisted in nsking ({uestions — the man 
who had the delicious jaireliases put into his basket in the morning 
■ — might have oj)ened it (juite naturally. 

After breakfast next morning, wc sallied forth to sec tlu? lions. 
Such a delicious in’eeze was blowing in, from the north, as made 
the walk delightful : though the ])avement-stones, and stones of the 
walls and houses, were far too hot to have a hand laid on them 
comfortably. 

^Ve went, first of all, \ip a rocky height, to the cathedral : where 
Mass was performing to an auditory very like that of L)ons, 
namely, several old women, a baby, and a very self-])osscssed dog, 
who had marked out for himself a little c ourse or iilatform for 
exercise, lieginning at the altar-rails and ending at the door, up 
and down which constitutional walk he trotted, during the service, 
as methodi(!ally and calmly, as any old gentleman out of doors. 
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It is a bare old church, and the paintings in the roof are sadly 
defaced by time and damp weather ; but the sun was shining in, 
splendidly, through the red curtains of the windows, and glittering on 
the altar furniture ; and it looked as bright and cheerful as need be. 

Going apart, in this church, to see some painting which was being 
executed in fresco hy a h’rench artist and liis pupil, I was led to 
observe more closely than I might otherwise have done, a great 
numher of votive offerings with which the walls of the different 
chapels were profusely hung. I will not say decorated, for they 
were very roughly and comically got up ; most likely hy poor sign- 
painters, who eke out their living in that way. They were all little 
pictures : each representing some sickness or calamity from which 
the Iverson placing it there, had escaped, through the interposition 
of his or her patron saint, or of the Aladonna ; and 1 may refer to 
them as good specimens of the class generally. They are abundant 
in Italy. 

In a grotesque squareness of outline, and impossibility of perspec- 
tive, they are not unlike the woodcuts in old hooks ; hut they were 
oil-paintings, and tlie artist, like the painter of the Primrose family, 
had not been s[)aring of his colours. In one, a lady was having a 
toe am])utated— an operation which a saintly ])ersonage had sailed 
into the* room, upon a couch, to suj)eiintend. In another, a lady 
was lying in bed, tucked up very tight and ])rim, and staring with 
much composure at a tripod, with a slop-basin on it ; the usual form 
of washing-stand, and the only ])iece of furniture, besides the bed- 
stead, in her chamber. One would never have supposed her to he 
labouring under any ( onqilaint, beyond the inconvenience of being 
miractihjusly wide awake, if the painter had not hit upon the idea 
of putting all her family on their knees in one corner, with their legs 
sticking out behind them on the lloor, like boot-trees. Above 
whom, the Virgin, on a kind of blue divan, pn^niised to restore the 
patient. In another rase, a lady was in tlie very ac't of being run 
over, immediately outside the city walls, by a sort of piano-forte 
van. Put the Madonna was there again. Wliether the supernatural 
appenrance had starthal the horse (a bay griffin), or whether it was 
invisible to him, I don’t know; but he was gallo])ing away, ding 
dong, without the smallest reverence or comjniiK'tion, On every 
picture ‘ Ex vofo’ was ])ainted in yellow capitals in the sky. 

Though votive offerings were not unknown in Ikigan Temples, 
and are evidently among the many c(ani)romiscs made between the 
false religion and the true, when the triK* was in its infancy, I could 
wish that all the other ( ompromiscs were as harmless. Gratitude and 
l)ev(Hion are Christian qualiti(.‘s ; and a grateful, humble, Christian 
spirit may dictate the observance. 

Hard by the cathedial stands the ancient Palace of the Popes, 
of which one i)Ortion is now a common jail, and another a noisy 
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barrack : while gloomy suites of state apartments, shut up and 
deserted, mock their own old slate and glory, like the embalmed 
bodies of kings. But we neither Avent there, to see state rooms, nor 
soldiers' quarters, nor a common jail, though we dropped some 
money into a i)risoners’ box outside, whilst the prisoners, them- 
selves, looked through the iron bars, high up, and wat('h(‘(l us 
eagerly. We went to sec the ruins of the dreadful ror)nis in which 
the Inquisition used to sit. 

A little, old, swarthy woman, with a pair of Hashing black eyes, — 
proof that the world hadn’t conjured down the devi^ within her, 
though it had had l^etwcen sixty and seventy years to do it in, — 
came out of the Barrack Cabaret, of which she was the keeper, with 
some large keys in her hands, and marshalled us the way that we 
should go. How she told us, on the way, that she was a (jovern- 
ment (3fficer {avidti-gc du palais aposttdujnc)^ and had been, for I 
don’t know how many years ; and how she had shown these dun- 
geons to princes ; and how. she was the best of dungeon demon- 
strators ; and how she had resided in the palace from an infant, — 
had been born there, if I recollect right, — 1 needn’t relate. But 
such a fierce, little, nq)id, sparkling, energetic she-devil I never 
beheld. She was alight and ilaming, all the time. Her action was 
violent in the extreme. .She never spoke, Avithout stojqa'ng exjiressly 
for the purpose. She stamped her feel, clutched us by the arms. 
Hung herself into attitudes, hammered against Avails Avith her keys, 
for mere emjihasis : noAv Avhispered as if the Inquisition Avere there 
still: now shrieked as if she Avere on the rack herself; and had a 
mysterious, hag-like Avay Avith her forefinger, when approaching the 
remains of some ncAv horror — looking back and Asalking stealthily, 
and making horrible grimaces — that might alone have cpialitied her 
to walk up and doAvn a sick man’s counterpane, to the exclusion of 
all other figures, through a Avhole fever. 

i’a.ssing through the court-yard, among groiq^s of idle soldiers, Ave 
turned oft by a gate, Avhic li this She-Goblin unlocked for our admis- 
sion, and loc'ked again behind us : and entered a narrow loiirt, ren- 
dered narroAver by fallen stones and lieaps of rubbish; j'art of it 
choking up the mouth of a ruined subterranean jiassage, that once 
communicated (or is said to have done so) Avith anotlua* castle on 
the opposite bank of the river. Close to this coui.t-yard is a dun- 
geon — Ave stood Avithin it, in another minute - in the dismal tower 
des onblit'flesy Avhere Rienzi Avas imjuisoned, fastened by an iron 
chain to the very Avail that stands there noAv, but shut out from the 
sky Avhich now looks doAvn into it. A fcAv ste])s brought us to the 
Cachots, in Avhich the prisoners of the Impiisition Avere confined for 
forty-eight hours after their capture, Avithout food or drink, that their 
constancy might be shaken, even before thby Avere confronted Avith 
their gloomy judges. The day has not got in there yet. I'hey are 
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still small cells, shut in by four unyielding, close, hard walls ; still 
profoundly dark ; still massively doored and fastened, as of old. 

Goblin, looking back as I have described, went softly on, into a 
vaulted chamber, now used as a store-room : once the chapel of 
the Holy Office. The place where the tribunal sat, was plain. The 
platform might have been removed but yesterday. Conceive the 
parable of tlie Good wSamaritaii having been painted on the wall of 
one of these Inquisition chambers ! Rut it was, and may be traced 
there yet. 

High iij) in tlie jealous wall, are niches where the faltering replies 
of the accused were heard and noted down. Many of them had 
been brouglit out of the very cell we had just looked into, so 
awfully ; along the same stone passage. We liad trodden in their 
very footsteps. 

I am gazing round me with the horror that the place insifires, 
when Goblin clutches me by the wrist, and lays, not her skinny 
finger, but the handle of a key, upon her lip. She invites me, with 
a jerk, to follow her. I do so. She leads me out into a room 
adjoining — a rugged room, with a funnel-shaped, contracting roof, 
open at the top, to the briglit day. I ask her what it is. Slie folds 
her arms, leers hi<leously, and stares. I ask again. She glances 
round, to see that all the little company are tht'ru ; sits down upon 
a mound of stones; throws up her arms, and yells out, like a fiend, 
‘La Salle de la (Question 

The Chambta* of d'orturo ! And tlu' roof was made of that shape 
to stifle th(j victinfs cries I Oh Golilin, Goblin, let us think of this 
awhile, in silence. Peace, Goblin! Sit witlr your short arms 
crossed on your short legs, upon that heap of stones, for only five 
minutes, and then flame out again. 

Minutes ! Sec onds are not marked ui)on the Palace clock, when, 
with her eyes flashing fire, Goblin is ii]), in the middle of the 
chamber, describing, with her sunburnt arms, a wheel of heavy 
blows. Thus it ran round! cries (kiblin. Mash, mash, mash! 
An endless routine of heavy hammers. Mash, mash, mash I upon 
the sufferer’s limbs. vSee the stone trough ! says Goblin. P'or the 
water torture! (hirgle, swill, bloat, burst, for the Redeemer’s 
honour! wSuck the bloody rag, dec* !> down into your unbelieving 
body, Heretic, at every breath you draw ! And when the execu- 
tioner ])lucks it out, rc*eking with the smaller mysteries of (jod’s own 
Image, know us for His chosen servants, true believers in the Sermon 
on the Mount, elect disci {)lcs of Him who never did a miracle but 
to heal : who never struck a man with ])alsy, blindness, deafness, 
dumbness, madness, any one affliction of mankind; and never 
stretched His blessed hand out, hut to give relief and ease ! 

Sc;e 1 cries Goblin. I’here the furnace was. '^Hiere they made 
the irons red-hot. Those holes supported the sharp stake, on which 
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the tortured persons hung poised : dangling with their whole weight 
from the roof. ‘ But ; * and Goblin whispers this ; ‘ Monsieur has 
heard of this tower? Yes? I.et Monsieur look down, then !* 

A cold air, laden with an earthy smell, falls upon the face of 
Monsieur ; for she has opened, while speaking, a trap-door in the 
wall. Monsieur looks in. Downward to the bottom, upward to 
the top, of a steep, dark, lofty tower : very dismal, very dark, very 
cold. The Executioner of the Inquisition, says Goblin, edging in 
her head to look down also, flung those who were past all further 
torturing, down here. ‘But look! does Monsieur see the black 
stains on the wall?’ A glance, over his shoulder, at Goblin’s keen 
eye, shows Monsieur — and would without the aid of the directing- 
key — where they are. ‘ Wliat are they ? ’ ‘ Blood ! ’ 

In October, 1791, when the Revolution was at its height here, 
sixty persons: men and women (‘ and jmests,’ says Goblin, ‘ priests ’) : 
Avere murdered, and hurled, the dying and the dead, into this dread- 
ful ])it, where a cpiantity of (juick-lime was tumbled down upon their 
bodies. Those ghastly tokens of the massacre were soon no more ; 
but while one stone of the strong building in whit:h the deed was 
done, remains upon another, there they will lie in the memories of 
men, as plain to see as the splashing of their blood upon the wall 
is now. 

Was it a portion of the great scheme of Retribution, that the 
cruel deed should be committed in this place ! That a part of the 
atrocities and monstrous institutions, which had been, for scores of 
years, at work, to change men’s nature, should in its last service, 
tempt them with tlie ready means of gratifying their furious and 
beastly rage ! Should enable them to show themselves, in the 
height of their fren/y, no worse than a great, solemn, legal estab- 
lishment, in the height of its ])Owcr ! No worse! Miuh better. 
They used the 1 ower of the Forgotten, in the name of Liberty — 
their liberty; an earth-born creature, nursed in the blatk mud of 
the Bastile moats and dungeons, and necc^ssarily betraying many 
evidences of its unwholesome bringing-up-- but the Inquisition used 
it in the name of Heaven. 

Goblin’s finger is lifted ; and she steals out again, into the Chapel 
of the Holy Office. She stops at a c ertain part of the flooring. 
Her great effect is at hand. She waits for the reyst. She darts at 
the brave Courier, who is explaining something ; hits him a sounding 
rap on the hat with the largest key ; and bids him be silent. She 
assembles us all, round a little trap-door in the floor, as round a 
grave. 

‘ Voilh, ! ’ she darts down at the ring, and flings the door open with 
a crash, in her goblin energy, though it is no light weight. ‘ Voilii 
les oubliettes ! Voil?i Ics oubliettes ! Subterranean I Frightful ! 
Black 1 Terrible ! Deadly 1 Les oubliettes de I’lnquisition !’ 
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My blood ran cold, as I looked from Goblin, down into the 
vaults, where these forgotten creatures, with recollections of the 
world outside : of wives, friends, children, brothers : starved to 
death, and made the stones ring with their unavailing groans. But, 
the thrill I felt on seeing the accursed wall below, decayed and 
broken through, and tlu^ sun shining iti through its gaping wounds, 
wais like a sense of victory and triumph. I felt exalted with the 
proud delight of living in these degenerate times, to see it. As if 1 
were the hero of some high achievement ! 'bhe light in the doleful 
vaults was typical of the light that luis streamed in, on all persecu- 
tion in God’s name, but wliich is not yet at its noon ! It cannot 
look more lovely to a blind man newly restored to sight, than to a 
traveller who sees it, calmly and majestically, treading down the 
darkness of that Infernal A\’ell. 
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Goblin, having shown ks ouhlicttcs^ felt that her great coup was 
struck. She let the door fall with a crash, and stood upon it with- 
her arms a-kimbo, sniffing jnodigiously. 

When we left the place, I accomi)anicd her into her house, under 
the outer gateway of th.e fortress, to buy a little history of the 
building. Her cabaret, a d^rk, low room, lighted by small windows, 
sunk in the thick wall — in the softened light, and with its forge-like 
chimney; its little counter by the door, with bottles, jars, and glasses 
on it; its household implemcn-ts and scraps of dress against the 
wall ; and a sober-looking woman (she must have a congenial life 
of it, with Goblin,) knitting at the door-looked exactly like a 
picture by Ostade. 

I walked round the building on the outside, in a sort of dream, 
and yet with the delightful sense of having awakened from it, of 
which the light, down in the vaults, had given me the assurance. 
The immense thickness and giddy height of the walls, the enormous 
strength of the massive tow('rs, the great extent of the building, its 
gigantic proportions, frowning aspect, and barbarous irregularity, 
awaken awe and wonder. The recollection of its o])posite old 
uses : an impregnable fortress, a luxurious palace, a horrible prison, 
a place of torture, the court of the Imjuisition : at one and the 
same time, a house of feasting, fighting, religion, and blood : gives 
to every stone in its huge form a fearful interest, and imparts new 
meaning to its incongruities. 1 could think of little, how ever, then, 
or long afterwards, but the sun in the dungeons. The palace 
coming down to be the lounging-place of noisy soldiers, and being 
forced to echo their rough talk, and common oaihs, and t(^ have 
their garments Huttering from its dirty windows, \vas some reduc- 
tion of its state, and something to rejoice at ; but the day in its 
cells, and the sky for the roof of its chambers of cruelty — that w’as 
its desolation and defeat ! If I had seen it in a bla/e from ditch 
to rampart, 1 should have felt that not that light, nor all the ligh.t 
in all the fire that burns, could waste it, like the sunbeams in its 
secret council-chamber, and its prisons. 

Before I quit this Palace of the Topes, let me translate from the 
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little history I mentioned just now, a short anecdote, quite appro- 
priate to itself, connected with its adventures. 

‘An ancient tradition relates, that in 1441, a nephew of Pierre 
de liiide, the Pope’s legate, seriously insulted some distinguished 
ladies of Avignon, whose relations, in revenge, seized the young 
man, and horribly mutilated him. For several years the legate 
kept /lis revenge within his own breast, but he was not the less 
resolved upon its gratification at last. He even made, in the fulness 
of time, advances towards a complete reconciliation ; and when 
their apparent sincerity had prevailed, he invited to a splendid 
banquet, in this palace, certain families, whole families, whom he 
sought to exterminate. The utmost gaiety animated the repast ; 
,but the measures of the legate were well taken. \Vhen the dessert 
was on the board, a Swiss presented himself, with the announce- 
ment that a strange ambassador solicited an extraordinary audience. 
The legate, excusing himself, for the moment, to his guests, retired, 
followed by his officers. Within a few minutes afterwards, five 
hundred i)ersons were reduced to ashes : the whole of that wing 
of the building having been blown into the air with a terrible 
explosion 1 ’ 

After seeing the churches (I will not trouble you with churches 
just now), we left Avignon that afternoon, d'he heat being very 
great, the roads outside the walls were strewn with peo])lii fist 
asleep in every little slip of shade, and with lazy groups, half asleep 
and half awake, who were waiting until the sun should be low 
enough to admit of their i)laying bowls among the burnt-u[) trees, 
and on the dusty road. The harvest here was already gathered 
in, and mules and horses were treading out the corn in the fields. 
We came, at dusk, upon a wild and hilly country, once famous for 
brigands ; and travelled slowly up a steej) asc ent. vSo we went on, 
until eleven at night, wlien we halted at the town of Aix (within 
two stages of Marseilles) to sleep. 

The hotel, with all tlie blinds and shutters closed to keep the 
light and heat out, was comfortable and airy next morning, and 
the town was very clean ; but so hot, and so intensely light, that 
when I walked out at noon it was like coming suddenly from the 
darkened room into crisp blue fire. The air was so very clear, 
that distant hills and rocky points appeared within an hour’s walk; 
while the town immediately at hand — with a kind of blue wind 
between me and it — seemed to be white hot, and to be throwing 
off a fiery air from the surface. 

We left this town towards evening, and took the road to Mar- 
seilles. A dusty road it was ; the houses shut up close ; and the 
vines powdered white. At nearly all the cottage doors, women 
were peeling and slicing onions into earthen bowls for supper. So 
they had been doing last night all the way from Avignon. We 
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passed one or two shady dark chateaux, surrounded by trees, 
and embellished with cool basins of water : which were the more 
refreshing to behold, from the great scarcity of such residences on 
the road we had travelled. As we approached Marseilles, the road 
began to be covered with holiday people. Outside the public- 
houses were parties smoking, drinking, playing draughts and cards, 
and (once) dancing. Ikit dust, dust, dust, everywhere. We went 
on, through a long, straggling, dirty suburb, thronged with people ; 
having on our left a dreary slope of land, on which the country- 
houses of the Marseilles merchants, always staring white, are 
jumbled and heaped without the slightest order : backs, fronts, 
sides, and gables towards all points of the compass ; until, at last, 
we entered the town. 

I was there, twice or thrice afterwards, in fair weather and foul ; 
and I am afraid there is no doubt that i^ is a dirty and disagreeable 
place. But the prospect, from the fortified heights, of the beautiful 
Mediterranean, with its lovely rocks and islands, is most delightful. 
These heights are a desirable retreat, for less ])icturesque reasons — 
as an escape from a compound of vile smells perpetually arising 
from a great harbour full of stagnant water, and befouled by the 
refuse of innumerable ships with all sorts of cargoes : which, in hot 
weather, is dreadful in the last degree. 

There were foreign sailors, of all nations, in the streets; with red 
shirts, blue shirts, luiff shirts, tawny shirts, and shirts of orange 
colour; with red caps, blue caps, green cai)s, great beards, and no 
beards; in 'lurkish turbans, glazed English hats, and Neapolitan 
head-dresses. There were the townspeople sitting in clusters on 
the pavement, or airing themselves on the tops of their houses, or 
walking up and down the closest and least airy of Boulevards ; and 
there weie crowds of fiercc-looking people of the lower sort, block- 
ing up the way, constantly. In the very heart of all this stir and 
uproar, was the common madhouse ; a low, contracted, miserable 
building, looking straight upon the street, without the smallest 
screen or court -yard ; where chattering mad-men and mad-women 
were i)eeping out, through rusty bars, at the staring faces below, 
while the sun, darting fiercely aslant into their little cells, seemed 
to dry up thei: brains, and worry them, as if they were baited by 
a i)ack of dogs. 

We were pretty well accommodated at the Hotel du Paradis, 
situated in a narrow street of very high houses, with a hairdressers 
shop opposite, exhibiting in one of its windows two full-length 
waxen ladies, twirling round and round : which so enchanted the 
hairdresser himself, that he and his family sat in arm-chairs, and 
in cool undresses, on the pavement outside, enjoying the gratifica- 
tion of the passers-by, with lazy dignity. • The family had retired 
to rest wlfen we went to bed, at midnight ; but the hairdresser (a 
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corpulent man, in drab slippers) was still sitting there, with his legs 
stretched out before him, and evidently couldn’t bear to have the 
shutters put up. 

Next day we went down to the luirbour, where the sailors of all 
nations were dischargiiig and taking in cargoes of all kinds : fruits, 
wines, oils, silks, stuffs, velvets, and every manner of merchandise, 
''leaking one of a great number of lively little boats with gay-striped 
awnings, we rowed away, under the sterns of great ships, under 
tow-ropes and cables, against and among other boats, and very 
much too near the sides of vessels that were faint with oranges, 
to the j\[dne. Anfoiuctfi\ a handsome steamer bound for Genoa, 
lying near the mouth of the harbour. By and-by, the carriage, that 
unwieldy ‘ trille from the rantechnicon,’ on a Hat barge, bumping 
against everything, and giving occasion for a prodigious quantity 
of oaths and grimac'es, came stui)idly alongside ; and by five o’clock 
we were steaming out in the open sea. I’he vessel was beautifully 
clean ; the meals were served under an awning on dec k ; the night 
was calm and clear ; the (iiiiet beauty of the sea and sky unspeakable. 

We were off Nice, early next morning, and coasted along, within 
a few miles of the Cornic'e road (of which more in its ])la('e) nearly 
all day. AVe could see Genoa liefore three ; and watching it as it 
gradually developed its s[)lendid amphitheatre, terrace rising above 
terrace, garden above garden, palace above juiku'e, height upon 
height, was ample occupation for us, till we ran into the stately 
harbour. Having been duly astoni.shed, h(‘re, by the sight of a few 
Cappucini monks, who were watching the fair-weighing of some 
wot)d upon the wharf, ve dnjve off to Albaro, two miles distant, 
where w'e had engaged a house. 

The w’ay lay through the main streets, but not through the Strada 
Nuova, or the Strada Balbi, whic*h are the famous streets of [)alaccs. 
I never in my life was so dismayed ! 'J'he wonderful novelty of 
everything, the unusual smells, the unaccountable' filth (though it 
is reckoned the cleanest of Italian towns), the disorderly jumbling 
of dirty liouses, one ii])on the roof of another ; the ])assages more 
squalid and more close than any in St. Giles’s or old Ikiris ; in and 
out of which, not vagabonds, but well-dressed women, with W’hite 
veils and great fans, were passing and re|)assing ; the perfect 
absence of resemblance in any <lwelling-house, or shop, or w\all, 
or post, or [)illar, to anything one had ever seen before; and the 
disheartening dirt, disc'omfort, and decay; ijcrfectly confounded 
me. I fell into a dismal reverie. I am conseious of a feverish and 
bew'ildered vision of saints and virgins’ shrines at the street corners 
— of great numbers of friars, monks, and soldiers - of vast red cur- 
tains, waving in the doorways of the churches -of always going up 
hill, and yet seeing eveiy other street and passage going higher 
up — of fruit-stalls, with fresh lemons and oranges hanging in 
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garlands made of vine-leaves — of a guard-house, and a drawbridge 
— and some gateways — and vendors of iced water, sitting with little 
trays upon the margin of the kennel — and this is all the conscious- 
ness I had, until 1 was set down in a rank, dull, weedy court-yard, 
attached to a kind of pink jail; and was told I lived there. 

I little thought, that day, that I should ever come to have an 
attachment for the very stones in the streets of (jenoa, and to look 
back upon the city willi affection as connected with many liours of 
happiness and quiet ! But these arc my first impressions honestly 
set down; and how they changed, I will set down too. At i)resent, 
let us breathe after this long-winded journey. 



GENOA AND ITS NEIGHBOURHOOD 


The first impressions of such a place as Aluaro, the subiirl) of 
Genoa, where I am now, as my American friends would say, 
‘ loc'ated,’ can hardly fail, I should imagine, to be mournful and 
disappointing. It re(iuires^ a little time and use to overcome the 
feeling of depression cons(‘quent, at lirst, on so much ruin and 
neglect. Novelty, iileasant to most peo|^)le, is particularly delightful, 
I think, to me. 1 am not easily dispirited when I have the means 
of jiursuing my own fancies and occii])ations ; and I believe I have 
some natural aptitude for accommodating myself to circumstances. 
Hut, as yet, 1 stroll about here, in all tlie holes and corners of the 
neighbourhood, in a per[)etual state of forlorn surprise ; and return- 
ing to my villa : the Villa Ilagnerello (it sounds romantic, but 
Signor Bagnerello is a butcher hard by) : have sufticient occupation 
in pondering over my new experiences, and comparing them, very 
much to my own amusement, with my expectations, until I wander 
out again. 

The Villa Bagnerello : or the Pink Jail, a far more expressive 
name for the mansion : is in out' of the most splendid situations 
imaginable. The noble bay of Genoa, with the deep blue Medi- 
terrancain, lies stretched out near at hand; monstrous old desolate 
houses and palaces are dotted all about ; lofty hills, with their tops 
often hidileii in the clouds, and with strong forts jx.Tchcd high up 
on their craggy sides, are close upon the left ; and in front, stretch- 
ing from the walls of the house, down to a ruined cha])el which 
stands upon the bold and piduresciue ro('ks on the sea'shore, arc 
green vineyards, where you may wander all day long in jjartial 
shade, through interminable vistas of grap(‘s, trained on a rough 
trellis-work across the narrow j)aths. 

This sequestered spot is approached by lanes so very narrow, 
that when we arrived at the ( 'ustom-house, we found the people 
here had taken the measure of the narrowest among them, and were 
waiting to apply it to the carriage; w'hich ceremony was gravely 
performed in the street, while we all stood by in breathless suspense. 
It was found to be a vety tight fit, but just a possibility, and no 
more — as I am reminded every day, by the sight of various large 
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holes which it punched in the walls on either side as it came along. 
We are more fortunate, I am told, than an old lady, who took a 
house in these parts not long ago, and who stuck fast in her carriage 
in a lane ; and as it was impossible to open one of the doors, she 
was obliged to submit to the indignity of being hauled through one 
of the little front windows, like a harlequin. 

When you have got through these narrow lanes, you come to an 
archway, imperfectly sto])ped up by a rusty old gate — my gate. 
The rusty old gate has a bell to correspond, which you ring as long 
as you like, and which nobody answers, as it has no connection 
whatever with the house. I>ut there is a rusty old knocker, too — 
very loose, so that it slides round when you touch it— and if you 
learn the trick of it, and knock long enough, somebody comes. 
The brave Courier comes, and gives you admittance. You walk 
into a seedy little garden, all wild and wpedy, from which the vine- 
yard opens ; cross it, enter a square ball like a cellar, walk up a 
cracked marble staircase, and pass into a most enormous room with 
a vaulted roof and whitewashed walls : not unlike a great Methodist 
chapel. This is the sala. It has live windows and five doors, and 
is decorated with pictures ^^hi^h would gladden the heart of one of 
those picture-cleaners in London who hang iij), as a sign, a picture 
divided, like death and the lady, at the top of the old ballad : 
which always leaves you in a state of uncertainty ^vhether the 
ingenious jirofessor has cleaned one half, or dirtied the other. 1'lie 
furniture of this sala is a sort of red brocade. All the chairs are 
immovable, and the sofa weighs several tons. 

On the same floor, and opening out of this same chamlier, are 
dining-room, drawing-room, and divers bed-rooms : each with a 
multiplicity of doors and windows. Ui>-slairs are divers other 
gaunt chambers, and a kitchen ; and down-stairs is another kiU lu n, 
which, with all sorts of strange contrivances for ])urning cliarcoal, 
looks like an alcliemical lal)oratory. There are also some half- 
dozen small sitting^-rooms, A\liere the siavants in this hot July, may 
csca[)c from the heat of the fire, and where the brave Courier plays 
all sorts of musical instruments of his own manufacture^ all the 
evening long. A mighty old, wandering, ghostly, eclioing, grim, 
bare house it is, as ever I beheld or thought of. 

There is a little vine-covered terrace?, o])ening from the drawing- 
room; and under this terrace, and forming one side of the little 
garden, is what used to be the stable. It is now a cow-house, and 
has three cows in it, so that we get new milk by the bucketful. 
There is no pasturage near, and they never go out, but are con- 
stantly lying down, and surfeiting themselves with vine-leaves — ■ 
perfect Italian cows enjoying the dolce far' uienfe all day long. 
They are presided over, and slept with, by an old man named 
Antonio, ahd his son ; two bumt-sienna natives with naked legs 
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and feet, who wear, each, a shirt, a pair of trousers, and a red sash, 
with a relic, or some sacred charm like the bonbon off a twelfth- 
cake, hanging round the neck. The old man is very anxious to 
convert me to the Catliolic faith, and exhorts me frequently. We 
sit upon a stone by the door, sometimes in the evening, like 
Robinson Crusoe and lu iday reversed ; and he generally relates, 
towards my ronversion, an abridgment of the History of Saint 
Peter — chielly, I believe, from the unspeakable delight he has 
in his imitation of the cock. 

The view, as 1 have said, is charming ; but in the day you must 
keep the lattice-blinds close shut, or the sun would drive you mad ; 
and when the sun goes down y()ii must shut up all the windows, or 
the mosquitoes would tempt you to commit suicide. So at this 
time of the \'ear, you don’t s(.‘e much of the prospect within doors. 
As for the Hies, you don’t mind tluan. Nor the fleas, whose size 
is prodigious, and whose name is I.ogion, and wlio j)opulate the 
coach-house to that extent that I daily expect to see the carriage 
going off bodily, drawn by myriads of industrious fleas in harness. 
The rats are kej)t away, (|iiite comfortably, by scores of lean cats, 
who roam about the garden for that puri)ose. d’he lizards, of 
course, nobody cares for; they play in the sun, and don’t bite. 
The little scorpions are merely curious. The beetles are rather 
late, and liave not appeared yet. d’he frogs arc company. There 
is a preserve of them in the grounds of the next villa; and after 
nightfall, one would think that .scores ui)on scores of women in 
pattens were going up and down a wet stone jxivcmcnt without 
a moment's cessation. That is exactly the noise they make. 

d’he ruined chapel, on the pictures(iue and beautiful seashore, 
was dedicated, once upon a lime, to Saint John the Baptist. I 
believe there is a legend that Saint John's bones were received 
there, with various solemnities, when they were first brought to 
Genoa ; for Genoa possesses them to this day. A\'hen there is any 
uncommon tempest at sea, they are brought out and exhibited to 
the raging wexather, which they never fail to calm. In consequence 
of this connection of Saint John with the city, great numbers of the 
common people are cliristcned Giovanni Baptista, which latter name 
is j)ronounced in the Genoese patois ‘ Batchectcha,’ like a sneeze. 
To hear everybody calling evcryl)ody else Batcheetcha, on a Sunday, 
or festa-day, when there are crowds in the streets, is not a little 
singular and amusing to a stranger. 

The narrow lanes have great villas opening into them, whose 
walls (outside walls, I mean) are profusely i)ainted with all sorts of 
subjects, grim and holy. But tinu' aiul the sea-air have nearly 
obliterated them ; and they look like the entrance to Vauxhall 
Gardens on a sunny day. The court-yards of these houses are 
overgrown with grass and weeds ; all sorts of hideous patches cover 
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the bases of the statues, as if they were afflicted with a cutaneous 
disorder ; the outer gates are rusty ; and the iron bars outside the 
lower windows are all tumbling down. Firewood is kept in halls 
where costly treasures might be heaped up, mountains high ; water- 
falls arc dry and choked ; fountains, too dull to play, and too lazy 
to work, have just enough recollection of their identity, in their 
sleep, to make the ncighl)oiirhood damp; and the sirocco wind is 
often blowing over all these things for clays together, like a gigantic 
oven out for a holiday. 

Not long ago, there was a festa-day, in honour of the Vrrgi/i's 
mother^ when the young men of the neighbourhood, Iiaving worn 
green wreaths of the vine in some procession or other, bathed in 
them, by scores. It looked very ocld and pretty. I'hoiigh I am 
bound to confess (not knowing of the festa at that time), that I 
thought, and was quite satisfied, they woi*e them as horses do — to 
keep the flics off. 

Soon afterwards, there was another festa-day, in honour of St. 
Nazaro. Oiui of tlic Albaro young men brought two large houipiets 
soon after hreakfost, and coming up-stairs into the great sala^ 
presented them himsc^lf. 'hhis was a polite way of begging for 
a contribution towards the expenses of some music in the vSaint’s 
honour, so we gave him whatever it may have been, and his 
messenger departed : well satisfied. At six o’('lo('k in the evening 
we went to the church— close at hand — a very gaudy plac e, hung 
all over with festoons and bright draperies, and filled, from the 
altar to the main door, with women, all seatc'd. d'hey wear no 
bonnets here, simply a long white veil — the ‘ mezzero;’ and it was 
the most gauzy, ethereal-looking audience I ever saw. 'I'hc young 
women are not generally ])retty, but they walk remarkably well, 
and in their personal carriage and the management of their veils, 
display mucli innate grace and c‘leganc:e. 'J’here were some men 
present : not very man)' : and a fc-w of these were kneeling about 
the aisles, while everybody else tumbled over them. Innumerable 
tapers 'were burning in the* church ; the hits of silver and tin about 
the saints (especially in the \drgiifs necklace) sparkled brilliantly ; 
the priests were seated about the chief altar ; the organ played 
away, lustily, and a full hand did the like ; while a conductor, in 
a little gallery opposite to the hand, hammered away on the desk 
before him, with a scroll; and a tenor, without any voice, sang. 
The band played one way, the organ played another, the singer 
went a third, and the unfortunate conduc tor hanged and hanged, 
and flourished his scroll on some principle of his own : a])parently 
well satisfied with the whole pcrformanc<.\ I never did hear such 
a discordant din. The heat was intense all the time. 

The mcn,^ in red caps, and witli loose coats hanging on their 
shoulders (they never put them on), were j)laying howls, and buying 

K 
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sweetmeats, immediately outside the church. When half-a-dozen 
of them finished a game, they came into the aisle, crossed them* 
selves with the holy water, knelt on one knee for an instant, and 
walked off again to j^lay another game at bowls. They are remark- 
ably expert at this diversion, and will play in the stony lanes and 
streets, and on the most uneven and disastrous ground for such 
a purj)osc, with as much nicety as on a billiard-table. But the 
most favourite game is the national one of Mora, which they pursue 
with sur[)rising ardour, and at which they will stake everything they 
possess. It is a destructive kind of gambling, requiring no acces- 
sories but the ten fingers, which are always — I intend no pun — at 
hand. Two men play together. One ('alls a numl)er — say the 
extreme one, ten. He marks what portion of it he pleases by 
throwing out three, or four, or five fingers ; and his adversary has, 
in the same instant, at hazard, and without seeing his hand, to 
throw out as many fingers, as will make the exact balance. Their 
eyes and hands become so used to this, and act with such astonish- 
ing rajiidity, that an uninitiated bystander would find it very difficult, 
if not impossible, to follow the ])rogress of tlie game. The initi- 
ated, however, of whom there is always an eager group looking on, 
devour it with the most intense avi(lity ; and as they are always 
ready to chamjiion one side or the otiicr in case of a dispute, and 
are frecjuently divided in their jiartisanship, it is often a very noisy 
proceeding. It is never the quietest game in the world ; for the 
numbers are always called in a loud sharp voice, and follow as 
close upon each other as they can be counted. On a holiday 
evening, standing at a window, or walking in a garden, or passing 
through the streets, or sauntering in any (piiet plac e about the town, 
you will hear this game in jwogress in a score of wine-shops at 
once ; and looking over any vineyard walk, or turning almost 
any corner, will come uj)on a knot of players in full cry. It is 
observable that most men have a i)r()pensity to throw out some 
particular numl)cr oftenew than another : and the vigilance with 
which two sharj)-eyed p]a\'ers will mutually endeavour to detect 
this weakness, and ada[)t their game to it, is very curious and enter- 
taining. The effect is greatly heightened by the universal sudden- 
ness and vehemence of gesture; two men playing for half a farthing 
with an intensity as all-absorbing as if the slake were life. 

Hard by here is a large Palazzo, formerly belonging to some 
member of the Brignole family, but just now hired by a school of 
Jesuits for their summer quarters. I walked into its dismantled 
precincts the other evening about sunset, and couldn’t help pacing 
up and down for a little time, drowsily taking in the aspect of the 
place : which is repeated hereabouts in all directions. 

I loitered to and fro, under a colonnade, forming two sides of 
a weedy, grass-grown court-yard, whereof the house formed a third 
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side, and a low terrace-walk, overlooking the garden and the neigh- 
bouring hills, the fourth. I don’t believe there was an uncracked 
stone in the whole pavement. In the centre was a melancholy 
statue, so piebald in its decay, that it looked exactly as if it had 
been covered with sticking-plaster, and afterwards powdered. The 
stables, coach-houses, offices, were all empty, all ruinous, all utterly 
deserted. 

Doors had lost their hinges, and were holding on by their latches; 
windows were broken, painted plaster had peeled off, and was lying 
about in clods ; fowls and cats had so taken i)OSsessi()n of the out- 
buildings, that I couldn’t help thinking of the fairy tales, and eyeing 
them with sus])icion, as transformcxl retainers, waiting to be changed 
back again. One old 'I'oni in ])articular : a scraggy brute, with a 
hungry green eye (a poor relation, in reality, I am inclined to 
think) : came i)rowling round and round hu*, as if he half believed, 
for the moment, tliat I miglit be the heio come to marry the lady, 
and set all to-rights ; hut discovering his mistake, he suddenly gave 
a grim snarl, and walked away with such a tremendous tail, that 
he couldn’t get into the little hole where he lived, but was obliged 
to wait outside, until his indignation and his tail had gone down 
together. 

In a sort of summer-house, or whatever it may be, in this colon- 
nade, some Englishmen had been living, like grubs in a nut; but 
the Jesuits had given them notice to go, and they had gone, and 
that was shut up too. The house : a wandering, echoing, thunder- 
ing barrack of a place, with the lower windows barred up, as usual, 
was wide open at the door: and I have no doubt I might have 
gone in, and gone to bed, and gone dead, and nobody a bit the 
wiser. Only one suite of rooms on an up])er floor was tenanted ; 
and from one of these, the voice of a young-lady vocalist, practising 
bravura lustily, came flaunting out u])on the silent evening. 

I went down into the garclen, intended to be prim and quaint, 
with avenues, and terraces, and orange-trees, and statues, and water 
in stone basins ; and everything was green, gaunt, weedy, straggling, 
under grown or over grow’n, mildew^y, damp, redolent of all sorts 
of slabby, clammy, creeping, and uncomfortable life. There was 
nothing l)right in the whole scene but a firefly — one solitary firefly 
— showing against the dark bushes like the last little speck of the 
departed Glory of the house; and even it went flitting up and 
down at sudden angles, and leaving a i)laco with a jerk, and 
describing an irregular circle, and returning to the same place with 
a twitch that startled one : as if it were looking for the rest of the 
Glory, and wondering (Heaven know^s it might !) what had become 
of it. 


In the course of two months, the flitting shapes and shadows 
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of my dismal entering reverie gradually resolved themselves into 
familiar forms and substances ; and I already began to think that 
when the lime should come, a year hence, for closing the long 
holiday and turning back to England, I might part from Genoa 
with anything but a glad heart. 

It is a place that ‘grows upon you ’ every day. There seems to 
be always something to find out in it. I'hcre arc the most extra- 
ordinary alleys and l)y-ways to walk about in. You can lose your 
way (what a comfort that is, when you are idle !) twenty times a 
day, if you like; and turn u]) again, under the most unexpected 
and surprising difficulties. It abounds in the strangest contrasts; 
things that arc picturesque, ugly, mean, magnificent, delightful, and 
oftensive, lireak upon the vicnv at every turn. 

They who would know how beautiful the country immediately 
surrounding Genoa is, should climb (in clear weather) to the top 
of Monte haccio, or, at least, ride round the city walls : a feat 
more easily ])erformed. No prospect can be more diversified and 
lovely than the changing views of the harbour, and the valleys of 
the two riveas, tlie i\:)lcevera and the llizagno, from the heights 
along whi('h the strongly fortified walls are ( arried, like the great 
wall of China in little. Tn not the least pictures(]ue part of this 
ride, there is a fair specimen of a real Genoese tavern, where the 
visitor may derive good entertainment from real Gcaioese dishes, 
such as Tagliarini; Ravioli; German sausages, strong of garlic, 
sliced and eaten with fresh green figs; cocks’ combs and sheep- 
kidneys, chopped up with mutton cliops and liver; small pieces 
of some unknown part of a calf, twisted into small shreds, fried, 
and served u]) in a great dish like white-bait; and other curiosities 
of that kind. They often get wine at these suburban Trattorie, 
from k’rance and vSpain and Tortugal, which is brought over by 
small captains in little trading-vessels. They buy it at so much 
a bottle, without asking what it is, or caring to remember if any- 
body tells them, and usually divide it into two heaps; of which 
they label one (Jhami)agne, and the other Madeira. The various 
oj)j)osite llavours, qualities, countries, ages, and vintages^ that are 
comprised under these two general heads is (piite extraordinary. 
'I'he most limited range is ]>)robably from cool Gruel up to old 
Marsala, and down again to api>lc d ea. 

The great majority of the streets are as narrow' as any thorough- 
fare can well be, where people (even Italian people) are supposed 
to live and w^alk about ; being mere lanes, w ith here and there a 
kind of W'cll, or breathing-place. The houses are immensely high, 
painted in all sorts of colours, and arc in every stage and state of 
damage, dirt, and lack of repair. 7'hey are commonly let off in 
floors, or flats, like the houses in the old towm of Edinburgh, or 
many houses in Taris. There are few street doors; the entrance 
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halls al*c, for the most part, looked upon as puljlic property ; and 
any moderately enterprising scavenger might make a fine fortune 
by now and then clearing them out. As it is impossible for coaches 
to penetrate into these streets, there are sedan chairs, gilded and 
otherwise, for hire in divers places. A great many private chairs 
are’ also kept among the nobility and gentry ; and at night these are 
trotted to and fro in all directions, preceded by bearers of great 
lanthorns, made of linen stretched upon a frame. The sedans and 
lanthorns are the legitimate successors of the long strings of patient 
and much-abused mules, that go jingling their little bells through 
these confined streets all day long. They follow them, as regularly 
as the stars the sun. 

When shall I forget the Streets of Palaces : the Strada Nuova and 
the Strada Balbi ! or how tlie former looked one summer day, when 
I first saw it underneath the brightest and most intensely blue of 
summer skies : which its narrow pers])ectivc of immense mansions, 
reduced to a tapering and most precious strip of brightness, looking 
down upon tlie heavy shade below ! A briglitncss not too common, 
even in July and August, to be well estecaned : for, if the Truth 
must out, there were not eight blue skies in as many midsummer 
weeks, saving, sometimes, early in the morning; nhen, looking out 
to sea, the water and the finnamc-nt were one world of deep and 
brilliant blue. At otlua times, there were clouds and ha/e enough 
to make an Englishman grumble in his own climate. 

'Pile endless details of these rich Palaces : the walls of some of 
them, within, alive with masterpieces by Vandyke 1 The great, 
heavy, stone balconies, one above another, and tier over tier : with 
here and there, one larger than the rest, towering high up — a huge 
marble i)latform ; the doorless vestibules, massively barred lower 
windows, immense jAiblic staircases, thick marble pillars, strong 
dungcon-like arches, and dreary, dreaming, echoing vaulted cham- 
bers : among which tlie eye wanders again, and again, and again, 
as every palace is succeeded by another — the terrace gardens 
between house and house, with green arches of the vine, ami groves 
of orange-trees, and blushing oleander in full bloom, twenty, thirty, 
forty feet above the street — the painted halls, mouldering, and 
blotting, and rotting in the damp corners, and still shining out in 
beautiful colours and volu])tuous designs, wliere the .walls are dry — 
the faded figures on the outsides of the houses, holding wreaths, 
and crowns, and flying upward, and downward, and standing in 
niches, and here and there looking fainter and more feeble than 
elsewhere, by contrast with some fresh little CAg^ids, who on a more 
recently decorated portion of the front, are stretching out wdiat 
seems to be the semblance of a blanket, but is, indeed, a sun-dial — • 
the steep, sjlecp, up-hill streets of small jTalaces (but very large 
palaces for all that), with marble terraces looking down into close 
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by-ways — the magnificent and innumerable Churches ; and the rapid 
passage from a street of stately edifices, into a maze of the vilest 
Squalor, steaming with unwholesome stenches, and swarming with 
half-naked children and whole worlds of dirty people — make up, 
altogether, such a scene of wonder : so lively, and yet so dead : so 
noisy, and yet so quiet : so obtnisive, and yet so shy and lowering : 
so wide awake, and yet so fast asleep : that it is a sort of intoxica- 
tion to a stranger to walk on, and on, and on, and look about him. 
A bewildering j^hantasmagoria, with all the inconsistency of a dream, 
and all the jxiin and all the pleasure of an extravagant reality ! 

The difterent uses to which some of these Ikilaces are applied, 
all at once, is charac'teristic. For instance, the English Banker (my 
excellent and hospitable friend) has his office in a good-sized 
Palazzo in the Strada Nuova. In the hall (every inch of which is 
elaborately painted, but which is as dirty as a police-station in 
London), a hook-nosed wSaracen's Head with an immense (piantity 
of black hair (there is a man attac hed to it) sells walking-sticks. 
On the other side of the doorway, a lacly with a showy handkerchief 
for head-dress (wife to the Saracen’s Head, I believe) sells articles 
of her own knitting; and sometimes lloweis. A little further in, 
two or three blinel men occasionally beg. Sometimes, they are 
visited by a man without legs, on a little go-cart, but who has such 
a fresh-coloured, lively face, and such a res])ectal)le, well-conditioned 
body, that he looks as if lie had sunk into the ground up to his 
middle, or had come, but partially, up a Hight of cellar-steps to 
speak to somebod}'. A little further in, a few men, perhaps, lie 
asleep in the middle of the day; or they may be chairmen waiting 
for their absent freiglit. If so, they have brought their chairs in 
with them, and there they stand also. On the left of the hall is a 
little room ; a hatter’s shop. On the first floor, is the English bank. 
On the first floor also, is a whole house, and a good large residence 
loo. Heaven knows what there may be above that ; but when you 
arc there, you liave only just begun to go up-stairs. And yet, 
coming down-stairs again, thinking of this ; and jiassing out at a 
great crazy door in the back of the hall, instead of turning the other 
way, to get into the street again; it bangs behind you, making the 
dismallest and most lonesome echoes, and you stand in a yard (the 
yard of the same houst!) which seems to have been unvisited by 
human foot, for a hundred years. Not a sound disturbs its repose. 
Not a head, thrust out of any of the grim, dark, jealous windows, 
within sight, makes the weeds in the cracked pavement faint of 
heart, by suggesting the possibility of there being hands to grub 
them up. Opposite to you, is a giant figure carved in stone, 
reclining, with an urn, upon a lofty piece of artificial rockwork; and 
out of the urn, dangles 'the fag end of a leaden j)ipc, which, once 
upon a time, poured a small torrent down the rocks. Lut the eye- 
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sockets of the giant are not drier than this channel is now. He 
seems to have given his urn, which is nearly upside down, a final 
tilt ; and after crying, like a sepulchral child, ‘ All gone ! ^ to have 
lapsed into a stony silence. 

In the streets of shops, the houses are much smaller, hut of great 
size notwithstanding, and extremely high. They are very dirty : 
quite undrained, if my nose be at all reliable : and emit a peculiar 
fragrance, like the smell of very bad cheese, kept in very hot 
blankets. Notwithstanding the height of the houses, there would 
seem to have been a lack of room in the City, for new houses are 
thrust in everywhere. AVluaever it has been possible to cram a 
tumble-down tenement into a crack or corner, in it has gone. If 
there be a nook or angle in the wall of a church, or a crevice in 
any other dc‘ad wall, of any sort, there you are sure to find some 
kind of habitation : looking as if it had ^^rown there*, like a fungus. 
Against the (iovernment House, against the old Senate House, 
round about any large building, little sho])s slick so close, like para- 
site vermin to tlie great carcase. And for all this, look where you 
may : up ste^ps, down stei)s, anywhere, everywhere : tliere are irre- 
gular houses, receding, starting forward, tumbling down, leaning 
against their neighbouis, crippling themselves or their friends by 
some means or other, until one, more irregular than the rest, chokes 
up the way, and you can’t see any further. 

One of the rotten est-looking parts of the town, I think, is down 
by the landing-w'harf : though it may be, that its being associated 
with a great deal of rottcnncj^s on the evening of our arrival, has 
stamped it dee])er in my mind. Here, again, the houses are very 
high, and arc of an infinite variety of deformed shapes, and have 
(as most of the houses liave) something hanging out of a great many 
windows, and wafting its frowsy fragrance on the breeze. Some- 
times, it is a curtain ; sometimes, it is a carpet ; sometimes, it is a 
bed ; sometimes, a whole line-full of clothes ; but there is almost 
always something, llcfore the basement of these houses, is an 
arcade over the pavement : very massive, dark, and low, like an 
old crypt. The stone, or plaster, of which it is made, has turned 
quite black ; and against every one of these black piles, all sorts of 
filth and garbage seem to accumulate sjiontaneoiisly. .Beneath some 
of the arches, the sellers of macaroni and i)olenta establish their 
stalls, which are by no means inviting. The offal of a fish-market, 
near at hand — that is to say, of a back lane, where peojilc sit upon 
the ground and on various old bulk-heads and sheds, and sell fish 
when they have any to dispose of and of a vegetable market, con- 
structed on the same princ'iplc — are contributed to the decoration 
of this quarter; and as all the mercantile business is transacted 
here, and it is ( rowded all day, it has a veiy decided flavour about 
it. The rflrto Franco, or Free Port (wdiere goods brought in from 
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foreign countries pay no duty until they are sold and taken out, as 
in a bonded warehouse in England), is down here also ; and two 
portentous officials, in cocked hats, stand at the gate to search you 
if they choose, and to kcej) out Monks and Ladies. For, Sanctity 
as well as Beauty has been known to yield to the temptation of 
smuggling, and in the same way : that is to say, by concealing the 
smuggled property beneath the loose folds of its dress. So Sanctity 
and Beauty may, by no means, enter. 

The streets of Genoa would be all the better for the importation 
of a few Briests of prepossessing appearance. Every fourth or fifth 
man in the streets is a Priest or a IVTonk ; and there is pretty sure 
to be at least one itinerant ecclesiastic inside or outside every 
hackney carriage on the neighbouring roads. I have no knowledge, 
elsewhere, of more repulsive countenances than are to be found 
among these gentry. If Nature’s hand-writing be at all legible, 
greater varieties of sloth, deceit, and intellectual torpor, could hardly 
be observed among any class of men in the world. 

Mr. Pcpvs once heard a clergyman assert in his sermon, in illus- 
tration of his respect for the Priestly office, that if he could meet a 
Priest and angel together, he would salute the Priest first. 1 am 
rather of the opinion of Pp^’rarcii, who, when his pupil PoccACCiO 
wrote to him in great tribulation, that he had been visited and 
admonished for his writings by a Carthusian Friar who ( laimed to 
be a messenger immediately commissioned by Heaven for that 
purpose, replied, that for his own part, he would take the liberty of 
testing the reality of the commission by personal observation of the 
Messenger’s face, eyes, forehead, behaviour, and discourse. I 
cannot but believe myself, from similar observation, that many 
unaccredited celestial messengers may be seen skulking through the 
streets of (zenoa, or droning away their lives in other Italian towns. 

Perhaps the Capjjiiccmi, though not a learned l)ody, are, as an 
order, the best friends of tlie })eople. They seem to mingle with 
them more immediately, as their counsellors and comforters; and 
to go among them more, when they are sick ; and to pry less than 
some other orders, into the secrets of families, for the purpose of 
establishing a baleful as( eudency over their weaker membe’rs ; and 
to be influenced by a less fierce desire to make converts, and once 
made, to let them go to ruin, soul and l)ody. They may be seen, 
in their coarse dress, in all parts of the town at all times, and 
begging in the markets early in the morning. The Jesuits too, 
muster strong in the streets, and go slinking noiselessly about, in 
pairs, like blac k cals. 

In some of the narrow^ passages, distinct trades congregate. 
There is a street of jewellers, and there is a row of booksellers ; 
but even down in placlis where nobody ever can, or ever could, 
penetrate in a carriage, there are mighty old palaces shut in among 
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the gloomiest and closest walls, and almost shut out from the sun. 
Very few of the tradesmen have any idea of setting forth their 
goods, or disposing them for show. If you, a stranger, want to buy 
anything, you usually look round the shop till you see it; then 
clutch it, if it be within reach, and iiKpiire how much. Everything 
is*sold at the most unlikely j)lace. If }0U want coffee, you go to 
a sweetmeat shop ; and if you want meat, you will j)rol)ab]y find it 
behind an old checked curtain, down half-a-dozcn steps, in some 
sequestered nook as hard to find as if the commodity were poison, 
and Genoa’s law were death to any that uttered it. 

Most of the apotliecarics’ shops arc great lounging-places. Here, 
grave men with sticks, sit down in the shade for hours together, 
l)assing a meagre Genoa paper from hand to hand, and talking,, 
drowsily and sparingly, about the News. Two or three of these 
are poor physicians, ready to proclaim themselves on an emergency, 
and tear off with any messenger who may arrive. You may know 
them by the way in which they stretch thcar necks to listen, when 
you enter ; and l)y the sigh with whi(‘h they fall back again into 
their dull corners, on finding that you only ^\ant medicine. Eew 
people lounge in the baii)ers’ shoi)S ; though tliey are very numerous, 
as hardly any man shaves himself. ]>ut tl'ic apotlK'cary’s has its 
group of loungers, who sit back among the bottles, with their hands 
folded over tlie tops of their sticks. So still and quiet, that either 
you don’t see tlic in in the darkened sho]», or mistake them — as I 
did one ghostly man in bottle-green, one day, with a hat like a 
stopper “for Horse Medicine. 

On a summer evening the Genoese are as fond of putting them- 
selves, as their ancestors wx*re of ])utting houses, in every available 
inch of space in and about the town. In all the lanes and alleys, 
and up every little ascent, and on every dw’arf wall, and on every 
flight of steps, they cluster like bees. Meanwhile (and especially 
on festa-days) the bells of the churches ring incessantly; not in 
peals, or any knowm form of sound, but in a horrible, irregular, 
jerking, dingle, dingle, dingle : with a sudden stoj) at every fifteenth 
dingle ‘or so, whicli is maddening. This jierformance is usually 
achieved by a boy up in the steeple, who takes hold of the clajiper, 
or a little rope attached to it, and tries to dingle fonder than every 
other boy similarly emiiloyed. 'rhe noise is sup])Osed to be jiarti- 
cularly obnoxious to VM\ Sjnrits ; but looking up into the steejdes, 
and seeing (and hearing) these young Christians thus engaged, one 
might very naturally mistake them for the luiemy. 

Festa-days, early in the autumn, are very numerous. All the 
shops were shut up, twdee wdthin a week, for thcjse holidays ; and 
one nighty all the houses in the neighln^urhood of a particular 
church were illuminated, while the church itself was lighted, outside, 
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with torches ; and a grove of blazing links was erected, in an open 
space outside one of the city gates. This part of the ceremony 
is prettier and more singular a little way in the country, where you 
can trace the illuminated cottages all the way up a steep hill-side ; 
and where you pass festoons of tapers, wasting away in the starlight 
night, before some lonely little house upon the road. 

On these days, they always dress the church of the saint in whose 
honour the festa is holden, very gaily. Oold-embroidered festoons 
of different colours, hang from the arclu-s ; the altar furniture is set 
forth; and sometimes, even the lofty ])illars are swathed from top 
to bottom in tight-fitting draperies, d'he cathedral is dedicated to 
St. Loren/o. On St. T.orenzo's day, we went into it, just as the sun 
^yas setting. Altliough these decorations are usually in very in- 
different taste, the effect, just then, was very sujierb indeed. For 
the whole building was dressed in red ; and the sinking sun, stream- 
ing in, through a great red curtain in the chief doorway, made 
all the gorgeousness its own. When the sun went down, and it 
gradually grew (luito dark inside, except Tor a few twinkling tapers 
on the principal altar, and some small dangling silver lamps, it was 
very mysterious and effective. But, sitting in any of the churches 
towards evening, is like a mild dose of 0[)ium. 

With the money collected at a festa, they usually jiay for the 
dressing of the church, and for the hiring of the band, and for the 
tai)ers. If there be any left (which seldom hajipens, I believe), 
the souls in Burgatory get the bcaiefit of it. They are also sup[)Osed 
to have the benefit of the exertions of certain small boys, who 
shake money-boxes before some mysterious little buildings like 
rural turnpikes, whic h (usually shut up close) lly 0[)en on Red-letter 
days, and disclose an image and some ffowers inside. 

Just without the city gate, on the Albara road, is a small house, 
with an altar in it, and a stationary money-box : also for the benefit 
of the souls in Burgatory. Still further to stimulate the charitable, 
there is a monstrous jiainting on the plaster, on either side of the 
grated door, representing a select party of souls, frying. One of 
them has a grey moustache, and an elaborate head of grey hair : 
as if he had been taken out of a hairdresser’s window and cast into 
the furnace. There he is : a most grotes([ue and hideously comic 
old soul : for ever blistering in the real sun, and melting in the 
mimic fire, for the gratification and improvement (and the con- 
tributions) of the poor (Rmoese. 

'i'hey are not a very joyous peojile, and are seldom seen to dance 
on their holidays : the staple places of enUatainment among the 
women, being the churches and the jniblic walks. They are very 
good-tempered, obliging, and industrious. Industry has not made 
them clean, for their baJjitati(ais are extremely filthy, and their 
usual occupation on a fine Sunday morning, is to sit at their doors, 
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hunting in each other’s heads. But their dwellings are so close 
and confined that if those parts of the city had been beaten down 
by Massena in the time of the terrible Blockade, it w^ould have at 
least occasioned one i)ul)lic benefit among many misfortunes. 

The Feasant Women, with naked feet and k‘gs, arc so constantly 
Nvashing clothes, in the pul)lic tanks, and in every stream and ditch, 
that one cannot heljj wondering, in the midst of all this dirt, w'ho 
wears them when they arc clean. The custom is to lay the wet 
linen which is being operated upon, on a smooth stone, and liammer 
awvay at it, with a flat wooden mallet. I'his they do, as furiously 
as if they were revenging themselves on dress in general for being 
connected with the Ihill of Mankind. 

It is not unusual to see, lying on the edge of the tank at these^ 
times, or on another Hat stone, an unfortunate baby, tightly swathed 
up, arms and legs and all, in an enornious quantity of wrayjper, so 
that it is unable to move a toc; or finger. This custom (which 
wc often see rey)res(‘nted in old pictures) is universal among the 
common pcnyjle. A child *is left anywhere without the possibility 
of crawling away, or is ac cidentally knocked off a shelf, or tumbled 
out of bed, or is hung \\\) to a hook now and then, and left dangling 
like a doll at an Englisli rag-shop, without the least inconvenience 
to anybody. 

I was sitting, one Sunday, soon after my arrival, in the little 
country church of vSan Martino, a couple of miles from the city, 
wHiile a baptism took place'. 1 saw the priest, and an attendant with 
a large tajicr, and a man, and a w'oman, and some others ; but 
I had no more idea, until tlu' ceremony was all over, that it was a 
baptism, or that the curious little stiff instrument, that was i)assed 
from one to another, in the course of the ceremony, by the handle 
■ — like a short poker — was a child, than I had that it was my own 
christening. I borrowed the child afterwards, for a minute or two 
(it was lying across the font then), and found it very red in the face 
but perfectly quiet, and not to be bent on any terms, d'he number 
of (’ripples in the streets, soon ceased to sur])rise me. 

There are plenty of Saints’ and Virgin’s Shrines, of course; 
generally at the corners of streets. The favourite memento to the 
Faithful, about (lenoa, is a painting, representing a peasant on his 
knees, with a spade and some other agricultural implements beside 
him; and the Madonna, with the Infant Saviour in her arms, 
appearing to him in a cloud. This is the legend of the Madonna 
della Guardia : a chapel on a mountain within a few miles, which 
is In high repute. It seems that this peasant lived all alone by 
himself, tilling some land atop of the mountain, where, being a 
devout man, he daily said his prayers to the Virgin in the open 
air; for his hut was a very poor one. Upon a certain day, the 
Virgin aj)pearcd to him, as in the ])icturc, and said, ‘ 'W hy do you 
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pray in the open air, and wilhoiit a priest?’ The peasant explained 
because there was neither priest nor church at hand — a very 
uncommon complaint indeed in Italy. ‘ I should wish, then,’ said 
the Celestial Visitor, ‘to have a chapel built here, in which the 
prayers of the Faithful may be offered up.’ ‘ Lut, Santissima 
Madonna,’ said the peasant, ‘ I am a poor man ; and chapels cannOt 
be built without money. They must be su[)ported, too, Santissima ; 
for to have a chapel and not sup[)ort it liberally, is a wickedness — 
a deadly sin.’ This sentiment gave great satishiction to the visitor. 
‘ Go ! ' said she. ‘ There is siu'h a village in the valley on the 
left, and such another village in the valley on the right, and such 
another village elsewhere, that will gladly contribute to the building 
of a chapel. Go to them! Relate what you have seen; and do 
not doubt that sufllcient money will be forthcoming to erect my 
chapel, or that it will, afterwards, be handsomely maintained.’ All 
of which (miraculously) turned out to be ([uite true. And in ]woof 
of this prediction and n:ivelation, there is the chai)el of the Madonna 
della Guardia, rich and flourishing at this day. 

'Fhe splendour and variety of the Genoese churc'lies, can hardly 
be exaggerated, d'he church of the Annunciata esi)ecially : built, 
like many of the others, at the cost of one noble lamily, and now 
in slow ]wogress of repair: from th.e outer door to tlie utmost 
height of the high cui)ola, is so elaborately painted and set in gold, 
that it looks (as Simoxo describes it, in his ( harming book on Italy) 
like a great enamelled snuff-box. Most of the richer churches 
contain some b(‘autiful i>ictures, or other embellishments of great 
price, almost universally set, side by side, with sprawling effigies 
of maudlin monks, and the veriest trash and tinsel ever seen. 

It may be a conseciuence of the frequent direction of the popular 
mind, and pocket, to the souls in Ihirgator)', but there is very little 
tenderness for the bodies of the dead Iiere. For the very ]joor, 
there are, immediately outside one angle of the walls, and behind 
a jutting point of the fortification, near the sea, certain common 
pits -one for every day in the year — ^which all remain closed up, 
until the turn of each comes for its daily reception of dead bodies. 
Among the troops in the town, there are usually some Swiss more 
or less. l\'hen any of these die, they are buried out of a fund 
maintained by such of their countrymen as are resident in Genoa. 
Their providing coffins for these men is matter of great astonish- 
ment to the authorities. 

('ertainly, the effect of this promiscuous and indecent ‘Splashing 
down of dead people in so many wells, is bad. It surrounds Death 
with revolting associations, that insensibly become connected with 
those whom Death is approaching. Indifference and avoidance 
are the natural result; and all the softening inlluences of the great 
sorrow are harshly disturbed. 
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There is a ceremony ^Yhcn an old Cavaliere or the like, expires, 
of erecting a pile of benches in the cathedral, to represent his bier ; 
covering them over with a pall of black velvet ; putting his hat and 
sword on the top ; making a little square of scats about the w^hole ; 
and sending out formal invitations to his friends and acquaintances 
td come and sit there, and hear Mass : winch is performed at the 
principal Altar, decorated with an infinity of candles for that purpose. 

AMien the better kind of people die, or are at the point of death, 
their nearest relations generally walk off : retiring into the country 
for a little change, and leaving the body to be disposed of, without 
any superintendence from them. 'J'he jirocession is usually formed, 
and the coffin borne, and the funeral condiu.ted, by a body of per- 
sons called a Confraternita, who, as a kind of voluntary penance,- 
undertake to perform these offices, in regular rotation, for the dead; 
but w’ho, mingling something of pride with their humility, are dressed 
in a loose garment covering their whole jierson, and w'car a hood 
concealing the face; w it 1^ breathing-holes and a])ertures for the 
eyes. The effect of this costume is very ghastly : especially in 
the case of a certain IJlue Confraternita belonging to Genoa, who, 
to say the least of them, arc very ugly customers, and who look — 
suddenly erK Ountered in their pious ministration in the streets- as 
if they w'cre Ghoules or Demons, bearing off the body for tluanselvcs. 

Although such a custom may be liable to the abuse attendant on 
many Italian customs, of being rec ognised as a means of establishing 
a current acxount with Heaven, on wliic'h to draw’, too easily, for 
future bad actions, or as an cxj)iation for past misdeeds, it must be 
admitted to be a good one, and a ])raclieal oni', and one involving 
unquestionably good W'orks. A voluntary service like this, is surely 
better than the im])osed ])enanee (not at all an infre([uent one) of 
giving so many licks to such and such a stone in the pavement 
of the cathedral ; or than a vow’ to the Madonna to wear nothing 
but blue for a year or two. This is supposed to give great delight 
above; blue being (as is well known) the Madonna’s favourite 
colour. Women who have devoted themselves to this act of Faith, 
are very commonly seen walking in the streets. 

There are three theatres in the city, besides an old one now 
rarely oi^ened. 'I'he most important — the Carlo kelice : the opera- 
house of Genoa— is a very si)iendid, commodious, and beautiful 
theatre. A company of comedians w’ere ac'ting there, w’hen W’C 
arrived : and soon after their dc-parture, a sec'ond-rate opera com- 
pany camb. The great senson is not until the carnival time — in 
the spring. Nothing imi)ressed me, so much, in my visits here 
(which were ])rctty numerous) as the uncommonly hard and cruel 
character of the audience, who resent the slightest defect, take 
nothing gpod-humouredly, seem to be always lying in wait for an 
opportunity to hiss, and spare tlie actresses as little as the actors. 
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But, as there is nothing else of a public nature at which they are 
allowed to express the least disapprobation, perhaps they are 
resolved to make the most of this opportunity. 

There are a great number of Piedmontese officers too, who are 
allowed the privilege of kicking their heels in the pit, for next ^to 
nothing : gratuitous, or cheap accommodation for these gentlemen 
being insisted on, by the Governor, in all public or semi-public 
entertainments. They are lofty critics in consequence, and infinitely 
more exacting than if they made the unhaj)py manager’s fortune. 

The Teatro Diurn o, or Day Theatre, is a covered stage in the 
open air, where the performances take place by daylight, in the cool 
of the afternoon ; commencing at four or five o’clock, and lasting 
‘Some three hours. It is curious, sittii\g among the audience, to 
have a fine view of the neighbouring hills and houses, and to 
see the neighbours at their windows looking on, and to hear the 
bells of the churches and convents ringing at most com|.)lete cross- 
purposes with tlie si'cne. lk‘yond this^ and the novelty of seeing 
a play in the fresh pleasant air, with the darkening evening closing 
in, there is nothing very exciting or characteristic in the perform- 
ances. The actors are indifferent ; and though they sometimes 
represent one of Goldoni’s comedies, the staple of the Drama is 
French. Anything like nationality is dangerous to despotic govern- 
ments, and Jesuit-ljeleaguercd kings. 

The I’heatre of Puppets, or Marionetti — a famous company from 
Milan— is, without any exception, the drollest exhibition I ever 
beheld in my life. I never saw anything so exquisitely ridiculous. 
They look between four and five feet high, but are really much 
smaller; for when a musi<'ian in the orchestra haj)])ens to put his 
hat on the stage, it becomes alarmingly gigantic, and almost blots 
out an actor. They usually j^lay a comcaly, and a ballet, ddie 
comic man in tlie comedy 1 saw one summer night, is a waiter in 
an hotel. There never was such a locomotive actor, since the 
world began. Great pains are taken with him. He has extra 
joints in his legs : and a )>ra('tical eye, with Avhich he winks at the 
pit, in a manner that is absolutely insupi)ortable to a stranger, but 
which the initiated audience, mainly com])osed of the common 
people, receive (so they do everything c‘lse) quite as a matter of 
course, and as if die were a man. His s|)irits are jwodigious. He 
continually shakes his legs, and winks his eycx And there is a 
heavy father with grey hair, who sits down on the regular con- 
ventional stage-bank, and blesses his daughtc^'r in the regular 
conventional way, who is tremendous. No one would suppose it 
I)Ossible that anything short of a real man could be so tedious. It 
is the triumph of art. 

In the ballet, an Enchanter runs away with the Bride, in the very 
hour of her nuptials. He brings her to his cave, and tries to soothe 
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her. They sit down on a sofa (the regular sofa! in the regular 
place, O. P. Second Phitrance 1) and a procession of musicians 
enters ; one creature playing a drum, and knocking himself off his 
legs at every blow. These failing to delight her, dancers appear. 
Four first ; then two ; the two ; the flesh-coloured two. The way 
in Vhich they dance ; the height to \vhich they spring ; the impos- 
sible and inhuman extent to which they pirouette ; the revelation 
of their preposterous legs ; the coming down with a pause, on the 
very tii)S of their toes, when the music requires it ; the gentleman's 
retiring up, when it is the lady’s turn ; and the lady’s retiring up, 
when it is the gentleman’s turn ; the final passion of a jus-de-deux ; 
and the going off with a bound 1 — 1 shall never see a rc*al ballet, 
with a composed countenance again. 

1 went, another night, to see these i’uppets act a ])lay called 
‘St. Helena, or the Death of Napoleon.’ It began by the dis- 
closure of Nai)oleon, with an immense head, seated on a sofa in his 
chamber at St. Helena; to ^yhom his valet entered vith this obscure 
annourK'ement : 

‘ Sir Yew ud se on Low ? ’ (the as in cow). 

vSir Hudson (that you could have seen his regimentals 1 ) was a 
perfect mammoth of a man, to Napoleon; hideously ugly; with 
a monstrously disproportionate fac'e, and a great clump for the 
lower-jaw, to express his tyrannical and obdurate nature. He 
began his system of persecution, by calling his prisoner ‘dcneral 
Ikionapartc ; ’ to which the latter rei)lied, with the deepest tragedy, 
‘Sir Yew ud se on rx)w, call me not thus. Repeat that ])hrase and 
leave me ! I am Najxjleon, Emperor of Fram e 1’ Sir Yew ud se 
on, nothing daunted, proceeded to entertain him with an ordinance 
of the Rritish ( lovernment, regulating the state he should preserve, 
and the furniture of Ins rooms: and limiting his attendants to four 
or five ])ersons. ‘ h'our or five for me!' said Naj)oleon. ‘Me! 
One hundred thousand men were lately at my sole ( ommand ; and 
this English officer talks of four or five for me !' Throughout the 
piece, ]Sbai)oleon (who talked very like the real Napoleon, and was, 
for ever, having small solilocpiies by himself) was very bitter on 
‘ these English ofiicers,’ and ‘ these English soldiers to the great 
satisfaction of the audieiK'C, who were perfectly delighted to have 
Low bullied; and who, whenever I.ow said ‘General lluonaparte’ 
(which he always did : always receiving the same correction), (juite 
execrated him. It would be hard to say why; for Italians have 
little cause to sympathise with Napoleon, Heaven knows. 

There was no plot at all, excejit that a French officer, disguised 
as an Faiglishman, came to i)ropound a plan of escape ; and being 
discovered, but not before Napoleon had magnanimously refused 
to steal hi^ freedom, was immediately ordered off by Low to be 
hanged. In two very long speeches, which Low made memorable, 
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by winding up with ‘ Yas — to show that he was English— which 
brought down thunders of applause. Napoleon was so affected by 
this catastrophe, that he fainted away on the spot, and was carried 
out by two other puppets. Judging from what followed, it would 
appear that he never recovered the shock ; for the next act showed 
him, in a clean shirt, in his bed (curtains crimson and white), where 
a lady, prematurely dressed in mourning, brought two little children, 
w^ho kneeled down by the bedside, while he made a decent end; 
the last word on his lips being ‘ Vatterlo.' 

It was unspeakably ludicrous. Buonaparte’s boots were so 
wonderfully beyond control, and did such marvellous things of 
their own accord : doubling themselves up, and getting under 
tables, and dangling in the air, and sometimes skating away with 
him, out of all human knowledge, when he was in full speech — 
mischances which were not rendered the less absurd, by a settled 
melancholy depicted in his hice. To put an end to one conference 
with Low, he bad to go to a table, and read a book : when it was 
the finest spectacle I ever beheld, to see Ins body bending over the 
volume, like a boot-jack, and his sentimental eyes glaring obstinately 
into the ])it. He was prodigiously good, in bed, with an immense 
collar to his shirt, and his little hands outside the (‘oveiiet. So was 
Dr. Antommarclii. represented by a juippet with long lank hair, 
like IMawwvorm’s, wiio, in consecpience of some derangement of his 
wires, hovered about the couch like a vulture, and gave medical 
opinions in the air. He w'as almost as good as Low', though the 
latter w^as great at all times— a decided brute and villain, beyond 
all possibility of mistake. Low^ w'as especially fine at the last, 
wiien, hearing the doctor and the valet say, ‘The Em])eror is dead!’ 
he pulled out his watch, and w'ound up the ])icce (not the watch) 
by exclaiming, with characteristic brutality, ‘ Ha ! lia ! Kleven 
minutes to six ! Tlic (General dead! and the spy hanged ! ’ This 
brought the curtain down, triumphantly. 

There is not in Italy, they say (and I believe them), a lovelier 
residence than the Palazzo Peschiere, or lidace of the Fishponds, 
wiiither w'e removed as soon as our three months’ tenancy of the 
Pink Jail at Alharo had ceased and determined. 

It stands on g height within the walls of (Icnoa, but aloof from 
the tow'n : surrounded by beautiful gardens of its owai, adorned 
with statues, vases, fountains, marble basins, terraces, walks of 
orange-trees and lemon-trees, groves of roses and camellias. All 
its apartments are beautiful in their pro[)ortions and decorations; 
but the great hall, some fifty feet in height, w ith three large window's 
at the end, ovcjrlooking the whole towm of Henoa, the harbour, and 
the neighbouring sea, affords one of the most fascinalipg and de* 
lightful prospects in the w'orld. Any house more cheerful and 
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habitable than the great rooms are, within, it would be difficult to 
conceive; and certainly nothing more delicious than the scene 
without, in sunshine or in moonlight, could be imagined. It is 
more' like an enchanted place in an Eastern story than a grave and 
sober lodging. 

How you may wander on, from room to room, and never lire of 
the wild fancies on the walls and ceilings, as bright in their fresh 
colouring as if they had been painted yesterday ; or how one floor, 
or even the great hall which opens on eight other rooms, is a 
spacious promenade ; or how there arc corridors and bed-chambers 
above, which we never use and rarely visit, and scarcely know the 
way through ; or how there is a view of a perfectly different 
character on each of the four sides of the building ; matters little. 
But that prospect from the hall is like a vision to me. I go back 
to it, in fancy, as I have done in calm*reality a hundred times a 
day ; and stand there, looking out, with the sweet scents from the 
garden rising up al)Out me, in a perfect dream of happiness. 

I'here lies all Genoa, in beautiful confusion, with its many 
churches, monasteries, and convents, pointing ii[) into the sunny 
sky; and down bedow me, just where the roofs begin, a solitary 
convent ]>arapct, fashioned like a gallery, with an iron across at the 
end, where sometimes early in the morning, 1 have seen a little 
group of dark-v('i]ed nuns gliding sorrowfully to and fro, and 
stopping now and then to peep down upon the waking world in 
which they have no part. Old Monte Faccio, brightest of hills in 
good weather, but sulkiest when storms are coming on, is here, 
upon the left. The Fort within the walls (the good King built it 
to command the town, and beat the houses of the Genoese about 
their ears, in case they should be discontented) commands that 
height upon the right, 'bhe broad sea lies beyond, in front there ; 
and that line of coast, beginning by the light house, and tapering 
away, a mere s])cck in the rosy distance, is the beautiful coast road 
that leads to Nic'e. The garden near at hand, among the roofs 
and houses : all red with roses and fresh with little fountains : is 
the Acqua Sola - a jniblic' promenade, where the military band 
plays gaily, and the white veils cluster thit'k, and the Genoese 
nobility ride round, and round, and round, in state-clothes and 
coaches at least, if not in absolute wisdom. A\fthin a stone’s- 
throw, as it seems, the audience of Hie Day Theatre sit : their 
faces turned this way. But as the stage is liidden, it is very odd, 
without a knowledge of the cause, to see their faces changed so 
suddenly from earnestness to laughter ; and odder still, to hear the 
rounds upon rounds of applause, rattling in the evening air, to 
which the curtain falls. But, being Sunclay night, they act their 
best and most attractive play. And now,* the sun is going down, 
in such magnificent array of red, and green, and golden light, as 

s 
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neither pen nor pencil could depict; and to the ringing of the 
vesper bells, darkness sets in at once, without a twilight. Then, 
lights begin to shine in Genoa, and on the country road ; and the 
revolving lanthorn out at sea there, flashing, for an instant, on this 
palace front and i)ortico, illuminates it as if there were a bright 
moon bursting from behind a cloud ; then, merges it in deep 
obscurity. And this, so far as I know, is llie only leason why the 
Genoese avoid it after dark, and think it haunted. 

My memory will haunt it, many nights, in time to come ; but 
nothing worse, 1 will engage. Tlie same Ghost will occasionally 
sail away, as I did one pleasant autumn evening, into the bright 
prospect, and sniff the morning air at Marseilles. 

The corpulent hairdresser was still sitting in his slij^pcrs outside 
his shop-door there, but the twirling ladies in the window, with 
the natural inconstancy of their sex, liad ceased to twirl, and were 
languishing, stock still, with their heautifurfaces addressed to blind 
corners of the establishment, where it was impossible for admirers 
to ])enetrate. 

The steamer had come from Genoa in a delicious run of eighteen 
hours, and we were going to run back again by the Cornice road 
from Nic'e : not being satisfied to have seen only the outsides of 
the beautiful towns that rise in picturesriue white clusters from 
among tlie olive woods, and roc'ks, and hills, upon the margin of 
the Sea. 

The Boat wliiGi started for Nice that night, at eight o’clock, was 
very small, and so crowded with goods that there was scarcely 
room to move; neither was there anything to eat on board, except 
bread ; nor to drink, e\cej)t coftee. But being due at Nice at 
about eight or so in the niorning, tins was of no consequence ; so 
when we began to wink at the briglit stars, in involuntary acknow- 
ledgment of their winking at us, we turned into our berths, in a 
crowded, but cool little cabin, and sk‘[>t soundly till morning. 

The Boat, being as dull and dogged a little boat as ever was 
built, it was within an liour of noon when we turned into Nice 
Harbour, where we vcTy little expected anything but breakfast. 
But we were laden with wool. Wool must not remain in the 
Custom-house at Marseilles more Ilian twelve months at a stretch, 
Avithout {laying^ duty. It is tlie custijin to make fu titious removals 
of unsold wool to evade tliis law ; to take it somewhere when the 
twelve months are nearly out ; firing it straight hack again ; and 
Avarehouse it, as a ncAV ('nrgo, for nearly twelve months longer. 
This Avool of onrs, IkuI come originally from some place in the 
East. It Avas recognised as Eastern produce, the moment Ave 
entered the harbour. Accordingly, the gay little Sunday boats, 
full of holiday people, ‘which had come off to greet us, Avere Avarned 
aAvay by the authorities ; avc were declared in quarantine ; and a 
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great flag was solemnly run up to the mast-head on the wharf, to 
make it known to all the town. 

It was a very hot day indeed. We were unshaved, unwashed, 
undressed, unfed, and could hardly enjoy the absurdity of lying 
blistering in a lazy harbour, with the town looking on from a 
r(5spectful distance, all manner of whiskered men in cocked hats 
discussing our fate at a remote guard-house, with gestures (we 
looked very hard at them through telescopes) expressive of a 
week’s detention at least : and nothing whatever tlie matter all the 
time. Put even in this crisis the brave Courier achieved a triumph. 
He telegra|)hed somebody (/ saw nobody) either naturally connected 
with the hotel, or ])ut cn rapport Avith the establishment for that 
occasion only. 'Che tek'graph was answered, and in half an hour 
or less, there came a loud shout from the guard-house. The 
captain was wanted, l^vcrybody helped the (‘ai)tain into his boat. 
Everybody got his luggage, and said we were going. The captain 
rowed away, and disai)j)eared behind a little jutting corner of the 
Galley-slaves’ Prison : and prc\sently came back with something, 
very sulkily. The brave Courier met him at the side, and received 
the something as its rightful owner. It was a wicker basket, folded 
in a linen cloth ; and in it Avere tAvo great bottles of Avine, a roast 
fowl, some salt fish clAoj){)ed Avith garlic, a great loaf of bread, a 
dozen or so of ])cn('hes, and a feAv other trifles, \\1nn Ave had 
selected our own breakfast, the brave Courier invited a chosen 
party to partake of these refreshments, and assured them that they 
need not be deterrc'd by motives of delicacy, as he Avould order a 
second basket to be furnished at their expense. Which he did — 
no one knew how- and by-and-by, the captain being again sum- 
moned, again sulkily returned Avilh another something ; over Avhich 
my popular attendant presided as before : carving Avith a clasp- 
knife, his oAvn personal property, something smaller than a Roman 
sword. 

'Phe Avholc party on board Avcrc madc‘ merry by these unexpected 
supplies; but none more so than a loquacious little Frenchman, 
who got drunk in five minutes, and a sturdy Cappuccino Friar, Avho 
had taken everybody’s fancy mightily, and Avas one of the best friars 
in the Avorld, 1 verily believe. 

He had a free, open countenance ; and a rich brown, floAving 
beard; and A\’as a remarkably handsome man, of *about fifty. He 
had come up to us, early in the morning, and incpiircd Avhether Ave 
Avere sure to be at Nice by eleven; saying that he particularly 
wanted to knoAv, because if aa^c reached it by that time he Avould 
have to perform Mass, and must deal Avith the consecrated Avafer, 
fasting ; whereas, if there Avere no chance of his being in time, he 
Avould immediately breakfast. He made this communication, under 
the idea that the brave Courier AAas the captain; and indeed he 
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looked much more like it than anybody else on board. Being 
assured that we should arrive in good time, he fasted, and talked, 
fasting, to everybody, with the most charming good humour; 
answering jokes at the expense of friars, with other jokes at the 
expense of laymen, and saying that, friar as he was, he would 
engage to take up the two strongest men on board, one after the 
other, with his teeth, and carry them along the deck. Nobody 
gave him the opportunity, but I dare say he could have done it ; 
for he was a gallant, noble figure of a man, even in the Cappuccino 
dress, which is the ugliest and most ungainly that can well be. 

All this had given great delight to the loquacious Frenchman, 
who gradually patronised the Friar very much, and seemed to com- 
miserate him as one who might have been born a Frenchman 
himself, but for an unfortunate destiny. Although his patronage 
was such as a mouse might bestow upon a lion, he had a vast 
opinion of its condescension ; and in the warmth of that sentiment, 
occasionally rose on tiptoe, to slap the Friar on the back. 

When the baskets arrived : it being then too late for Mass : the 
Friar went to work bravely : eating prodigiously of the cold meat 
and bread, drinking deep draughts of the wine, smoking cigars, 
taking snuff, sustaining an uninterrujited conversation with all 
hands, and occasionally running to the boat’s side and hailing 
somebody on shore with the intelligence that we must be got out of 
this quarantine somehow or other, as he had to take part in a 
great religious processioa in the afternoon. After this, he would 
come back, laughing lustily from pure good humour : while the 
Frenc'hman wrinkled his small lace into ten thousand creases, and 
said how droll it was, and what a brave boy was that Friar ! At 
length the heat of the sun without, and the wine within, made the 
Frenchman sleepy. So, in the noontide of his ])atronagc of his 
gigantic protege, he lay down among the wool, and began to 
snore. 

It was four o’clock l)efore we were released; and the Frenchman, 
dirty and woolly, and snuffy, was still sleej)ing when the Friar went 
ashore. As soon as we were free, avc all hurried a\vay, to wash 
and dress, that we might make a decent ai)j)earanc.e at the pro- 
cession; and I saw' no more of the Frenchman until we look up 
our station in the main street to see it ]>ass, when he squeezed 
himself into a front place, elaborately renovated; threw' back his 
little coat, to show a broad-barred velvet w'aistcoat, sprinkled all 
over with stars ; then adjusted himself and his cane so as utterly 
to bewdlder and transfix the Friar, wiien he should appear. 

The firocession was a very long one, and included an immense 
number of people divided into small parties; each party chanting 
nasally, on its owai account, without reference to any other, and 
producing a most dismal result. There were angels, crosses, 
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Virgins carried on flat boards surrounded by Cupids, crowns, 
saints, missals, infantry, tapers, monks, nuns, relics, dignitaries of 
the church in green hats, walking under crimson parasols : and, 
here and there, a species of sacped street-lamp hoisted on a pole. 
We looked out anxiously for the Cappucefni, and presently their 
brown robes and corded girdles were seen coming on, in a body. 

I observed the little Frenchman chuckle over the idea that when 
the Friar saw him in the broad-barred waistcoat, he would mentally 
exclaim, ‘ Is that my Patron ! That distinguished man ! * and 
would be covered with confusion. Ah ! never was the Frenchman 
so deceived. As our friend the Cappuccino advanced, with folded 
arms, he looked straight into tlie visage of the little Frenchman, 
with a bland, serene, composed abstraction, not to be described.’ 
There was not the hiintest trace of recognition or amusement on 
his features ; not the smallest consciousness of bread and meat, 
wine, snuff, or cigars. ‘ C’est lui-meme,’ I heard the little French- 
man say, in some doubt. Oh yes, it was himself. It was not his 
brother or his nephew, very like him. It was he. lie walked in 
great state : being one of the Superiors of the Order : and looked 
his part to admiration. There never -was anything so jierfect of its 
kind as the contemplative way in which he allowed his placid gaze 
to rest on us, his late ( ompanions, as if he had never seen us in his 
life and didn’t see us then. The Frenchman, (piite humbled, took 
off his hat at last, but the Friar still passed on, with the same im- 
])erturbable serenity; and the broad-barred waistcoat, fading into 
the crowd, was seen no more. 

The ])rocession wound up with a disc harge of musketry that 
shook all the windows in tlie town. Next afternoon we started for 
Genoa, by the famed Cornic'c road. 

'Phe half-French, half- Italian A'ettun'no, who undertook, with his 
little rattling carriage and j)air, to convey us thither in three days, 
was a careless, good-looking fellow, whose light-heartcdness and 
singing propensities knew no bounds as long as we went on 
smoothly. So long, he had a word and a smile, and a flick of his 
whi]), for all the peasant girls, and odds and ends of the Son- 
nambuki for all the echoes. So long, he went jingling through 
every little village, with bells on his horses and rings in his ears : a 
very meteor of gallantry and cheerfulness. Put, it was highly 
characteristic to see him under a slight reverse of circumstances, 
when, in one ])art of the journey, we oime to a narrow place where 
a waggon bad broken down and stopped up the road. His hands 
were twined in his hair immediately, as if a combination of all the 
direst accidents in life had suddenly flillen on his devoted head. 
He swore in French, prayed in Italian, and went up and down, 
beating his.feet on the ground in a very cc*stasy of dcsi)air. Thiae 
were various carters and mule-drivers assembled round the broken 
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waggon, and at last some man of an original turn of mind, proposed 
that a general and joint effort should be made to get things to-rights 
again, and clear the way — an idea which I verily believe would 
never have presented itself to our friend, though we had remained 
there until now. It was done at no great cost of labour ; but jit 
every pause in the doing, his hands were wound in his hair again, 
as if there were no ray of hope to ligliten his misery. The moment 
he was on his hov once more, and clattering briskly down hill, he 
returned to the Sonnamliiila and the peasant girls, as if it were not 
in the power of misfortune to dejwess him. 

Much of the romance of the beautiful towns and villages on this 
beautiful road, disappears when they are entered, for many of them 
are very miserable. The streets are narrow, dark, and dirty ; the 
inhabitants lean and squalid ; and the withered old women, with 
their wiry grey hair twisted up into a knot on the top of the head, 
like a pad to carry loads on, are so intensely ugly, both along the 
Riviera, and in Genoa, too, that, seen straggling about in dim 
door-ways with their si)indles, or crooning together in by-corners, 
they are like a population of Witches — except that they certainly 
are not to be suspected of brooms or any other instrument of 
cleanliness. Neither are the j)ig-skins, in common use to hold 
wine, and hung out in the sun in all directions, by any means orna- 
mental, as they always preserve the form of very bloated pigs, 
with their heads and legs cut off, dangling upside-down by their 
own tails. 

These towns, as they are seen in the a[)i)roach, however : nestling, 
with their clustering roofs and towers, among trees on steep hill- 
sides, or built upon the brink of noble bays : are charming. The 
vegetation is, everywhere, luxuriant and beautiful, and the Palm- 
tree makes a novel feature in the novel scenery. In one town, San 
Remo — a most extraordinary {)lace, built on gloomy open arches, so 
that one might ramble underneath the whole town -there are pretty 
terrace gardens ; in other towns, there is the clang of shii)wrights* 
hammers, and the building of small vessels on the beach. In some 
of the broad bays, the lleets of Kurojic might ride at anchor. In 
every case, each little group of houses presents, in the distance, 
some enchanting confusion of ])ictures(iuc and fanciful shapes. 

The road itself — now high above the glittering sen, which breaks 
against the foot of the precipice : now turnihg inland to sweep the 
shore of a bay : now crossing the stony bed of a mountain stream : 
now low down on the beach: now winding among riven rocks of 
many forms and colours : now chequered by a solitary ruined 
tower, one of a chain of towers built, in old time, to protect the 
coast from the invasions of the Barbary (Jorsairs —presents now 
beauties every moment. 'When its own striking scenery is passed, 
and it trails on through a long line of suburb, lying on the flat sea- 
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shore, to Genoa, then, the changing glimpses of that noble city and 
its harbour, awaken a new source of interest ; freshened by every 
huge, unwieldy, half-inhabited old house in its outskirts : and 
coming to its climax when the city gate is reached, and all Genoa 
wi|h its beautiful harl)our, and neighbouring hills,* bursts i>roudly 
on the view. 



TO PARMA, MODENA, AND BOLOGNA 


I STROIT.ED away from Genoa on the 6th of November, bound for 
a good many i)laces (England among them), but first for Piacenza ; 
for which town I started in the conpc of a machine something like a 
travelling caravan, in company with the brave Courier, and a lady 
with a large dog, who howled dolefully, at intervals, all night. It 
was very wet, and very cold ; very dark, and very dismal ; wc travelled 
at the rate of barely four miles an hour, and stopped nowhere for 
refreshment. At ten 6’clock next morning, we changed coaches at 
Alessandria, where we were packed up in anotlier coach (the body 
whereof would have been small for a fly), in company with a very 
old priest ; a young Jesuit, his companion — who carried their brevi- 
aries and other books, and who, in the exertion of getting into the 
coach, had made a gash of pink leg between his black stocking 
and his black knee-shorts, that reminded one of Hamlet in Ophelia’s 
closet, only it was visible on both legs — a provincial Avvoedto; and 
a gentleman with a red nose that had an uncommon and singular 
sheen upon it, which I never observed in the Iniman subject before. 
In this way we travelled on, until four o’clock in the afternoon ; the 
roads being still very heavy, and the coach very slow. U'o mend 
the matter, the old priest was troubled with cramj)S in his legs, so 
that he had to give a terrible yell every ten minutes or so, and be 
hoisted out by the united efforts of the company ; the coach always 
stopping for him, with great gravity. This disorder, and the roads, 
formed the main subject of conversation. Finding, in the after- 
noon, that the coupe had discharged two peoi)le, and had only one 
passenger inside — a monstrous ugly Tuscan, with a great puri)le 
moustache, of which no man could see the ends when he had his 
hat on — I took advantage of its better accommodation, and in 
company with this gentleman (who was very conversational and 
good-humoured) travelled on, until nearly eleven o’clock at night, 
when the driver reported that he couldn’t think of going any farther, 
and we accordingly made a halt at a place called Stradclla. 

The inn was a series of strange galleries surrounding a yard ; 
where our coach, and a ^waggon or two, and a lot of fowls, and 
firewood, were all heaped up together, higgledy-piggledy ; so that 
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you didn't know, and couldn't have taken your oath, which was a 
fowl and which was a cart. We followed a sleepy man with a 
flaring torch, into a great, cold room, where there were two im- 
mensely broad beds, on what looked like two immensely broad 
deal dining-tables ; another deal table of similar diuK^nsions in the 
middle of the bare floor ; four windows ; and two chairs. Some- 
body said it was my room ; and I walked up and down it, for half 
an hour or so, staring at the Tuscan, the old priest, the young priest, 
and the Avvoedto (Red-Nose lived in the town, and had gone 
home), who sat uj)on their beds, and stared at me in return. 

The rather dreary whimsicality of this stage of the proceedings, 
is interrupted by an announcement from the liravc (he had been 
cooking) that supper is ready; and to the priest's chamber (the. 
next room and the counterpart of mine) we all adjourn, 'i'he first 
dish is a cabbage, boiled with a great quantity of rice in a tureen 
full of water, and flavoured with cheese. It is so hot, and we are 
so cold, that it appears almost jolly. The second dish is some little 
bits of pork, fried with ])igs’ kidneys. The third, two red fowls. 
The fourth, two little red turkeys. The fifth, a huge stew of garlic 
and truffles, and I don’t know what else; and this concludes the 
entertainment. 

Before I can sit down in my own ( hamber, and tliink it of the 
dampest, the door opens, and the Brave comes moving in, in the 
middle of such a quantity of fuel that he looks like Birnam AVood 
taking a winter walk. He kindles this heap in a twinkling, and 
produces a jorum of hot brandy and water ; for that bottle of his 
keeps company with the seasons, and now holds nothing but the 
purest can de vie. When he has accomplished this feat, he retires 
for the night ; and 1 hear him, for an hour afterwards, and indeed 
until I fall asleep, making jokes in some outliouse (a})j)arently under 
the pillow), where he is smoking cigars with a party of confidential 
friends. He never was in the house in his life before ; but he knows 
everybody everywhere, before he has been anywhere five minutes ; 
and is certain to have attracted to himself, in the meantime, the 
enthusiastic devotion of the whole establishment. 

This* is at twelve o’clock at night. At four o’clock next morning, 
he is up again, fresher than a full-blown rose ; making blazing fires 
without the least authority from the landlord ; producing mugs of 
scalding coffee when nobody else can get anything but cold water ; 
and going out into the dark streets, and roaring for fresh milk, on 
the diance of somebody with a cow getting up to sui)ply it. While 
the horses are ‘ coming,' I stumble out into the town too. It seems 
to be all one little Piazza, with a cold damp wind blowing in and 
out of the arches, alternately, in a sort of pattern. But it is ])ro- 
foundly dark, and raining heavily ; and •! shouldn’t know it to- 
morrow, ifT were taken there to try. Which Heaven forbid. 
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The horses arrive in about an hour. In the interval, the driver 
swears ; sometimes Christian oaths, sometimes Pagan oaths. 
Sometimes, when it is a long, compound oath, he begins with 
Christianity and merges into Riganism. Various messengers are 
despatched ; not so much after the horses, as after each other ; for 
the first messenger never comes back, and all the rest imitate him. 
At lengtli the horses aj^pear, surrounded by all the messengers ; 
some kic king them, and some dragging them, and all shouting 
abuse to them. Then, the old j)riest, the young priest, the Avvo- 
edto, the Tuscan, and all of us, take our places ; and sleepy voices 
proceeding from the doors of extraordinary hutches in divers parts 
of the yard, cry out ‘ Addio corrifere mio ! Buon' viaggio, corriSrc ! ’ 
■Salutations which the courier, with his face one monstrous grin, 
returns in like manner as we go jolting and wallowing away, through 
the mud. 

At Piacenza, which was four or five hours’ journey from the inn 
at Stradella, we broke up our little company before the hotel door, 
with divers manifestations of friendly feeding on all sides. The old 
j)riest was taken with the cramp again, bef«)re he had got half-way 
down the street ; and the young priest laid the bundle of books on 
a door-step, while he dutifully rul.)bed the old gentleman’s legs. 
The client of the Avvocato was waiting for him at the yard-gate, 
and kissed him on each cheek, with such a resounding smack, that 
I am afraid he had either a very had case, or a sc'antily-furnishcMl 
purse, "idle Tuscan, with a edgar in his mouth, went loitering off, 
carrying his hat in his hand tliat he might the hotter trail up the 
ends of his dishevelled moustache. And the hrave Courier, as he 
and I strolled away to look about us, l)Cgan immediately to entertain 
me with the private histories and lamily aftairs of the whole party. 

A brown, decayed, old town, Piacen/a is. A deserted, solitary, 
grass-grown place, with ruined ramparts; half filled-U[) trenches, 
which afford a frowsy pasturage to the lean kine that wander about 
them ; and streets of stern houses, moodily frowning at the other 
houses over the way. The sleejaest and shabbiest of soldiery go 
wandering about, with the double curse of laziness and i)overty, 
uncouthly wrinkling their mistitting regimentals ; the dirtiest of 
children play with their impromptu toys (l^igs and mud) in the 
feeblest of gutters ; and the gauntest of dogs trot in and out of 
the dullest of archways, in perpetual search of something to eat, 
which they never seem to find. A mysterious and solemn Palace, 
guarded by two colossal statues, twin Cenii of the place, stands 
gravely in the midst of the idle town ; and the king with the marble 
legs, w’ho flourished in the time of the thousand and one Nights, 
might live contentedly inside of it, and never have the energy, in 
his upper half of flesh and blood, to want to come out. 

What a strange, half-sorrowfful and half-delicious doze it is, to 
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ramble through these places gone to sleep and basking in the sun ! 
Each, in its turn, appears to be, of all the mouldy, dreary, God- 
forgotten towns in the wide world, the chief. Sitting on this hillock 
where a bastion used to be, and where a noisy fortress was, in the 
tinje of the old Roman station here, I became a^\’?lre that I have 
never known till now, what it is to l)e lazy. A*dormouse must 
surely be in very much the same condition before he retires under 
the wool in his cage ; or a tortoise before he buric\s himself. 
I feel that I am getting rusty. I'hat any attempt to think, would 
be accompanied with a creaking noise. That there is nothing, 
anywhere, to be done, or needing to be done. That there is no 
more human progress, motion, eftbrt, or advancement, of any kind 
beyond this. That the whole scheme stopped here centuries ago, 
and laid down to rest until the Day of Judgment. 

Never while the brave Courier lives f Behold him jingling out 
of Piacenza, and staggering this way, in the tallest posting-chaise 
ever seen, so that he looks* out of the front window as if he were 
peeping over a garden wall ; while the postilion, concentrated 
essence of all the shabbiness of Italy, pauses for a moment in his 
animated conversation, to touch his hat to a blunt-nosed little 
Virgin, hardly less shabby than himself, enshrined in a i)laster 
Punch’s show outside the town. 

In Genoa, and thereabouts, they train the vines on trellis-work, 
supported on square clumsy ])illars, whic h, in themselves, are any- 
thing but ])icturesque. But, here, they twine them around trees, 
and let them trail among the hedges ; and the vinc:yards are full of 
trees, regularly i)lanted for this purpose, each with its own vine 
twining and clustering about it. 'Pheir leaves are now of the 
brightest gold and deepc^st red ; and never was anything so en- 
chantingly graceful and full of beauty. Through miles of these 
delightful forms and colours, the rcxid winds its way. The wild 
festoons, the elegant wreaths, and c'rowns, and garlaiids of all 
shapes; the fairy nets tiling over great trees, and making them 
prisoners in sport ; the tumbled heaps and mounds of exquisite 
shapes .upon the ground; how rich and beautiful they are! And 
every now and then, a long, long line of trees, will be all bound 
and garlanded together : as if they had taken hold of one another, 
and were coming dancing down the field ! 

Parma has clieerful, stirring streets, for an Italian town ; and 
consequently is not so characteristic as many places of less note. 
Always exce])ting the retired Piazza, where the Cathedral, Baptistery, 
and Campanile — ancient buildings, of a sombre brown, embellished 
with innumerable grotescpie monsters and dreamy-looking creatures 
carved in marble and red stone - are clustered in a noble and 
magnificent repose. Their silent presenc'e was^only invaded, when 
I saw them, Iiy the twittering of the many birds that were Hying in 
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and out of the crevices in the stones and little nooks in the archi- 
tecture, where they had made their nests. They were busy, rising 
from the cold shade of Temples made with hands, into the sunny 
air of Heaven. Not so the worshippers within, who were listening 
to the same drowsy chaiint, or kneeling before the same kinds 
of images and tapers, or whispering, with their heads bowed down, 
in the selfsame dark confessionals, as I had left in Genoa and 
everywhere else. 

The decayed and mutilated paintings with which this church is 
covered, have, to my thinking, a remarkably mournful and depres- 
sing influence. It is miserable to see great works of art — something 
of the Souls of Painters — perishing and hiding away, like human 
forms. This cathedral is odorous with the rotting of Correggio^s 
frescoes in the Cupola. Heaven knows how beautiful they may 
have been at one time. Connoisseurs fall into rai)tures with them 
now ; but such a labyrinth of arms and legs : such heaps of fore- 
shortened limbs, entangled and involved and jumbled together : 
no operative surgeon, gone mad, could imagine in his wildest 
delirium. 

There is a very interesting subterranean church here : the roof 
supported by marble pillars, behind each of whi('h there seemed 
to be at least one beggar in ambush : to say nothing of the tombs 
and secluded altars. J^'rom every one of these lurking-iilaces, such 
crowds of phantom-looking men and women, leading other men 
and women with twisted limbs, or chattering jaws, or paralytic 
gestures, or idiotic heads, or some other sad infirmity, came hob- 
bling out to beg, that if the ruined frescoes in the cathedral above, 
had been suddenly animated, and had retired to this lower church, 
they could hardly have made a greater confusion, or exhibited a 
more confounding display of arms and legs. 

There is Petrarch’s Monument, too ; and there is the baptistery, 
with its beautiful arches and immense font ; and there is a gallery 
containing some very remarkable pictures, whereof a few were being 
copied by hairy-faced artists, with little velvet caps more off their 
heads than on. There is the Farnese Palace, too; and in it one 
of the dreariest spectacles of decay that ever was seen — a grand, 
old, gloomy theatre, mouldering away. 

It is a large .wooden structure, of the horse-shoe shape ; the 
lower seats arranged upon the Roman jAan, but above them, great 
heavy chambers, rather than boxes, where the Nobles sat, remote 
in their proud state. Such desolation as has fallen on this theatre, 
enhanced in the sj)ectator’s fancy by its gay intention and design, 
none but worms can be familiar with. A hundred and ten years 
have passed, since any play was acted here. The sky shines in 
through the gashes in the roof; the lx)xes are dropping down, 
wasting away, and cJnly tenanted by rats ; damp and mildew smear 
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the faded colours, and make spectral maps upon the panels ; lean 
rags are dangling down where there were gay festoons on the 
Proscenium ; the stage has rotted so, that a narrow wooden gallery 
is thrown across it, or it would sink beneath the tread, and bury 
the visitor in the gloomy depth beneath. The desola4:ion and decay 
imin’ess themselves on all the senses. The air ha6 a mouldering 
smell, and an earthy taste ; any stray outer sounds that straggle in 
with some lost sunbeam, are muffled and heavy ; and the worm, the 
maggot, and the rot have changed the surface of the wood l)encath 
the touch, as time will seam and roughen a smooth hand. If ever 
Ghosts act plays, they act them on this ghostly stage. 

It was most delicious weather, when we came into Modena, 
where the darkness of the sombre colonnades over the footways 
skirting the main street on either side, was made refreshing and 
agreeable by the bright sky, so wonderfully blue. I passed from 
all the glory of the day, into a dim cathedral, where High Mass 
was performing, feeble tapers were burning, people were kneeling in 
all directions before all manner of shrines, and officiating priests 
were crooning the usual chant, in the usual, low, dull, drawling, 
melancholy tone. 

Thinking how strange it was, to find, in every stagnant town, this 
same Heart beating with the same monotonous pulsation, the centre 
of the same torjiid, listless system, I came out by another door, and 
>vas suddenly scared to death by a blast from the shrillest trumpet 
that ever was blown. Immediately, came tearing round the corner, 
an equestrian company from Paris : marshalling themselves under 
the walls of the church, and flouting, with their horses’ heels, the 
griffins, lions, tigers, and other monsters in stone and marble, 
decorating its exterior. First, there came a stately nobleman with 
a great deal of hair, and no hat, bearing an enormous banner, on 
which was inscribed, Mazeupa ! to-nigu l ! Then, a Mexican 
chief, with a great pear-shaped club on his shoulder, like Hercules. 
Then, six or eight Roman chariots : each with a beautiful lady in 
extremely short jKttiroats, and unnaturally pink tights, erect within : 
shedding beaming looks upon the crowd, in which there was a 
latent expression of discomposure and anxiety, for \\hich I couldn’t 
account, until, as the open back of each chariot presented itself, I 
saw the immense difficulty with which the pink legs maintained 
their perpendicular, over the uneven pavement of tlie town : which 
gave me quite a new idea of the ancient Romans and Britons. The 
procession w^as brought to a close, by some dozen indomitable 
warriors of diflerent nations, riding two and two, and haughtily 
surveying the tame population of Modena : among whom, however, 
they occasionally condescended to scatter largesse in the form of a 
few handbills. After caracolling among tke lions and tigers, and 
proclaiming* that evening’s entertainments with blast of trumpet, it 
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then filed off, by the other end of the square, and left a new and 
greatly increased dulness behind. 

When the procession had so entirely passed away, that the shrill 
trumpet was mild in the distance, and the tail of the last horse was 
hopelessly round the corner, the people who had come out of the 
church to stare*^at it, went back again. But one old lady, kneeling 
on the pavement within, near the door, had seen it all, and had 
been immensely interested, without getting uj) ; and this old lady’s 
eye, at that juncture, I hai)pened to catch : to our mutual confusion. 
She cut our embarrassment very short, however, by crossing herself 
devoutly, and going down, at full length, on her fiice, before a 
figure in a fancy petticoat and a gilt crown ; which was so like one 
of the procession-figures, that perhaps at this hour she may tliink 
the whole appearance a celestial vision. Anyhow, I must certainly 
have forgiven her her interest in the Circus, though I had been her 
Father Confessor. 

There was a little fiery-eyed old man with a crooked shoulder, in 
the cathedral, who took it very ill that' I made no eftbrt to see the 
bucket (kept in an old tower) which the peo])le of Modena took 
away from the people of Bologna in the fourteenth century, and 
about which there was war made and a mock-heroic poem by 
Tassone, too. Being quite content, however, to look at the outside 
of the tower, and feast, in imaginatio/i, on the bucket within ; and 
preferring to loiter in the shade of the tall (.'am])anile, and about 
the cathedral ; I liave no personal knowledge of this bucket, even 
at the present time. 

Indeed, we were at Bologna, before the little old man (or the 
Guide-Book) would have considered that we had half done justice 
to the wonders of Modena. But it is such a delight to me to leave 
new scenes behind, and still go on, encountering newer scenes — 
and, moreover, 1 have such a perverse disposition in respect of 
sights that are cut, and dried, and dictated — that 1 fear I sin against 
similar authorities in every ])lace I visit. 

this as it may, in the j)leasant Cemetery at Bologna, I found 
myself walking next Sunday morning, among the stately marble 
tombs and colonnades, in company with a crowd of Peasants, and 
escorted by a little Cicerone of tliat town, wlio was excessively 
anxious for the honour of the place, and most solicitous to divert my 
attention from the bad monuments : whereas he was never tired of 
extolling the good ones. Sc:cing this little man (a good-humoured 
little man he was, who seemed to have nothing in his face but 
shining teeth and eyes) looking wistfully at a certain plot of grass, 
I asked him who was buried there. ‘ The poor i)eoplc. Signore,’ he 
said, with a shrug and a smile, and stoi)ping to look back at me — 
for he always went on a lUtle before, and took off his hat to introduce 
every new monument. ‘ Only the poor. Signore ! It’s very cheerful. 



BOLOGNA 271 

It’s very lively. How green it is, how cool ! It’s like a meadow ! 
There are five,’ — holding up all the fingers of his right hand to 
express the number, which an Italian peasant will always do, if it 
be within the compass of his ten fingers, — ‘ there are five of my 
little children buried tliere. Signore ; just there ; a little to the right. 
Wkill ! Thanks to God ! It’s very cheerful. green it is, how 

cool it is ! It’s quite a meadow !’ 

He looked me very hard in the face, and seeing I was sorry for 
him, took a pinch of snuff (every Cicerone takes snuff), and made a 
little bow ; partly in deprecation of his having alluded to such a 
subject, and partly in memory of the children and of his favourite 
saint. It was as unaffected and as jierfeclly natural a little bow, as 
ever man made. Immediately afterwards, be took his hat off 
altogether, and begged to introduce me to the next monument 3 
and his eyes and his teeth shone brighter than before. 
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INHERE was such a very smart official in attendance at the Cemetery 
where the little Cicerone had buried his children, that when the 
little Cicerone suggested to me, in a whisper, that there would be 
no offence in presenting this officer, in return for some slight extra 
service, with a couple of pauls (about tenpcnce, English money), I 
looked incredulously at his cocked hat, wash-leather gloves, well- 
made uniform, and dazzling buttons, and rebuked the little Cicerone 
with a grave shake of the head. For, in splendour of appearance, 
he was at least equal to the Deputy Usher of the Black Rod ; and 
the idea of his carrying, as Jeremy Diddler would say, ‘ such a 
thing as tenpcnce ’ away with him, seemed monstrous. He took it 
in excellent part, however, when 1 made bold to give it him, and 
pulled off his cocked hat with a flourish that would have been a 
bargain at double the money. 

It seemed to be his duty to describe the monuments to the 
people — at all events he was doing so ; and when I compared him, 
like Gulliver in Rrobdingnag, ‘ with the Institutions of my own 
beloved country, I could not refrain from tears of pride and 
exultation.’ He had no pace at all ; no more than a tortoise. He 
loitered as the people loitered, that they miglit gratify their curiosity; 
and positively allowed them, now and then, to read the inscriptions 
on the tombs. He was neither shabby, nor insolent, nor churlish, 
nor ignorant. He s[)oke his own language with perfect propriety, 
and seemed to consider himself, in his way, a kind of teacher of the 
people, and to entertain a just respect both for himself and them, 
They would no more have such a man for a Verger in Westminster 
Abl)ey, than they would let the peoi)le in (as they do at Bologna) to 
see the monuments for nothing."^ 

Again, an ancient sombre town, under the brilliant sky; with 
heavy arcades over the footways of the older streets, and lighter 
and more cheerful archways in the newer portions of the town. 
Again, brown piles of sacred buildings, with more birds flying in 
and out of chinks in the stones ; and more snarling monsters for 

* A far more li])cral and just recognition of the public has arisen in West- 
minster Abbey since thri was written. 
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the bases of the pillars. Again, rich churches, drowsy Masses, 
curling incense, tinkling bells, priests in bright vestments : pictures, 
tapers, laced altar cloths, crosses, images, and artificial flowers. 

There is a grave and learned air about the city, and a pleasant 
gloom upon it, that would leave it, a distinct and separate impression 
in the mind, among a crowd of cities, though it were not still further 
marked in the traveller’s remembrance by the two brick leaning 
towers (sufficiently unsightly in themselves, it must be acknowledged), 
inclining cross-wise as if they were bowing stiffly to each other — a 
most extraordinary termination to the perspective of some of the 
narrow streets. The colleges, and churches too, and palaces : and 
above all the academy of Fine Arts, where there arc a host of 
interesting pictures, especially by Guido, Domenichino, and 
Ludovico Caracci : give it a place of its own in the memory. 
Even though tliese were not, and thehe were nothing else to 
remember it by, the great Meridian on the pavement of the church 
of San I^etronio, where the. sunbeams mark the time among the 
kneeling people, would give it a fanciful and pleasant interest. 

Bologna being very full of loiifists, detained there by an inundation 
which rendered the road to Florence impassable, 1 was quartered 
up at the top of an hotel, in an out-of-the-way room which I never 
could find : containing a bed, big enough for a boarding-school, 
which I couldn’t fall asleep in. The chief among the waiters who 
visited this lonely retreat, where there was no other company but 
the swallows in the broad eaves over the window, was a man of one 
idea in connection with the English ; and the subject of this harm- 
lc.ss monomania, was Lord Byron. I Inade the discovery by 
accidentally remarking to him, at breakfast, that the matting with 
which the floor was covered, was very comfortable at that season, 
uhen he immediately rejdicd that Milor Becron had been much 
attached to that kind of matting. Observing, at the same moment, 
that 1 took no milk, he exclaimed with enthusiasm, that Milor 
Becron had never touched it. At first, I took it for granted, in my 
innocence, that he had been one of the Beeron servants ; but no, 
he said, no, he was in the habit of speaking about my Lord, to 
English gentlemen; that was all. Fie knew all about him, he said. 
In proof of it, he connected him with every possilfle topic, from the 
Monte Pulciano wine at dinner (which was grown on an estate he 
had owned), to the big bed itself, which was the very model of his. 
When I left the inn, he coupled with his final bow in the yard, a 
parting assurance that the road by which I was going, had been 
Milor Beeron’s favourite ride ; and before the horse’s feet had w^ell 
begun to clatter on the pavement, he ran briskly iip-stairs again, I 
dare say to telL some other Faiglishman in some other solitary room 
that the guejit who had just departed w’as* Lord Beeron’s living 
image. 


T 
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1 had entered Bologna by night — almost midnight— and all along 
the road thither, after our entrance into the Papal territory ; which 
is not, in any ])art, supremely well governed, Saint Peter's keys 
being rather rusty now ; the driver had so worried about the danger 
of roldjers in Ravelling after dark, and had so infected the l)rave 
Ouricr, and iW two had been so constantly stopping and getting 
up and down to look after a portmanteau which was tied on behind, 
that I should have felt almost obliged to any one who would have 
had the goodness to take it away. Hence it was stipulated, that, 
whenever we left Bologna, we should start so as not to arrive at 
Ferrara later than eight at night; and a delightful afternoon and 
evening journey it was, albeit through a flat district which gradually 
became more marshy from the overflow of brooks and rivers in the 
recent heavy rains. 

At sunset, when I was v:alking on alone, while the horses rested, 
I arrived upon a little scene, which, by one of those singular mental 
operations of wlncli we arc all conscious, seemed perfectly familiar 
to me, and which I see distinctly now. 'There was not much in it. 
In the blood red light, there was a mournful slieet of water, just 
stirred by the evening wind ; upon its margin a few trees. In the 
foreground was a group of silent peasant girls leaning over the 
])arapct of a little bridge, and looking, now up at the sky, now 
down into tlie water; in the distama*, a deep bell ; the shade of 
approaching night on everything. If I had been murdered there, 
in some former life, I could not have seemed to remember the 
])lace more thoroughly, or with a more emphatic chilling of the 
blood; and the mere remembrance of it ac(]uired in that minute, 
is so strengthened by the imaginary recollection, that I hardly think 
I could forget it. 

jNIore solitary, more depopulated, more deserted, old Ferrara, 
than any city of the solemn brotherhood ! 'The grass so grows up 
in the silent streets, that any one might make hay there, literally, 
while the sun shines. But the sun .shines with diminished cheerful- 
ness in grim lA^rara ; and the people are so few who pass and 
re-pass •through the ])laces, that the flesh of its inhabitants might 
be grass indeed, and growing in the .sf[uares. 

I wonder why the head copijersmith in an Italian town, always 
lives next dooj; to the Hotel, or opposite : making the visitor feel 
as if the beating hammers were his own heart, palpitating with a 
deadly energy ! I wonder why jealous corridors surround the bed- 
room on all sides, and fill it with i'nne('es^ary doors that can't be 
shut, and will not open, and abut on pitchy darkness ! I wonder 
why it is not enough that these distrustful genii stand agape at 
one's dreams all night, but there must also be round open port- 
holes, high in the wall,* suggestive, when a mouse or rat is heard 
behind the wainscot, of a somebody scraping the wall with his toes, 
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in his endeavours to reacli one of those portholes and look in ! I 
wonder why the faggots are so constructed, as to know of no effect 
but an agony of heat when they are lighted and replenished, and 
an agony of cold and suffocation at all other times ! I Avondcr, 
above all, why it is the great feature of domestic |architccturc in 
Italian inns, that all the fire goes up the chimj^y, except the 
smoke ! 

'rhe answer matters little. Coppersmiths, doors, portholes, 
smoke, and faggots, are welcome to me. Clive me the smiling 
face of the attendant, man or woman ; the courteous manner ; the 
amiable desire to i)lease and to be pleased ; the light-hearted, 
pleasant, simple air — so many jewels set in dirt— and I am theirs 
again to-morrow ! 

Ariosto’s house, 'Fasso’s prison, a rare old Clothic cathedral, 
and more churches of ( ourse, arc the sights of h'errara. l>ut the 
long silent streets, and the dismantled palaces, where ivy waves in 
lieu of banners, and where rank weeds are slowly creeping up the 
long-untrodden stairs, are thd best sights of all. 

I'he aspect of this dreary town, half an hour before sunrise one 
fine morning, when I left it, was as picturcs(|ue as it seemed unreal 
and sj)ectral. It w’as no matter that the ])eople were not yet out of 
bed ; for if they had all been up and busy, they w'ould have made 
but little difference in that desert of a place. It was best to sec it, 
\vithout a single figure in the picture ; a city of the dead, w’ithout 
one solitary survivor, restilenc e might have ravaged streets, squares, 
and market-])laces ; and sack and siege have ruined the old houses, 
battered down their doors and windows, and made breaches in their 
roofs. In one i)art, a great tower rose into the air; the only land- 
mark in the melancholy view'. In another, a prodigious castle, w’ith 
a moat about it, stood aloof : a sullen city in itself. In the black 
dungeons of this castle, Parisina and her lover were beheaded in 
the dead of night. The red light, beginning to shine when I looked 
back upon it, stained its walls without, as they have, many a time, 
been stained within, in old days; but for any sign of life they gave, 
the castle and the city might have been avoided by all ^ human 
creatures, from the moment when the axe w’ent down upon the 
last of the tw'o lovers : and might have never vibrated to another 
sound 

Bi'yond tlic blow*^ that to llio Mock 

Pierced tlirougli with forced and .million shock. 


Coming to the Po, w hich w^as greatly swollen, and running fiercely, 
W'e crossed it by a Hoating bridge of boats, and so came into the 
Austrian territory, and resumed our journey : through a country of 
wdiich, for some miles, a great part w'as Hinder water. The brave 
Courier and* the soldiery had first quarrelled, fey half an hour or 



276 PICTURES FROM ITALY 

more, over our eternal passport. But this ^Yas a daily relaxation 
with the Brave, who was always stricken deaf when sliabby function- 
aries in uniform came, as they constantly did come, plunging out of 
wooden boxes to look at it — or in other words to beg — and who, 
stone deaf to my entreaties that the man might liave a trifle given 
him, and we rci^imc our journey in peace, was wont to sit reviling 
the functionary in broken English : while the unfortunate man’s 
face was a portrait r)f mental agony framed in the coach window, 
from his perfect ignorance of what was being said to his dis- 
paragement. 

There was a postilion, in the course of this day’s journey, as wild 
and* savagely good-looking a vagabond as you would desire to see. 
He was a tall, stout-made, dark-complexioned fellow, with a pro- 
fusion of shaggy black hair hanging all over his lace, and great 
blac'k whiskers stretching down his throat. His dress was a torn 
suit of rifle green, garnished here and tliere with red ; a stecjfle- 
crowned hat, innocent of na]), with a broken and bedraggled feather 
stuck in the band ; and a flaming red neckerchief hanging on his 
shoulders. He was not in the saddle, but reposed, quite at his 
ease, on a sort of low' foot-board in front of the ])ostchaise, dowai 
amongst tlie horses’ tails— convenient for having his brains kicked 
out, at any moment. To this Brigand, the brave Courier, when W'c 
w'ere at a reasonable trot, hajqx'ned to suggest the practicability 
of going faster. He received the proposal with a perfect yell of 
derision; brandished his wiiij) about his head (siK'h a whip! it w^as 
more like a home-made bow) ; flung u[) his heels, much higher than 
the horses ; and disappeared, in a paroxysm, somewflierc* in the 
neighbourhood of the axletrec. I fully ex])ected to see him lying 
in the road, a hundred yards ])ehind, but up came the stceple- 
crowuied hat again, next minute, and he was seen re[)Osing, as on 
a sofa, entertaining himself with the idea, and crying, ‘ Ha, ha ! 
what next I C)h the devil I Faster too ! Shoo — hoo — o — o ! ’ 
(This last ejaculation, an incxprcssil)ly defiant hoot.) Being 
anxious to reach our immediate destination that night, I ventured, 
by-and-by, to rej>eat tlm- cxjK iimcnt on my owai account. It pro- 
duced exactly the same elfect. Round fleW’ the whi]) with the 
same scornful flourish, u}) came the lieels, dowai went the steeple- 
crowmed hat, ayd presently he reapjjcarcMl, ri'posing as before and 
saying to himself, ‘ Ha ha 1 what next ! Faster too ! Oh the devil ! 
Shoo — hoo — 0—0 ! ’ 



AN ITALIAN DREAM 


I HAD been travelling, for some days ; resting very little in -the 
night, and never in the day. The rapid and unbroken succession 
of novelties that had ])assed before me*, came back like half-formed 
dreams ; and a crowd of objects wandered in the greatest confusion 
through my mind, as I travelled on, by a solitary road. At intervals, 
some one among them woul^l stop, as it were, in its restless flitting 
to and fro, and enable me to look at it, quite steadily, and behold 
it in full distinctness. After a fL‘W moments, it would dissolve, like 
a view in a rnagic-lantern ; and while I saw some i)art of it quite 
plainly, and some faintly, and some not at all, would show me 
another of the many j)laces I had lately seen, lingering behind it, 
and coming through it. This was no sooner visible than, in its 
turn, it melted into something else. 

At one moment, I was standing again, before the brown old 
rugged churches of jMcdcna. As 1 recognised the curious ])illars 
with grim monsters for their bases, I seemed to sec them, standing 
by themselves in the (luiet s([uare at Tadua, where there were the 
staid old University, and the figures, demurely gowned, grouped 
here and there in the open space about it. 'J'hen, I was strolling 
in the outskirts of that jileasant city, admiring the unusual neatness 
of the dwelling-houses, gardens, and orchards, as I had seen them 
a few hours before. In their stead arose, immediately, the two 
towers of Bologna ; and the most obstinate of all these objects, 
failed to hold its ground, a minute, before the monstrous Jiioalecl 
castle oT Terrara, which, like an illustration to a wild romance, 
came back again in the red sunrise, lording it over the solitary, 
grass-grown, withered town. In short, I had that. incoherent but 
delightful jumble in my brain, which travellers are apt to have, and 
are indolently willing to encourage. F.very shake of the coach in 
which I sat, half dozing in the clark, apjieared to jerk some new 
recollection out of its place, and to jerk some other new' recollection 
into it ; and in this state I fell asleep. 

I was awakened after some time (as I thought) by the stopping 
of the coach. It was now quite night, and we were at the water- 
side. There lay here, a black boat, with a little* house or cabin in 
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it of the same mournful colour. When I had taken my seat in this, 
the boat was paddled, by two men, towards a great light, lying in 
the distance on the sea. 

Ever and again, there was a dismal sigh of wind. It ruffled the 
water, and reeled the boat, and sent the dark clouds flying before 
the stars. I could not but think how strange it was, to be 
floating nway at that hour : leaving the land behind, and going on, 
towards this light upon the sea. It soon began to burn brighter ; 
and from being one liglit became a cluster of tapers, twinkling and 
shining out of the water, as the boat approac'hed towards them by 
a dreamy kind of track, marked out upon the sea by posts and 
piles. 

^Ve had floated on, five miles or so, over the dark water, when I 
heard it rippling in my dream, against some obstruction near at 
hand. Looking out attentively, I saw, through the gloom, a some- 
thing black and massive — like a shore, but lying close and flat upon 
the water, like a raft — which we were gliding past. The chief of 
the two rowers said it was a burial-place. 

Full of the interest and wonder which a cemetery lying out there, 
in the lonely sea, inspired, I turned to gaze upon it as it should 
recede in our path, when it was quickly shut out from iny view, 
llefore I knew by wliat, or how, I found that w’c were gliding up a 
street — a phantom street ; the houses rising on both sides, from 
the w\ater, and the black boat gliding on beneath their windows. 
Lights were shining from some of these casements, plumbing the 
cleptli of the black stream with their reflected rays, but all w'as pro- 
foundly silent. 

So we advanced into this ghostly city, continuing to hold our 
course through narrow streets and lanes, all filled and flowing w'ilh 
water. Some of the corners where our way l)ranrhed otf, were so 
acute and narrow^, that it seemed impossible for the long slender 
boat to turn them ; but tlie rowxTs, w’itli a low' melodious cry of 
warning, sent it skimming on without a i)aiise. Sometimes, the 
row'crs of another black boat like our own, echoed the cry, and 
slackening their speed (as I thought wc did ours) w'ould come flitting 
past us like a dark shadow'. Other boats, of the same sombre hue, 
were lying moored, I thought, to painted i)illars, near to dark 
mysterious doovs that opened straight uj)on the W'ater. Some of 
these w'cre empty ; in some, the rowers lay asleej) ; tow'ards one, I 
saw' some figures coming dow'n a gloomy arclnvay from the interior 
of a palace : gaily dressed, and attended by torch-bearers. It was 
but a glimpse I had of them ; for a bridge, so low and close upon 
the boat that it seemed ready to fall down and crush us : one of 
the many bridges that j:)erplexc(l the Dream: blotted them out, 
instantly. On we, went, floating towards the heart of, this strange 
place — w'ith water all about us wlicrc never waiter w'as elsew'hcre — 
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clusters of houses, churches, heaps of stately buildings growing out 
of it— -and, everywhere, the same extraordinary silence. Presently, 
we shot across a bro^d and open stream ; and passing, as I thought, 
before a spacious paved quay, w^here the bright lamps with which 
it was illuminated showed long rows of arches and pillars, of pon- 
derous construction and great strength, but as li^mt to the eye as 
garlands of hoar-frost or gossamer — and where, for the first time, I 
saw people walking-— arrived at a flight of steps leading from the 
water to a large mansion, where, having passed through corridors 
and galleries innumerable, I lay down to rest ; listening to the 
black boats stealing up and down below the window on the rippling 
water, till I fell asleej). 

The glory of the day that broke upon me in this Dream ; its. 
freshness, motion, buoyancy; its sparkles of the sun in water ; its 
clear blue sky and rustling air; no waking words can tell. Put, 
from my window, I looked down on boats and barks ; on masts, 
sails, cordage, flags; on groups of busy sailors, working at the 
cargoes of tliese vessels ; on wide quays, strewn with bales, casks, 
merchandise of many kinds ; x>n great ships, lying near at hand in 
stately indolence ; on islands, crowned with gorgeous domes and 
turrets : and where golden crosses glittered in the light, atop of 
wondrous churches, springing from the sea ! Going down upon the 
margin of the green sea, rolling on before the door, and filling all 
the streets, I came upon a pldcc of such surpassing beauty, and 
such grandeur, that all the rest was poor and faded, in comparison 
with its absorbing loveliness. 

It was a great Piazza, as I thought ; anchored, likt: all the rest, 
in the deep ocean. On its broad bosom, was a Palace, more 
majestic and magnificent in its old age, than all the buildings of 
the earth, in the Ingh ])rime and fulness of tlwar youth. Cloisters 
and galleries : so light, they might have been the work of fairy 
hands : so strong that centuries had battered them in vain : wound 
round and round this palace, and enfolded it with a ("athcdral, 
gorgeous in the wild luxuriant fancies of the East. At no great 
distance from its porch, a lofty tower, standing by itself, and rearing 
its proud head, alone, into the sky, looked out upon the 'Adriatic 
Sea. Near to the margin of the stream, were two ill-omened pillars 
of red granite ; one having on its top, a figure with a sword and 
shield; the other, a winged lion. Not fiir from these again, a 
second tower : richest of the rich in all its decorations : even here, 
where all was rich : sustained aloft, a great orb, gleaming with gold 
and deepest blue : the Twelve Signs painted on it, and a mimic 
sun revolving in its course around them : while above, two bronze 
giants hammered out the hours upon a sounding bell. An oblong 
square of lofty houses of the whitest stOTC, surrounded by a light 
and beautiful arcade, formed part of this enchanted scene ; and, 
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here and there, gay masts for flags rose, tapering, from the pave- 
ment of the unsubstantial ground. 

I thought I entered the Cathedral, and went in and out among 
its many arches : traversing its whole extent. A grand and dreamy 
structure, of immense proi)ortions ; golden with old mosaics ; redo- 
lent of perfumes^ dim with the smoke of incense; costly in trcasiTi'e 
of precious stones and metals, glittering through iron bars ; holy 
with the bodies of deceased saints ; rainbow-hucd with windows of 
stained glass ; dark with carved woods and coloured marbles ; 
obscure in its vast heights, and lengthened distances ; shining with 
silver lamps and winking lights ; unreal, flintastic, solemn, incon- 
ceivable throughout, i thought I entered the old palace ; pacing 
silent galleries and council-chambers, where the old rulers of this 
mistress of the waters looked sternly out, in pictures, from the walls, 
and where her high-prowed galleys, still victorious on canvas, fought 
and conquered as of old. I thought I wandered through its halls 
of state and triumph — bare and empty now !— and musing on its 
pride and might, extinct : for that was past ; all past : heard a voice 
say, ‘ Some tokens of its ancient rule and some consoling reasons 
for its downfall, may be traced here, yet 1 ’ 

I dreamed that 1 was led on, then, into some jealous rooms, 
communicating with a prison near the palace ; separated from it 
by a lofty bridge crossing a narrow street ; and called, I dreamed. 
The Bridge of Sighs. 

But first I passed two jagged slits in a stone wall ; the lions’ 
mouths — now toothless — where, in the distemi)ered horror of my 
sleep, I thought denunciations of innocent men to the old wicked 
Council, had been dropped through, many a time, when the night 
was dark. So, when I saw the council-room to which such 
prisoners were taken for examination, and the door by which they 
passed out, when they were condemned — a door that never closed 
upon a man with life and hope before him — my heart appeared to 
die within me. 

It was smitten harder though, when, torch in hand, I descended 
from the cheerful day into two ranges, one below another, of dismal, 
awful, hdrrible stone cells, d'hey were quite dark. Each *had a 
loop-hole in its massive wall, where, in the old time, every day, a 
torch \vas placed — I dreamed — to light the prisoner within, for half 
an hour. The ca*ptivcs, by the glimmering of these brief rays, had 
scratched and cut inscriptions in the blac kened vaults. I saw them. 
E'er their labour with a rusty naifs point, had outlived their agony 
and them, through many generations. 

One cell, I saw, in which no man remained for more than four- 
and-twenty hours ; being marked for dead before he entered it. 
Hard by, another, and a dismal one, whereto, at rnidniglit, the con- 
fessor came - a monk brown-robed, and hooded — ghastly in the 
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day, and free bright air, but in the midnight of that murky prison, 
Hope's extinguisher, and Murder’s herald. I had my foot upon 
the spot, where, at the same dread hour, the shriven prisoner was 
strangled ; and struck my hand upon the guilty door — low-browcd 
and stealthy — through which the lumpish sack was^carried out into 
a boat, and rowed away, and drowned where it wo.f death to cast a 
net. • 

Around this dungeon stronghold, and above some part of it : 
licking the rough walls without, and smearing them with damp and 
slime within : stuffing dank weeds and refuse into chinks and 
crevices, as if the very stones and bars had mouths to stop : furnish- 
ing a smooth road for the removal of the bodies of the secret victims 
of the State — a road so ready that it went along with them, and ran, 
before them, like a cruel officer — flowed the same water that filled this 
Dream of mine, and made it seem one, .even at the time. 

Descending from the palace by a staircase, called, 1 thought, the 
Giant’s — I had some imaginary recollection of an old man abdi- 
cating, coming, more slowly and more feebly, down it, when he 
heard the bell, proclaiming his* successor — I glided oft', in one of the 
dark boats, until we came to an old arsenal guarded by four marble 
lions. To make my Dream more monstrous and iinlikel}’, one of 
these had words and sentences upon its body, inscribed there, at an 
unknown time, and in an unknown language ; so that their pur})ort 
was a mystery to all men. 

There was little sound of hammers in this jdace for building ships, 
and little work in progress ; for the greatness of the city was no 
more, as I have said. Indeed, it seemed, a very \Mcck found drift- 
ing on the sea; a strange flag hoisted in its honourable stations, and 
strangers standing at its helm. A S])lendid barge in which its 
ancient chief had gone forth, pompously, at certain periods, to 
wed the ocean, lay here, I thought, no more ; but, in its place, there 
was a tiny model, made from recollection like the city’s greatness ; 
and it told of what had been (so are the strong and weak con- 
founded in the dust) almost as eloquently as the massive pillars, 
arches, roofs, reared to overshadow stately ships that’ had, no other 
shado\^ now, upon the water or the earth. 

An armoury was there yet. Tlundered and despoiled ; but an 
armoury. With a fierce standard taken from the Turks, drooping in 
the dull air of its cage. Rich suits of mail .worn by great warriors 
were hoarded there ; crossbows and bolts ; quivers full of arrows ; 
spears ; swords, daggers, maces, shields, and heavy-headed axes. 
Plates of wrought steel and iron, to make the gallant horse a 
monster cased in metal scales ; and one spring-weapon (easy to be 
carried in the breast) designed to do its office noiselessly, and made 
for shooting men with poisoned darts. 

One press or case 1 saw, full of accursed instruments of torture : 
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horribly contrived to cramp, and pinch, and grind and crush men’s 
bones, and tear and twist them with the torment of a thousand 
deaths. Before it, were two iron helmets, with ’breast-pieces ; made 
to close up tight and smooth upon the heads of living sufferers ; and 
fastened on to ei^ch, was a small knob or anvil, where the directing 
devil could repos^ his elbow at his ease, and listen, near the walleci- 
up ear, to the lamentations and confessions of the wretch within. 
There was that grim resemblance in them to the human shape — 
they were such moulds of sweating faces, pained and cramped — - 
that it was difficult to think them cm])ty ; and terrible distortions 
lingering within them, seemed* to follow me, when, taking to my 
boat again, I rowed off to a kind of garden or ])ublic walk in the 
sea, where there were grass and trees. But I forgot them when I 
stood- upon its farthest brink — I stood there, in my dream— and 
looked, along the ripple, to* the setting sun ; before me, in the sky 
and on the deep, a crimson flush ; and behind me the whole city 
resolving into streaks of red and purple, ,on the water. 

In the luxurious wonder of so rare a dream, [ took but little heed 
of time, and had but little understailding of its flight. But there 
were days and nights in it ; and when the sun was high, and when 
the rays of lamj)S were crooked in the running water, I was still 
afloat, I thought : plashing the slippery walls and houses with the 
cleavings of the tide, as my black boat, borne upon it, skimmed 
along the streets. 

Sometimes, alighting at the doors of churches and vast i>alaces, I 
wandered on, from room to room, from aisle to aisle, through 
labyrinths of rich altars, ancient monuments ; decayed apartments 
where the furniture, half awful, half grotesque, was mouldering away. 
Pictures were there, replete with such enduring beauty and expres- 
sion : with such passion, truth and i)Ower : that they seemed so 
many young and fresh realities among a host of spectres. I 
thought these, often intermingled with the old days of the city : 
with its beauties, tyrants, captains, patriots, merchants, courtiers, 
priests : nay, with its very stones, and bricks, and ])ublic places ; all 
of whicl^ lived again, about me, on the walls. Then, coming down 
some marble staircase where the water lapped and oozed against 
the lower steps, I passed into my boat again, and went on in my 
dream. 

Floating down narrow lanes, where carpenters, at work with plane 
and chisel in their shops, tossed the light shaving straight upon the 
water, where it lay like weed, or ebbed away before me in a tangled 
heap. Past open doors, decayed and rotten from long steeping in 
the wet, through which some scanty patch of vine shone green and 
bright, making unusual shadows on the pavement with its trembling 
leaves. Past quays and* terraces, where women, gracefully veiled, 
were passing and rdpassing, and where idlers were reclining in the 
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sunshine, on flag-stones and on flights of steps. Past bridges, where 
there were idlers too ; loitering and looking over. Below stone 
balconies, erected at a giddy height, before the loftiest windows of 
the loftiest houses. Past plots of garden, theatres, shrines, prodi- 
. gjous piles of architecture — Gothic — Saracenic — fr|iciful with all the 
fancies of all times and countries. Past buildin^^s that were high, 
and low, and black, and white, and straight, and crooked ; mean 
and grand, crazy and strong. Twining among a tangled lot of boats 
and barges, and shooting out at last into a Grand Canal ! There, 
in the errant fancy of my dream, I saw old Shylock passing to and 
fro upon a bridge, all built upon with shops and humming with the 
tongues of men j a form I seemed to know for Desclemona’s, leaned 
down through a latticed blind to pluck a flower. And, in the dream; 
I thought that Shakespeare's spirit was abroad upon the water some- 
where : stealing through the city. 

At night, when two votive lamps burnt before an image of the 
Virgin, in a gallery outside the great cathedral, near the roof, I* 
fancied that the great piazza of the Winged Lion was a blaze of 
cheerful light, and that its whole arcade was thronged with ])eoplc ; 
while crowds were diverting themselves in splendid cofiee-houses 
opening from it — which were never shut, I thought, but open all 
night long. When the bronze giants struck the hour of midnight 
on the bell, I thought the life and animation of the city were all 
centred here ; and as I rowed away, abreast the silent quays, I only 
saw them dotted, here and there, with sleeping boatmen wrapped up 
in their cloaks, and lying at full length upon the stones. 

But close about the quays and churches, palaces and prisons ; 
sucking at their walls, and welling u]) into the secret places of the 
town : crept the water always. Noiseless and watchful : coiled 
round and round it, in its many folds, like an old ser])ent : waiting 
for the time, 1 thought, when ])eo[)le should look down into its 
dej)ths for any stone of the old city that had claimed to be its 
mistress. 

'Jduis it floated me away, until I awoke in the old market-])lace 
at Vefona. 1 have, many and many a time, thought since, this 
strang-e Dream uj)on the water: half-wondering if it lie there yet, 
and if its name be Vknk k. 



BY VERONA, MANTUA, AND MILAN, 
ACROSS THE PASS OF THE SIM- 
PLON INTO SWITZERLAND 


.1 HAD been half afraid to go to Verona, lest it should at all put me 
out of conceit with Romeo and Juliet. Rut, I was no sooner come 
into the old market-place, than the misgiving vanislied. It is so 
fanciful, quaint, and picturesque a place, formed by sucli an extra- 
ordinary and rich variety of fantastic buildings, that tliere could be 
nothing better at the core of even this romantic town : scene of one 
of the most romantic and beautiful of stories. 

It was natural enougin to go straight from the Market-place, to 
the House of the Capulets, now degenerated into a most miserable 
little inn. Noisy vetturini and muddy market-carts were disputing 
possession of the yard, which was ankle-deep in dirt, with a brood 
of splashed and bespattered geese ; and there was a grirn-visaged 
dog, viciously panting in a doorway, who would certainly have had 
Romeo by the leg, the moment he put it over the wall, if he had 
existed and been at large in those times. The orchard fell into 
other hands, and was jxirted off many years ago ; but there used 
to be one attached to the house — or at all events there may have 
been, — and the hat (Cappello) the ancient cognizance of the lamily, 
may still be seen, carved in stone, over the gateway of the yard. 
The geej^, the market-carts, their drivers, and the dog, were f^omc- 
w^hat in the way of the story, it must be confessed ; and it would 
have been pleasanter to have found the house empty, and to have 
been able to walk throvgh the disused rooms. Jkit the hat was 
unspeakably comfortable ; and the j)lace where the garden used to 
be, hardly less so. Resides, the house is a distrustful, jealous- 
looking house as one would desire to s(‘e, though of a very 
moderate size. So 1 was quite satisfied with it, as the veritable 
mansion of old Capulet, and was corresjiondingly grateful in my 
acknowledgments to an extremely unsentimental middle-aged lady, 
the Padrona of the* Hotel, who was lounging on the ‘ threshold 
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looking at the geese ; and who at least resembled the Capulets in 
the one particular of being very great indeed in the ‘ Family ' way. 

From Juliet's home, to Juliet's tomb, is a transition as natural to 
the visitor, as to fair Juliet herself, or to the proudest Juliet that 
ever has taught the torches to burn bright in any time. So, I went 
off, with a guide, to an old, old garden, once belonging to an old, 
old convent, I suppose ; and being admitted, at^ a shattered gate, 
by a bright-eyed woman who was washing clothes, went down some 
walks where fresh plants and young flowers were prettily growing 
among fragments of old wall, and ivy-coloured mounds ; and was 
shown a little tank, or water-trough, which the bright-eyed woman 
— drying her arms uj^on her 'kerchief, called ! La tomba di Giulietta 
la sfortunata.' With the best disposition in the world to believe, I 
could do no more than believe that the bright-eyed woman believed ; 
so I gave her that much credit, and her customary fee in ready 
money. It was a i)leasurc, rather than a disappointment, that 
Juliet’s resting-place was forgotten. However consolatory it may 
have been to Yorick's Gluist, to hear the feet upon the pavement 
overhead, and, twenty times a day, the repetition of his name, it 
is better for Juliet to lie out of the track of tourists, and to have 
no visitors but such as come to graves in spring-rain, and sweet 
air, and sunshine. 

Ideasant Verona ! With its beautiful old ])alaces, and charming 
country in the distance, seen from terrace walks, and stately, 
baliistradcxi galleries. \\'ith its Roman gates, still si)anning the fair 
street, and casting, on the sunlight of to-day, the shade of fifteen 
hundred years ago. With its marble-fiUed churches, lofty towers, 
rii'h architec tiire, and quaint old quiet thoroughfares, where shouts 
of Montagues and Capulets once resounded, 

And made Verona’s ancient citizens 
Cast 1)y their grave, beseeming ornaments, 

To wield old paitizans. 

With its fast-rushing river, picturesque old bridge, great castle, 
waving cypresses, and prospect so delightful, and’ so cheerful ! 
Pleasimt Verona ! 

In the midst of it, in (he Pia/za di Bra-— a spirit of old time 
among the familiar realities of the passing hour — is the great 
Roman Amphitheatre. So well preserved, p,nd carefully maintained, 
that every row of seats is there,.unbroken. Over certain of the arches, 
the old Roman numerals may yet be seen ; and there are corridors, 
and staircases, and subterranean i)assages for beasts, and winding 
ways, above ground and below, as when the fierce thousands 
hurried in and out, intent iij)on the bloody shows of the arena. 
Nestling in some of the shadows and hollow places of the walls, 
now, are slniths with their forges, and a few smiall dealers of one 
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kind or other ; and there are green weeds, and leaves, and grass, 
upon the parapet. But little else is greatly changed. 

When I had traversed all about it, with great interest, and had 
gone up to the topmost round of seats, and turning from the lovely 
panorama closed in by the distant Alps, looked down into the 
building, it scemld to lie before me like the inside of a prodigious- 
hat of plaited slrr< v, with an enormously broad brim and a shallow 
crown; the j)laits being rej)rcscnted by the four-and-forty rows of 
scats. The comparison is a homely and fantastic one, in sober 
remembrance and on paper, but it was irresistibly suggested at the 
moment, nevertheless. 

An ecpiestrian troop had been tlicre, a short time before — the 
same troop, 1 dare say, that appeared to the old lady in the ('hiirch 
at Modena —and had scooped out a little ring at one end of the 
area; 'where their performances had taken place, and where the 
marks of their horses’ feet were still fresh. I could not but picture 
to myself, a handful of spectators gathered together on one or two 
*of the old stone seats, and a sj)angled (Cavalier being gallant, or a 
Policinello funny, with the grim waljs looking on. Above all, I 
thought how strangely those Roman mutes would gaze upon the 
favourite comic scene of the travelling ICnglish, where a British noble- 
man (Lord John), with a very loose stomach : dressed in a blue-tailed 
coat down to his heels, bright yellow breeches, and a white hat : 
comes abroad, riding double on a rearing horse, with an English lady 
(l.ady Betsy) in a straw bonnet and green veil, and a red spencer ; 
and who always carries a gigantic reticule, and a i)Ut-up parasol. 

I walked through and through the town all the rest of the day, 
and could have walked there until now, I think. In one i)lace, 
there was a very pretty modern theatre, where they had just per- 
formed the opera (always popular in Verona) of Romeo and Juliet. 
In another there was a collection, under a colonnade, of Cxreek, 
Roman, and Etruscan remains, presided over by an ancient man 
who might have been an Etruscan relic himself ; for he was not 
strong enough to open the iron gate, when he had unlocked it, and 
had neither voice enough to be audible wlien he describecl the 
curiositic-o, nor sight enough to see them : he was so very old. In 
another place, there was a gallery of pictures : so abominably bad, 
that it was quite delightful to sec tlu‘m mouldering away. But 
anywhere : in the churches, among the [)alaces, in the streets, on 
the bridge, or down beside ihc river : it was always pleasant 
Verona, and in my remembrance always will be. 

I read Romeo and Juliet in my own room at the inn that night 
— of course, no Englishman had ever read it there, before — and 
set out for Mantua next day at sunrise, repeating to myself (in the 
cotipi of an omnibus, and .next to the conductor, who was reading 
the Mysteries of Paris), 
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There is no world without Verona’s walls 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 

1 fence-banished is banished from the world, 

And World’s exile is death 

which reminded me that Romeo was only banished five-and-twenty 
iniles after all, and rather disturbed my confidcu'le in his energy 
and boldness. | 

Was the way to Mantua as beautiful, in Iiis time, !• wonder ! 
]^id it wind through pasture land as green, bright with the same 
glancing streams, and dotted with fresh clumps of graceful trees ! 
Those purple mountains lay on thcjiorizon, then, for certain; and 
the dresses of these |)easant girls, who wear a great, knol)bed, 
silver pin like an English Mife-preserver ' through their hair behind, 
can hardly be much changed. The hoi)eful feeling of so bright* 
a morning, and so exquisite a sunrise, can have been no stranger, 
even to an exiled lover’s breast; and Mantua itself must have 
broken on him in the prospect, nith its towers, and walls, and 
water, pretty much as on a common-place and matrimonial omnibus. 
He made the same sliarp twists and turns, j)erhaps, over two 
rumbling drawbridges; ])assed through the like long, covered, 
wooden ])ridge ; and leaving the marshy water behind, aj)proached 
the rusty gate of stagnant INIantua. 

If ever a man were suited to his i)lace of residence, and his place 
of residence to him, the lean Apothecary and Mantua came together 
in a perfect fitness of things. It may have been more stirring then, 
perha|)s. If so, the Ai)othecary was a man in advance of his time, and 
knew wliat IMantua would be, in eighteen hundred and forty-four. 
He fasted muc'h, and that assisted him in his foreknowledge. 

I put up at the Hotel of the Holden Jaon, and was in my own 
room arranging plans with the brave Courier, when there came a 
modest little tap at the door, which opened on an outer gallery 
surrounding a court-yard ; and an intensely shabby little man 
looked in, to inquire if the gentleman would have a Cicerone to 
show the town. His fiice was so very wistful and anxious, in the 
half-opened doorway, and there was so much poverty expressed in 
his faded suit and little ])inched hat, and in the thread-bare ^worsted 
glove with which he held it — not expressed the less, because these 
were evidently his genteel clothes, hastily slipped on — that I would 
as soon have trodden on him as dismissed him. i engaged him on 
the instant, and he stepped in directly. * 

While I finished the discussion in which I was engaged, he 
stood, beaming by himself in a corner, making a feint of brushing 
my hat with his arm. If his fee had been as many napoleons as it 
was francs, there could not have shot over the twilighfof his shabbi- 
ness such a gleam of sun, as lighted up^the whole man, now that 
he was hired. 
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‘ Well ! * said I, when I was ready, ‘ shall we go out now ? ’ 

‘ If the gentleman pleases. It is a beautiful day. A little fresh, 
but charming; altogether charming. The gentleman will allow 
me to open the door. This is the Inn Yard. The court-yard of 
the Golden Lion ! The gentleman will please to mind his footing 
on the stairs/ 

AV"e were now i^'i tlie street. 

* This fs tlie street of the Golden Lion. This, the outside of the 
Golden Lion. The interesting window u]) there, on the first Piano, 
where the pane of glass is broken, is the window of the gentleman’s 
chamber ! ’ 

Having viewed all these remarkable objects, I iiuiuircd if there 
were much to see in Mantua. 

‘ Well I Truly, no. Not much ! So, so,’ he said, shrugging his 
shoulders apologetically. 

‘ Many clnirchcs ? ’ 

‘ No. Nearly all suppressed by the French.’ 

‘ Monasteries or convents ? ’ 

‘ No. 'I'he French again ! Nearly all su[)prcssed by Napoleon.’ 

‘ Much business ? ’ 

‘ Very little business.’ 

‘ Many strangers ? ’ 

‘ Ah Heaven ! ’ 

I thought he would have fainted. 

‘ d'hen, when we have seen the two large ( hurches yonder, what 
sliall we do next?’ said I. 

He looked up the stre<?t, and down the street, and rubbed his 
chin timidly; and then said, glancing in my fa< c as if a light had 
broken on his mind, yet witli a humble ai)peal tc; my forbearance 
that was perfectly irresistible : 

‘ We can take a little turn about the town. Signore ! ’ (Si pub 
far ’un piccolo giro della citta). 

It was impossible to lie anything but delighted with the jiroposal, 
so wc set off together in great good-humour. In the relief of his 
mind, he oj^ehed his heart, and gave up as much of Mantua as a 
Ciceroni could. 

‘ One must cat,’ he said ; ‘ but, bah ! it was a dull place, without 
doubt 1 ’ 

He made as much as, possible of the Basilica of Santa Andrea — 
a noble church — and of an inclosed portion of the pavement, about 
which tapers were burning, and a few people kneeling, and under 
which is said to be preserved the Sangreal of the old Romances. 
This church disposed of, and another after it (the cathedral of San 
Pietro), we went to the Museum, which was shut up. ‘ It was all 
the same,’ he said. ‘ Bah^! There was not much inside ! ’ Then, 
we went to see the -Piazza del Uiavolo, built by the Ddvil (for no 
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particular purpose) in a single night ; then, the Piazza Virgiliana ; 
then, the statue of Virgil — our Poet, my little friend said, plucking 
up a spirit, for the moment, and putting his hat a little on one side. 
Then, we went to a dismal sort of farm-yard, by which a picture- 
gallery was approached. The moment the gate of ^his retreat was 
opAied, some five hundred geese came waddling round us, stretch- 
ing out their necks, and clamouring in the most nideous manner, 
as if they were ejaculating, ‘ Oh ! here’s somebody come to see the 
Pictures ! Don’t go up ! Don’t go up ! ’ While we went up, they 
waited very quietly about the door in a crowd, cackling to one 
another occasionally, in a subdued tone; but the instant we ap- 
peared again, their necks came out like^ telescopes, and setting* up 
a great noise, which meant, I have no doubt, ‘ \Vhat, you would go, 
would you ! What do you think of it 1 How do you like it ! * 
they attended us to the outer gate, and cast us forth, derisively, 
into Mantua. 

The geese who saved thq Capitol, were, as compared to these. 
Pork to the learned Pig. What a gallery it was ! I would take 
their opinion on a (lucstion of art, in preference to the discourses of 
Sir Joshua Reynolds. 

Now that we were standing in the street, after being thus igno- 
miniously escorted thither, my little friend was plainly reduced to 
the ‘ piccolo giro,’ or little circuit of the town, he had formerly 
])roposcd. Put my suggestion that we should visit the Palazzo 
(of which I had heard a great deal, as a strange wild place) imparted 
new life to him, and away we went. 

The secret of the length of Midas’s ears, would have been more 
extensively known, if that servant of his, who whispered it to the 
reeds, had hved in Mantua, where there are reeds and rushes enough 
to have published it to all the world. The Palazzo Te stands in a 
swamp, among this sort of vegetation ; and is, indeed, as singular a 
place as 1 ever saw. 

Not for its dreariness, though it is very dreary. Not for its 
dampness, though it is very damp. Nor for its desolate condition, 
though it is as desolate and neglected as house can be. Put chiefly 
for the ilnaccountiible nightmares with which its interior has* been 
decorated (among other subjects of more delicate execution), by 
Giiilio Romano, 'riiere is a leering Giant over a (pertain chimney- 
piece, and there are dozens of Giants (Titans •warring with Jove) on 
the walls of another room, so inconceivably ugly and grotesque, 
that it is marvellous how any man can have imagined such creatures. 
In the chamber in which they abound, these monsters, with swollen 
faces and cracked cheeks, and every kind of distortion. of look and 
limb, are depicted as staggering under the weight of falling build- 
ings, and being overwhelmed in the ruin^ ; upheaving masses of 
rock, and burying themselves beneath ; vainly striving to sustain 

u 
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the pillars of heavy roofs that topple down upon their heads ; and, 
in a word, undergoing and doing every kind of mad and demoniacal 
destruction. The figures are immensely large, and exaggerated to 
the utmost pitch of uncouthness ; the colouring is harsh and dis- 
agreeable ; and the whole effect more like (I should imagine) a 
violent rush ot blood to the head of the spectator, than any reiil 
picture set bcfmii him by the hand of an artist. 'Phis apoplectic 
perfornrance was shown by a sickly-looking woman, whose appear- 
ance was referable, I dare say, to the bad air of the marshes ; but 
it was difficult to help feeling as if she were too much haunted by 
the Giants, and they were frightening her to death, all alone in that 
exhausted cistern of a Palace, among the reeds and rushes, with the 
mists hovering about outside, and stalking round and round it con- 
tinually. 

Our walk through ]\ranlua showed us, in almost every street, 
some suppressed church : now used for a warehouse, now for 
nothing at all : all as crazy and dismantled as they could be, short 
of tumbling down bodily. The marshy town was so intensely 
dull and flat, that the dirt upon it seemed not to have come there 
in the ordinary course, but to have settled and mantled on its surface 
as on standing water. And yet there were some business-dealings 
going on, and some lirofits realising; for there were arcades full of 
jews, where those extraordinary p(‘op]e were sitting outside their 
shops, contemplating their stores of stuffs, and woollens, and bright 
handkerchiefs, and trinkets : and looking, in all respects, as wary 
and business-like, as their brethren in Ifoiindsditch, London. 

Having selected a Vettun'no from among the ncaghbouring Chris- 
tians, who agreed to carry us to Milan in two days and a half, and 
to start, next morning, as soon as the gates were oi)ened, I returned 
to the Golden Lion, and dined luxuriously in my own room, in a 
narrow passage bct^^’een two bedsteads : confronted by a smoky 
fire, and backed up by a chest of drawers. At six o’clock next 
morning, we were jingling in the dark through the wet cold mist 
that enshrouded the town ; and, before noon, tlie driver (a native 
of Mantua, and sixty years of age or thereabouts) betgan fo ask the 
way ly Milan. 

It lay through Bozzolo ; formerly a little republic, and now one 
of the most deserted and poverty-stricken of towns : where the 
landlord of the miserable inn ((iod bless him ! it was his weekly 
custom) was distributing infinitesimal coins among a clamorous herd 
of \vomen and children, whose rags were fluttering in the wind and 
rain outside his door, where they were gathered to receive his charity. 
It lay through mist, and mud, and rain, and vines trained low upon 
the ground,’ all that day and the next ; the first sleeping-place being 
Cremona, memorable f()r its dark Ijrick churches, and immensely 
high tower, the Torrazzo — to say nothing of its violins*, of which it 
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certainly produces none in these degenerate days ; and the second, 
Lodi. Then we went on, through more mud, mist, and rain, and 
marshy ground : and through such a fog, as Englishmen, strong in 
the faith of their own grievances, are apt to believe is nowhere to 
be found but in tlieir own country, until we entered the paved 
^t^eets of Milan. • 

The fog was so dense here, that the spire^of the far-famed 
Cathedral might as well have been at Bombay, for anytiiing that 
could be seen of it at that time. But as we halted to refresh, for a 
few days then, and returned to Milan again next summer, I had 
ample opportunities of seeing the glorious structure in all its majesty 
and beauty. 

All Christian homage to the saint who lies within it ! There are^ 
many good and true saints in the calendar, but San Carlo Borromeo’ 
has™ if I may quote Mrs. Brimrose on such a subject — ‘ my warm 
heart.' A charitable doctor to the siclc,* a munificent friend to the 
poor, and this, not in any sj)irit of blind l)igotry, but as the bold 
opponent of enormous al)uses in the Romish church, I honour his 
memory. 1 honour it none the less, because he was nearly slain 
by a j)riest, suborned, by ])riests, to murder him at the altar : in 
ackno\\ lodgment of his endeavours to reform a false and hypocritical 
brotherhood of monks. Heaven shield all imitators of San Carlo 
Borromeo as it shielded him ! A reforming Pope would need a little 
shield itig, even now. 

The subterranean chapel in which the body of San Carlo Borromeo 
is preserved, j)resenls as striking ainl as ghastly a contrast, perhaps, 
as any place can show, d'he tapers which are lighted down there, 
llasli and gleam on alti-rilievi in gold and silver, delicately wrought 
by skilful hands, aiul rejnesenting the yaincipal events in the life of 
the saint. Jewels, and prr-cious metals, shine and sparkle on every 
side. A Avindlass slowdy removes the front of the altar ; and, wdthin 
it, in a gorgeous shrine of gold and silver, is seen, through alabaster, 
the shrivelled mummy of a man : the i)ontifical robes wfith which it 
is adorned, radiant with diamonds, emeralds, rubies : eveiy costly 
and magnificent gem. I'he shninken heap of i)Oor earth in the 
midst jof tins great glitter, is more pitiful than if it lay uj)onwi dung- 
hill. There is not a ray of imprisoned light in all the flash and fire 
of jewels, but seems to mock the dusty holes w^here eyes w ere, once. 
Every thread of silk in the rich vestments seems only a provision 
from the worms that spin, for the behoof of w^orms that propagate 
in sepulchres. 

In the old refectory of the dilapidated Convent of Santa Maria 
dclle Grazie, is the work of art, perhaps, better known than any 
other in the w^orld : the Last Supper, by Leonardo da Vinci — with a 
door cut through it by the intelligent Dopiinican friars, to facilitate 
their operations at dinner-time. 
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I am not mechanically acquainted with the art of painting, and 
have no other means of judging of a picture than as I see it 
resembling and refining upon nature, and presa^nting graceful com- 
binations of forms and colours. I am, therefore, no authority what- 
ever, in reference to the ‘ touch ' of this or that master ; though I 
know very well (as anybody may, who chooses to think about did 
matter) that few ^^ery great masters can possibly have painted, in 
the compass of their lives, one-half of the pictures that bear their 
names, and that are recognised by many aspirants to a reputation 
for taste, as undoubted originals. But this, by the way. Of the 
Last Supper, I would simply observe, that in its beautiful composition 
and arrangement, there it is, at Milan, a wonderful picture ; and 
that, in its original colouring, or in its original expression of any 
single face or feature, there it is not. Apart from the damage it has 
sustained from damp, decay, or neglect, it has been (as Barry shows) 
so retouched upon, and repainted, and that so clumsily, that many 
of the heads are, now, positive deformities, with patches of paint 
and plaster sticking upon them like wens, and utterly distorting the 
expression. Where the original artist set that impress of his genius 
on a face, which, almost in a line or toucli, separated him from 
meaner painters and made him what he was, succeeding bunglers, 
filling up, or painting across scams and cracks, have been quite 
unable to imitate his hand ; and putting in some scowls, or frowns, 
or wrinkles, of their own, have blotched and spoiled the work. 
This is so well established as an historical fact, that I should not 
repeat it, at the risk of being tedious, but for having ol)served an 
English gentleman before the ])icture, who Nvas at great pains to fall 
into what I may describe as mild convulsions, at certain minute 
details of expression which are not left in it. Whereas, it would be 
comfortable and rational for travellers and critics to arrive at a 
general understanding that it cannot fail to have been a work of 
extraordinary merit, once : \vlicn, with so few of its original beauties 
remaining, the grandeur of the general design is yet sufficient to 
sustain it, as a piece replete with interest and dignity. 

We achieve'd the other sights of Milan, in due course, and a fine 
city it ^is, though not so unmistakably Italian as to possess the 
characteristic qualities of many to\Nns Ihr less important in them- 
selves. The Corso, where tlie Milanese gentry ride up and down 
in carriages, and*rather than not do which, they would half starve 
themselves at home, is a most noble public promenade, shaded by 
long avenues of trees. In the .splendid theatre of La Scala, there 
>vas a ballet of action performed after the opera, under the title of 
Prometheus : .in the beginning of which, some hundred or two of 
men and women repre.sentcd our mortal race before the refinements 
of the arts and sciences,* and loves and graces, came on earth to 
soften them. I never saw anything more eflective. Generally 
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speaking, the pantomimic action of the Italians is more remarkable 
for its sudden and impetuous character than for its delicate expres- 
sion ; but, in this’ case, the drooping monotony : the weary, 
miserable, listless, moping life : the sordid passions and desires of 
human creatures, destitute of those elevating influences to which 
we owe so much, and to whose promoters we render so little : were 
expressed in a manner really powerful and affecting. I shpuld have 
thought it almost impossible to present such an idea so strongly on 
the stage, without the aid of speech. 

Milan soon lay behind us, at five o’clock in the morning ; and 
before the golden statue on the siuhmit of the cathedral spire was 
lost in the blue sky, the Alps, stupendgusly confused in lofty i5eaks 
and ridges, clouds and snow, \vere towering in our path. 

Still, we continued to advance toward them until nightfrfl ; and, 
all day long, the mountain tops presented strangely shffting shapes, 
as the road displayed them in different ])oints of view\ The beautiful 
day was just declining, whpn we came upon the Logo Maggiore, 
with its lovely islands. For however fanciful and fantastic the Isola 
Bella may be, and is, it still fs beautiful. Anything springing out 
of that blue water, with that scenery around it, must be. 

It was ten o’cloc k at night when* we got to Domo d’Ossola, at 
the foot of the Pass of the Simplon. But as the moon was shining 
brightly, and there was not a cloud in the starlit sky, it was no time 
for going to bed, or going anywhere but on. So, we got a little 
carriage, after some delay, and began the ascent. 

It was late in November; and the snow lying four or five feet 
thick in the beaten road on the summit (in other parts the new drift 
was already deep), the air was piercing cold. But, the serenity of 
the night, and the grandeur of the road, with its impenetrable 
shadows, and deep glooms, and its sudden turns into the shining 
of the moon and its incessant roar of filling water, rendered the 
journey more and more sublime at every step. 

Soon leaving the calm Italian villages below us, sleeping in the 
moonlight, the road began to wind among dark tree.s, and after a 
time emerged upon a barer region, very steep and toilsome^ where 
the moon shone bright and high. By degrees, the roar of water 
grew louder; and the stujiendous track, after crossing the torrent 
by a bridge, struck in between two massive perpendicular walls of 
rock that quite shut out the moonlight, ami only left a few stars 
shining in the narrow strip of sky above. Then, even this was lost, 
in the thick darkness of a cavern in* the rock, through which the 
way was pierced ; the terrible cataract thiindering*and roaring close 
below it, and its foam and spray hanging, in a mist, about the 
entrance. Emerging from this cave, and coming again into the 
moonlight, and across a dizzy bridge, it crept and twisted upward, 
through the Gorge of Gondo, savage and grand beyond description, 
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with smooth-fronted precipices, rising up on either hand, and almost 
meeting overhead. Thus we went, climbing on our rugged way, 
higher and higher all night, without a moment’s weariness : lost in 
the contemplation of the black rocks, the tremendous heights and 
depths, the field!f> of smooth snow lying, in the clefts and hollows^ 
and the fierce torfents thundering headlong down the deep abyss. 

Towards daybreak, we came among the snow, where a keen wind 
was blowing fiercely. Having, with some trouble, awakened the 
inmates of a wooden house in this solitude : round which the wind 
was howling dismally, catching^uj) the snow in wreaths and burling 
it a\yay : we got some breakfast in a room ])iiilt of rough timbers, 
but well warmed by a stove; and well contrived (as it had need to 
be) for keeping out the bitter storms. A sledge being then made 
ready, and four horses harnessed to it, we went, i)loiighing, through 
the snow. Still upward, buf now in the cold light of morning, and 
with the great white desert on which we travelled, plain and clear. 

We were well upon the summit of the mountain : and had before 
us the rude cross of wood, denoting its greatest altitude above the 
sea : when the light of the rising sun, striu'k, all at once, upon the 
waste of snow, and turned it a deep red. d'lie lonely grandeur of 
the scene was then at its height. 

As we went sledging on, there came out of the Hos[)ice founded 
by Napoleon, a group of Peasant travellers, with staves and knaj)- 
sacks, who had rested there last night: attended by a Monk or two, 
their hos[)itable entertainers, trudging slowly forward with them, for 
company’s sake. It was pleasant to give tliem good morning, and 
pretty, looking back a long way after them, to see them looking 
back at us, and hesitating presently, when one of our horses stumbled 
and fell, whether or no they should return and help us. Hut he was 
soon up again, with the assistance of a rough waggoner whose team 
had stuck fast there too ; and when wc had helped him out of his 
difficulty, in return, we left him slowly })loughing towards them, and 
went slowly and swiftly forward, on the brink of a steep precipice, 
among the mountain i)ines. 

Taking to our wheels again, soon afterwards, we began rapidly 
to descend ; passing under everkii^ting glaciers, by means of arched 
galleries, hung witli clusters of dri]»ping icicles; under and over 
foaming waterfaWs ; near jdaces of refuge, and galleries of shelter 
against sudden danger; through caverns over whose arched roofs 
the avalanches slide, in si)ring, and bury themselves in the unknown 
gulf beneath. iJown, over lofty bridges, and through horrible 
ravines : a little shifting speck in the vast desolation of ice and 
snow, and monstrous granite rocks ; do\yn through the deep Oorge 
of the Saltine, and deafeped by the torrent plunging madly down, 
among the riven blocks of rock, into the level country, far below. 
Gradually down, by zig-zag roads, lying between an upward and a 
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downward precipice, into warmer weather, calmer air, and softer 
scenery, until there lay before us, glittering like gold or silver in 
the thaw and sunshine, the metal-covered, red, green, yellow, domes 
and church-spires of a Swiss town. 

The business of these recollections being with Italy, and my 
l?u§iness, consequently, being to scamper back thither as hist as 
possible, I will not recall (though I am sorely tempted) ^how the 
Swiss villages, clustered at the feet of (liant mountains, looked like 
playthings; or how confusedly the houses were heaped and jnled 
together ; or how there were very narrow streets to shut the howling 
winds out in the winter-time ; and broken bridges, which the im- 
petuous torrents, suddenly released in spring,- had swept away. • Or 
how there were peasant women here, with great round fur caps : 
looking, when they peeped out of casements and only their heads 
were seen, like a population of Sword-bciircrs to the Lord Mayor of 
London; or how the town of Vevey, lying on the smooth lake of 
(jcneva, was beautiful to see ; or how the statue of Saint Peter in the 
street at Fribourg, gras])S the largest key that ever was beheld; or 
how f'ribourg is illustrious for* its two susj)ension bridges, and its 
grand cathedral organ. 

Or how, between tliat town and Pdlc, the road meandered among 
thriving villages of wooden cottag(\s, with overhanging thatched roofs, 
and low ])rotruding windows, gla/ed with small round ])anes of glass 
like crowai-pieees; or how*, in every little Swiss homestead, with its cart 
or w'aggon carefully stow’ed aw’ay beside the house, its little garden, 
stock of poultry, and groups of red-cheeked children, there was an 
air of comfort, very new^ and very pleasant after Italy; or how the 
dresses of the women changed again, and there were no more 
sw'ord-bearers to be seen; and fair white stomachers, and great 
black, fan-shaped, gauzy-looking ca})S, jaa.wailed instead. 

Or how' the country by the Jura mountains, sprinkled with snow', 
and lighted by the moon, and musical with falling w’ater, w\as 
delightful ; or how, below' the window's of the great hotel of the 
Three Kings at Pale, the sw'ollen Rhine ran fost ayd green ; or 
how% at Strasbourg, it was (giite as hist but not as green : and was 
said to’ bo foggy low'er down : and, at that late time of thfe year, 
was a far less certain means of progress, than the highw'ay road 
to Paris. 

Or how' Strasbourg itself, in its magnificent old (iothic Cathedral, 
and its ancient houses with their peaked roofs and gables, made a 
little gallery of cpiaiiU and interesting views ; or how a crowd was 
gathered inside the cathedral at noon, to see the famous mechanical 
clock in motion, striking twelve. How', when it struck twelve, a 
whole army of pupiicts w'cnt through many ingenious evolutions ; 
and, amon^ them, a huge puppet-cock, peVched on the top, crowed 
twelve times, loud and ( lean Or how' it was wbnderful to see this 
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cock at great pains to clap its wings, and strain its throat; but 
obviously having no connection whatever with its own voice ; which 
was deep within the clock, a long way down. • 

Or how the road to Paris, was one sea of mud, and thence to the 
coast, a little better for a hard frost. Or how the cliffs of Dover 
were a pleasant sight, and England was so wonderfully neat— 
though dark, and lacking colour on a winter’s day, it must be 
conceded. 

Or how, a few days afterwards, it was cool, re-crossing the 
channel, with ice upon the decks, and snow lying pretty deep in 
France. Or how the Malle Poste scrambled through the snow, 
headlong, drawn in the hilly parts by any number of stout horses at 
a canter; or how there were, outside the Post-office Yard in Paris, 
before daybreak, extraordinary adventurers in heaps of rags, groping 
in the snowy streets with little rakes, in search of odds and ends. 

Or how, between Paris and Marseilles, the snow being then 
exceeding deep, a thaw came on, and the mail waded rather than 
rolled for the next three hundred miles or so ; breaking springs on 
Sunday nights, and putting out its. two passengers to warm and 
refresh themselves pending the repairs, in miserable billiard-rooms, 
where hairy company, collected about stoves, were playing cards ; 
the cards being very like themselves — extremely limp and dirty. 

Or how there was detention at Marseilles from stress of weather; 
and steamers were advertised to go, which did not go ; or how the 
good Steam- packet Charlemagne at length put out, and met such 
weather that now she threatened to run into Toulon, and now into 
Nice, but, the wind moderating, did neither, but ran on into Genoa 
harbour instead, where the familiar Bells rang sweetly in my ear. 
Or how there was a travelling party on board, of whom one 
member was very ill in the cabin next to mine, and being ill was 
cross, and therefore declined to give up the Dictionary, which he 
kept under his pillow; thereby obliging his comi)anions to come 
down to him, constantly, to ask what was the lUilian for a lump of 
sugar — a glass of brandy and water — what’s o’clock ? and so forth : 
which he always insisted on looking out, with his own sea-sick eyes, 
declining to entrust the book to any man alive. 

Like Grumio, I might have told you, in detail, all this and 
something more — but to as little purpose — were I not deterred by 
the remembrance* that piy business is with Italy. Therefore, like 
Grumio’s story, ‘ it shall die in oblivion.’ 



TO ROME BY PISA AND SIENA 


There is nothing in Italy, more beautiful, to me, tlian the coast- 
road between Genoa and Spezzia. ()n one side : sometimes far. 
below, sometimes nearly on a level with the road, and often skirted 
by broken rocks of many shapes : there is the free bhio sea, with 
here and there a ])icturesque felucca gliding slowly on ; on the 
other side are lofty hills, ravines besprinkled with white cottages, 
jxatches of dark olive woods, country churches with their light 
open towers, and country houses gaily painted. On every bank 
and knoll by the wayside, the wild cactus and aloe flourish in 
exuberant profusion ; and the gardens of the bright villages along 
the road, are seen, all blushing in the summer-time with clusters of 
the Belladonna, and are fragrant in the autumn and winter with 
golden oranges and lemons. 

Some of the villages are inhabited, almost exclusively, by fisher- 
men ; and it is pleasant to see their great boats hauled up on the 
beach, making little patches of shade, .where they lie asleep, or 
where the women and children sit romping and looking out to sea, 
while they mend their nets upon the shore, d’here is one town, 
Camoglia, with its little harbour on the sea, hundreds of feet below 
the road; where families of mariners live, who, time out of mind, 
have owned coasting-vessels in that place, and have traded to Si)ain 
and elsewhere. Seen from the road above, it is like a tiny model 
on the margin of the dimpled water, shining in the sun. Descended 
into, by the winding mule-tracks, it is a perfect miniature of a 
primitive seafaring town ; the saltcst, roughest, most piratiAl little 
place that ever was seen. Great rusty iron rings and mooring- 
chains, capstans, and fragments of old masts and spars, choke up 
the way ; hardy rough-weather boats, and S4-*amen^s clothing, flutter 
in the little harbour or are drawn out on the sunny stones to dry ; 
on the parapet of the rude pier, a few amphibious-Iookjng fellows 
lie asleep, with their legs dangling over the w’all, iis thoirgh earth or 
water were all one to them, and if they slipped in, they w^ould float 
away, dozing comfortably among the fishes : the church is bright 
with trophies of the sea, and votive offerings, in commemoration of 
escape froiti storm and shipwreck. The dwellings not immediately 
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abutting on the harbour are approached by blind low archways, 
and by crooked steps, as if in darkness and in difficulty of access 
they should be like holds of ships, or inconvenient cabins under 
water ; and everywhere, there is a smell of fish, and sea-wced, and 
old rope. 

The coast-road whence Camoglia is descried so far below, is 
famous, in, the warm season, especially in some parts near Genoa, 
for firc-flics. Walking there on a dark night, I have seen it made 
one sjiarkling firmament by these beautiful insects : so that the 
distant stars were pale against the flash and glitter that spangled 
every olive wood and hill-side, and pervaded the whole air. 

It was not in such a season^ however, that we traversed this road 
on our way to Rome. The middle of January was only just past, 
and it was very gloomy and dark weather ; very wet besides. In 
crossing the fine pass of Bmcco, we encountered such a storm of 
mist and rain, that we travelled in a cloud the whole way. There 
•might have been no Mediterranean in the world, for anything that 
we saw of it there, except when a sudden gust of wind, clearing the 
mist before it, for a moment, showed the agitated sea at a great 
depth below, lashing the distant rocks, and spouting up its foam 
furiously, 'rhe rain was incessant; every brook and torrent was 
greatly swollen ; and sucli a deafening leaping, and roaring, and 
thundering of water, I never heard the like of in my life. 

Hence, when we came to Spezzia, we found that the Magra, an 
unbridged river on the high-road to Pisa, was too high to be safely 
crossed in the Ferry Boat, and were fain to wait until the afternoon 
of next day, when it had, in some degree, subsided. S])ezzia, how- 
ever, is a good place to tarry at ; by reason, firstly, of its beautiful 
bay ; secondly, of its ghostly Inn ; thirdly, of the head-dress of the 
women, who wear, on one side of their head, a small doll’s straw 
hat, stuck on to the hair; which is certainly the oddest and most 
roguish head-gear that ever was invented. 

The Magra safely crossed in the Ferry Boat — the passage is not 
by any means agreeable, when the current is swollen and strong 
— we arrived at Carrara, within a few hours. In good time next 
morning, we got some ponies, and went out to see the marble 
quarries. 

They are four ,or five great glens, running up into a range of 
lofty hills, until they caiT run no longer, and are stopped by being 
abruptly strangled by Nature. The quarries, ‘or caves,’ as they 
call them there, are so many openings, high up in the hills, on 
either side of these passes, wdiere they blast and excavate for 
marble : which may turn out good or bad : may make a man’s 
fortune very quickly, or ruin him by the great expense of working 
what is worth nothing. Some of these caves were opened by the 
ancient Romans, and remain as they left them to this hour. Many 
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others are being worked at this moment ; others are to be begun 
to-morrow, next week, next month ; others are unboiight, unthought 
of ; and marble enough for more ages than have passed since the 
place was resorted to, lies hidden everywhere : patiently awaiting 
jtj time of discovery. 

As you toil and clamber up one of these st(;pp gorges (having 
left your ix)ny soddening his girths in water, a mile or two lower 
down) you hear, every now and then, eclioing among the hills, in 
a low tone, more silent than the previous silence, a melancholy 
warning bugle, — a signal to the miners to withdraw. Then, there 
is a thundering, and echoing from Kill to hill, and perhaps a splash- 
ing up of great fragments of rock into the air; and on yoii toil 
again until some other bugle sounds, in a new direction, and you’ 
stop directly, lest you should come within the range of the new 
explosion. 

There were numbers of men, working high up in these hills — on 
the sides — clearing away, and sending down the broken masses of 
stone and earth, to make way for the blocks of marble that had 
been discovered. As these came rolling down from unseen hands 
into the narrow valley, 1 could not helj) thinking of the deep glen 
(just the same sort of glen) where the Roc left Sinclbad the Sailor; 
and where the men hants from the heights above, Hung down great 
pieces of meat for the diamonds to stick to. There were no eagles 
here, to darken the sun in their swoop, and pounce upon them ; but 
it WMS as wild and fierce as if there had been hundreds. 

But the road, the road down which the marble comes, however 
immense the I)locks ! 'I'he genius of thcT country, and the spirit of 
its institutions, pave that road : repair it, watch it, keep it going ! 
Conceive a channel of water running over a rocky bed, beset with 
great hea})s of stone of all shapes and sizes, winding down the 
middle of this valley ; and that being the road —because it was the 
road five hundred years ago ! Imagine the clumsy carts of five 
hundred years ago, being used to this hour, and drawn, as they 
used to be, five hundred years ago, by oxen, whose ancestors were 
worn death five hundred years ago, as their unhappy descendants 
are now, in twelve months, by the suffering and agony of this cruel 
work ! Two pair, four pair, ten pair, twenty ])air, to one block, 
according to its size; down it must come, this way. In their 
struggling from stone to stone, with their enormous loads behind 
them, they die frequently upon the sj[)ot; and not they alone ; for 
their passionate drivers, sometimes tumbling down in their energy, 
are crushed to death beneath the wheels. But* it was good five 
hundred years ago, and it must be good now : and a railroad down 
one of these steeps (the easiest thing in^ the world) w’ould be flat 
blasphemy*. 

When we stood aside, to sec one of these cars drawn by only a 
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pair of oxen (for it had but one small block of marble on it), 
coming down, I hailed, in my heart, the man who sat upon the 
heavy yoke, to keep it on the neck of the poor beasts — and who 
faced backwards: not before him — as the very Devil of true 
despotism. He had a great rod in his hand, with an iron point ^ 
and when they could plough and force their way through the lodse 
bed of the torrent' no longer, and came to a stop, he poked it into 
their bodies, beat it on their heads, screwed it round and round in 
their nostrils, got them on a 3\ard or two, in the madness of intense 
pain ; repeated all these persuasions, with increased intensity of 
purpose, when they stopped agam ; got them on, once more ; forced 
and goaded them to an abrupter point of the descent ; and when 
otheir writhing and smarting, and the weight behind them, bore 
them- plunging down the precipice in a cloud of scattered water, 
whirled his rpd above his head, and gave a great whoop and hallo, 
as if he had achieved something, and had no idea that they might 
, shake him off, and blindly mash his brains upon the road, in the 
noon-tide of his triumph. 

Standing in one of the many studii of Carrara, that afternoon — 
for it is a great workshop, full of beautifully-finished copies in 
marble, of almost every figure, group, and bust, we know — it 
seemed, at first, so strange to me that those exquisite shapes, 
replete with grace, and thouglit, and delicate repose, should grow 
out of all this toil, and sweat, and torture ! l^ut I soon found a 
parallel to it, and an explanation of it, in every virtue that springs 
up in miserable ground, and every good thing that has its birth 
in sorrow and distress. And, looking out of the scul])tor’s great 
window, upon the marble mountains, all red and glowing in the 
decline of day, but stern and solemn to the last, I thought, my 
God ! how many quarries of human hearts and souls, capable of 
far more beautiful results, are left shut up and mouldering away : 
while pleasure-travellers through life, avert their faces, as they pass, 
and shudder at the gloom and ruggedness that conceal them ! 

The then reigning Duke of Modena, to whom this territory in 
part belonged, claimed the proud distinction of being the only 
sovereign in Europe who had not recognised Louis-PhiIii)pe as 
King of the French ! He was not a wag, but quite in earnest. He 
was also much opposed to railroads; and if certain lines in 
contemplation by other qjotentates, on either side of him, had been 
executed, would have probably enjoyed the satisfaction of having 
an omnibus plying to and frO across his not very vast dominions, 
to forward travellers from one terminus to another. 

Carrara, shut in by great hills, is very picturesque and bold. 
Few tourists stay there ; and the people are nearly all connected, 
in one way or other, with the working of marble. There are also 
villages among the 'caves, where the workmen live. It contains a 
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beautiful little Theatre, newly built ; and it is an interesting custom 
there, to form the chorus of labourers in the marble quarries, who 
are self-taught and Sing by ear. I heard them in a comic opera, 
and in an act of ‘ Norma and they acquitted themselves very 
well j unlike the common people of Italy generally, who (with some 
fixteptions among the Neapolitans) sing vilely out of tunc, and have 
very disagreeable singing voices. * 

Prom the summit of a lofty hill beyond Carrara, the first view of 
the fertile plain in which the town of Pisa lies — with Leghorn, a 
purple spot in the flat distance — is enchanting. Nor. is it only 
distance that lends enchantment to the view ; for the fruitful country, 
and rich woods of olive-trees through which. the road subsequently 
passes, render it delightful. 

The moon was shining when we approached Pisa, and for a long 
time we could see, behind the wall, the. .leaning Towev, awry in 
the uncertain light ; the shadowy original of the old pictures in 
school-books, setting forth ‘ The Wonders of the World.' Like 
most things connected in their first associations with school-books 
and schoobtimes, it was too small. 1 felt it keenly. It was nothing 
like so high above the wall as I had hoped. It was another of the 
many dccejitions practised by ]\Ir. Harris, Bookseller, at the corner 
of St. Paul’s Churchyard, London. His Tower was a fiction, but 
this was a reality — and, by comparison, a short reality. Still, it 
looked very well, and very strange, and was quite as much out of 
the perpendicular as Harris had represented it to be. The quiet 
air of I'isa too ; the big guard-house at the gate, with only two 
little soldiers in it ; the streets with scarcely any show of peoi)le in 
them; and the Arno, flowing quaintly through the centre of the 
town ; were excellent. So, I bore no malice in my heart against 
Mr. Harris (remembering his good intentions), but forgave him 
before dinner, and went out, full of confidence, to sec the Tower 
next morning. 

I might have known better ; but, somehow, 1 had expected to 
see it, casting its long shadow on a public street where, people came 
and went all day. It was a surj)rise to me to find it in a grave 
retired • place, aj)art from the general resort, and carpeted with 
smooth green turf. But, the group of buildings, clustered on and 
about this verdant carpet: comprising the Tower^ the Bat)tistery, 
the Cathedral, and the Church of the Canqia Santo : is perhai)S the 
most remarkable and beautiful in the whole world ; and from being 
clustered there, together, away from ri:ie ordinary transactions and 
details of the town, they have a singularly veneraMc and impressive 
character. It is the architectural essence of a rich old .city, with all 
its common life and common habitations i)rcssed out, and filtered 
away. 

SiMOND compares the Tower to the usual pictdirial representations 
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in children s books of the Tower of Babel. It is a happy simile, 
and conveys a better idea of the building than chapters of laboured 
description. Nothing can exceed the grace and lightness of the 
structure ; nothing can be more remarkable than its general appear- 
ance. In the course of the ascent to the top (which is by an easy 
staircase), the inclination is not very apparent ; but, at the summit 
it becomes so, and gives one the sensation of .being in a ship that 
has heeled over, through the action of an ebb-tide. The effect 
upon the hnu sidt\ so to speak — looking over from the gallery, and 
seeing the shaft recede to its base — is very startling; and I saw a 
nervous traveller hold on to 1^0 Tower involuntarily, after glancing 
down, as if he had some idea of propping it up. d'he view within, 
from the ground — looking 'up, as througli a slanted tube — is also 
very. curious. It certainly inc lines as much as the most sanguine 
tourist could desire. The, natural impulse of ninety-nine people 
out of a hundred, who were about to recline upon tlie grass below 
it, to rest, and contemplate the adjacent buildings, would probably 
be, not to take up their position undel tiie leaning side ; it is so 
very much aslant. 

The manifold beauties of the Cathedral and Baptistery need no 
recapitulation from me ; though in this case, as in a hundred others, 
I find it difficult to separate my own delight in recalling thian, from 
your weariness in having them recalled. There is a })i(ture of 
St. Agnes, by Andrea del Snrt(), in the former, and there are a 
vari(ity of rich columns in iho latter, that tempt me strongly. 

It is, I hope, no breach of my resolution not to be tempted into 
elaborate descriptions, to remember the Campo Santo ; where grass- 
grown graves are dug in c-arth brought more than siv hundred years 
ago, from the Holy Land ; and where there are, surrounding them, 
such cloisters, with such playing lights and shadows falling through 
their delicate tracery on the stone pavement, as surely tlie dullest 
memory could never forget. On the waalls of this solemn and 
lovely place, are ancaent frescoes, very miK*h obliterated and 
decayed, but very curious. As usually happens in almost any 
collection of paintings, of any sort, in Italy, where there are many 
heads^ there is, in one of them, a striking accidental likeness of 
Napoleon. At one time, I used to please my fancy with the 
speculation w'hcther these old painters, at their w'ork, had a fore- 
boding knowledge of ,t:he man who w^ould one day arise to wreak 
such destruction upon art : whose soldiers w^ould make targets of 
great pictures, and stable theiri horses among triumphs of architecture. 
But the srfme Corsican face is so plentiful in some parts of Italy at 
this day, tha.t a more commonplace solution of the coincidence is 
unavoidable. 

If Pisa be the seventh* wonder of the world in right of its Towner, 
it may claim to Lie, at least, the second or third iiv right of its 
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beggars. They waylay the unhappy visitor at every turn, escort 
him to every door he enters at, and lie in wait for him, with strong 
reinforcements, at every door by which they know he must come 
out. The grating of the portal on its hinges is the signal for a 
general shout, and the moment he appears, he is hemmed in, and 
•fa^llcn on, by heaps of rags and personal distortions. The beggars 
seem to embody all the trade and enterprise of Sisa. Nothing else 
is stirring, but warm air. Going through the streets, the fronts of 
the sleepy houses look like backs. They arc all so still and quiet, 
and unlike houses with people in them, that the greater part of the 
city has the appearance of a city a^t daybreak, or during a general 
siesta of the population. Or it is yet more like those backgrounds 
of houses in common prints, or old engravings, where windows and 
doors arc squarely indicated, and one figure (a beggar of course) is 
scon walking off by itself into illimitable perspective. 

Not so Leghorn (made illustrious by Smollett’s ‘grave), which 
is a thriving, business-like, matter-of-fact place, where idleness is^ 
shouldered out of the way 'by commerce. The regulations observed 
there, in reference to trade iind merchants, are very liberal and 
free ; and the town, of course, benefits by them. Leghorn had a 
bad name in connection Mith slabbers, and with some justice it 
must be allowed ; for, not many years ago, there was an assassination 
club there, the members of which bore no ill-will to anybody in 
particular, but stabbed people (quite strangers to them) in the 
streets at night, for the jileasure and excitement of the recreation. 
I think the president of this amiable society was a shoemaker. He 
w^as taken, however, and the club was broken up. It would, 
probably, have disappeared in the natural course of events, before 
the railroad between Leghorn and Lisa, which is a good one, and 
has already begun to astonish Italy with a i)re('edcnt of punctuality, 
order, plain dealing, and improvement — the most dangerous and 
heretical astonisher of all. There must have been a slight sensation, 
as of earthquake, surely, in the Vatican, when the first Italian 
railroad w\as throwai oi)en. 

Returning to Pisa, and hiring a good-tempered Vetturmo, and 
his four horses, to take us on to Rome, we travelled jthrough 
pleasant Tuscan villages and cheeiful scenery all day. The road- 
side crosses in this jiart of Italy arc numerous and curious. There 
is seldom a figure on the cross, though thyre is Sometimes a face ; 
but they are remarkable for being garnished wfith little models in 
wood, of every possd)le object tha4 can be connected with the 
Saviour’s death. The cock that crowed when. Peter had denied 
his Master thrice, is usually perched on the tip-top ; and an ornitho- 
logical phenomenon he generally is. Under him, is the inscription. 
Then, hung on to the cross-beam, are the spear, the reed wdth the 
sponge of vinegar and w^ater at the end, the C(»at without seam for 
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which the soldiers cast lots, the dice-box with which they threw for 
it, the hammer that drove in the nails, the pincers that pulled 
them out, the ladder which was set against the 'cross, the crown of 
thorns, the instrument of flagellation, the lanthorn with which 
Mary went to the tomb (I suppose), and the sword with which Peter 
smote the servant of the high priest, — a perfect toy-shop of little* 
objects, repeated dl every four or five miles, all along the highway. 

On the" evening of the second day from Pisa, we reached the 
beautiful old city of Siena. There was what they called a Carnival, 
in progress ; but, as its secret lay in a score or two of melancholy 
people walking up and down the principal street in common toy- 
shop masks, and being more melancholy, if possible, than the same 
sort of people in England,*! say no more of it. We went off, 
betimes next morning, to see the Cathedral, which is wonderfully 
picturesque inside and out, -^'specially the latter — also the market- 
place, or great Piazza, which is a large square, with a great broken- 
.nosecl fountain in it : some quaint Gothic houses : and a high square 
brick tower ; outside the top of which— a curious feature in such 
views in Italy — hangs an enormous boll. It is like a bit of Venice, 
without the water. There are some curious old Palazzi in the 
town, wliich is very ancient ; and without having (for me) the 
interest of Verona, or Genoa, it is very dreamy and fantastic, and 
most interesting. 

We went on again, as soon as we had seen these things, and 
going over a rather bleak country (there had been nothing but 
vines until now : mere walking-sticks at that season of the year), 
stopped, as usual, between .one and two hours in the middle of the 
day, to rest the horses ; that being a part of every Vetturino con- 
tract. We then went on again, through a region gradually becoming 
bleaker and wilder, until it became as bare and desolate as any 
Scottish moors. Soon after dark, we haltcxl for the night, at the 
osteria of La Scala : a perfectly lone house, where the family were 
sitting round a great fire in the kitchen, raised on a stone platform 
three or four feet high, and big enough for the roasting of an ox. 
On the ujqjer, and only other floor of this hotel, there was a great, 
wild, rambling sdla, with one very little window in a by-corner, and 
four black doors opening into four Iflack l)edrooms in various 
directions. To .say nothing of another large l)Iack door, opening 
into another large black sdla, with the staircase coming abruptly 
through a kind of trap-door in the floor, and the rafters of the roof 
looming above : a suspicious flittlc press .skulking in one obscure 
corner : and all the knives in the house lying about in various 
directions. 7?hc fireplace was of the purest Italian architecture, 
so that it was perfectly impossible to .see it for the smoke. The 
waitress w^as like a dramatic brigand’s wife, and wore the same style 
of dress upon her head. The dogs barked like mad ; *the echoes 
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returned the compliments bestowed upon them ; there was not 
another house within twelve miles ; and things had a dreary, and 
rather a cut-throat, appearance. 

They were not improved by rumours of robbers having come 
out, strong and boldly, within a few nights ; and of their having 
^tt)pped the mail very near that place. They were known to have 
waylaid some travellers not long before, on Mofint Vesuvius itself, 
and were the talk at all the roadside inns. As they* were no 
business of ours, however (for we had very little with us to lose), 
we made ourselves merry on the subject, and were very soon as 
comfortable as need be. We hack the usual dinner in this solitary 
house ; and a very good dinner it is, when you are used to it. 
There is something with a vegetable or some rice in it, which is a. 
sort of shorthand or arbitrary character for soup, and which tastes 
very well, when you have flavoured it with plenty of grated cheese, 
lots of salt, and abundance of pepper. There is the half fowl of 
which this soup has been made. I'herc is a stewed pigeon, with , 
the gizzards and livers of*himself and other birds stuck all round 
him. There is a bit of roast beef, the size of a small Frenc h roll. 
There are a scrap of Parmesan cheese, and five little withered 
ap{)lcs, all huddled together on a small plate, and crowding one 
upon the other, as if each were trying to save itself from the chance 
of being eaten. 'Phen there is coffee ; and then there is bed. You 
don’t mind brick floors ; you don't mind yawning doors, nor 
banging windows ; you don’t mind your own horses being stabled 
under the bed : and so close, that every time a horse coughs or 
sneezes, he wakes you. If you are gooci-humoured to the people 
about you, and speak pleasantly, and look cheerful, take my w^ord 
for it you may be well entertained in the very worst Italian Inn, 
and always in the most obliging manner, and may go from one 
end of the country to the other (despite all stories to the contrary) 
without any great trial of your patience anywhere. Especially, 
when you get such wune in flasks, as the Orvieto, and the Monte 
Pulciano. 

It was a bad morning when wc left this place ; and we went, for 
twelve* miles, over a country as barren, as stony, and as wilcl, as 
Cornwall in England, until we came to Radicofani, where there is 
a ghostly, goblin inn : once a hunting-seat, belonging to the Dukes 
of Tuscany, It is full of such rambling corridors, and gaunt 
rooms, that all the murdering and phantom tales that ever were 
written might have originated in that one house. . There are some 
horrible old Palazzi in Genoa : one in particular, not unlike it, 
outside : but there is a winding, creaking, wormy, rustling, door- 
opening, foot-on-staircase-falling character about this Radicofani 
Hotel, such as I never saw, anywhere elst. The town, such as it 
is, hangs ofi a hill-side above the house, and in front of it. The 

X 
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inhabitants are all beggars; and as soon as they see a carriage 
coining, they swoop down upon it, like so many birds of prey. 

When we got on the mountain pass, which lies beyond this place, 
the wind (as they had forewarned us at the inn) was so terrific, that 
we were obliged to take my other half out of the carriage, lest she 
should be blown over, carriage and all, and to hang to it, on 
windy side (as we?l as wc could for laughing), to prevent its going, 
Heaven knows w^here. For mere force of wind, this land-storm 
might have competed with an Atlantic gale, and had a reasonable 
chance of coming off victorious. The blast came sw^^eeping down 
great gullies in a range of iwuntains on the right : so that we 
looked with positive awe at a great morass on the left, and saw 
, that there was not a bush or twig to hold by. It seemed as if, 
.once blown from our feet, w^e must be swept out to sea, or away 
into space. There was snow, and hail, and rain, and lightning, and 
thunder ; and there w^ere rolling mists, travelling with incredible 
velocity. It was dark, awful, and solitary to the last degree ; 
there were mountains a])Ove mountains, veiled in angry clouds; 
and there w\as such a wrathful, rapid, violent, tumultuous hurry, 
everywhere, as rendered the scene unspeakably exciting and grand. 

It WMS a relief to get out of it, notwithstanding ; and to cross even 
the dismal, dirty Papal Frontier. After passing through two little 
tONvns ; in one of which, Acquapendente, there was also a ‘ Carnival * 
in progress : consisting of one man dressed and masked as a w^oman, 
and one w^oman dressed and masked as a man, walking ankle-deep, 
through the muddy streets, in a very melancholy manner : we came, 
at dusk, within sight of thg Lake of Bolsena, on wliose bank there is 
a little towm of the same name, much celebrated for malaria. With 
the exception of this poor place, there is not a cottage on the banks 
of the lake, or near it (for nobody dare sleep there) ; not a boat 
upon its waters ; not a stick or stake to break the dismal monotony 
of seven-and-twenty watery miles. We w^ere late in getting in, the 
roads being very bad from heavy rains ; and, after dark, the dulncss 
of the scene w^as quite intolerable. 

We entered on a very different, and a finer scene of desolation, 
next r>ight, at sunset. We had passed through Montefiaschone 
(famous for its wine) and Viterbo (for its fountains) : and after 
climbing up a long hill of eight or ten miles’ extent, came suddenly 
upon the margin of a solitary lake : in one part very beautiful, with 
a luxuriant w^ood ; in another, very barren, and shut in by bleak 
volcanic hills. \Vhcrc this lake tlow^s, there stood, of old, a city. 
It was swallowed* up one day ; and in its stead, this water rose. 
There are ancient traditions (common to many parts of the world) 
of the ruined city having been seen below, when the water was 
clear ; but however that may be, from this spot of earth it vanished. 
The ground came bubbling up above it ; and the water too ; and 
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here they stand, like ghosts on whom the other world closed 
suddenly, and who have no means of getting back again. They 
seem to be waiting Ihe course of ages, for the next earthquake in 
that place ; when they will plunge below the ground, at its first 
vawning, and be seen no more. The unhappy city below, is not 
mbre lost and dreary, than these fire-charred hills and the stagnant 
water, above. The red sun looked strangely on^them, as^ with the 
knowledge that they were made for caverns and darkness ; and the 
melancholy water oozed and sucked the mud, and crept quietly 
among the marshy grass and reeds, as if the overthro\y of all the 
ancient towers and house-tops, and the death of all the ancient 
people born and bred there, were yet heavy on its conscience. • 

A short ride from this lake, brought* us to Ronciglione ; a little 
town like a large pig-sty, where we passed the night. Next morning 
at seven o'clock, we started for Rome. .• 

As soon as we were out of the pig-sty, wc entered on the Cam- 
pagna Romana ; an undulating fiat (as you know), where few people 
can live ; and where, for miles and miles, there is nothing to relieve 
the terrilfie monotony and gk)om. Of all kinds of country that 
could, by possibility, lie outside the gates of Rome, tliis is the ajitest 
and fittest burial-ground for the Dead City. So sad, so quiet, so 
sullen ; so secret in its covering up of great masses of ruin, and 
hiding them ; so like the waste places into which the men possessed 
with devils used to go and howl, and rend themselves, in the old 
days of Jerusalem. AVe had to traverse thirty miles of this Cam- 
pagna ; and for two-and-twenty we went on and on, seeing nothing 
but now and then a lonely house, or a viljainous-looking shepherd : 
with matted hair all over his face, and himself wrapped to the chin 
in a frowsy brown mantle, tending his sheep. At the end of that 
distance, we stopped to refresh the horses, and to get some lunch, 
in a common malaria-shaken, despondent little public-house, "whose 
every inch of wall and beam, inside, was (according to custom) 
painted and decorated in a way so miserable that every room looked 
like the wrong side of another room, and, with its wretched imita- 
tion of drapery, and lop-sided little daubs of lyres, seemed to have 
been plundered from behind the scenes of some travelling ci«:us. 

When we were fairly going off again, we began, in a perfect fever, 
to strain our eyes for Rome ; and when, after another mile or two, 
the Eternal City appeared, at length, in the distane’e ; it looked like 
— I am half afraid to write the word — like LONDON ! ! ! There it 
lay, under a thick cloud, with innumefable towers, and steeples, and 
roofs of houses, rising up into the sky, and high al30vc them all, one 
Dome. I swear, that keenly as I felt the seeming absurdity of the 
comparison, it was so like London, at that distance, that if you 
could have ^ shown it me, in a glass, I Should have taken it for 
nothing else. 
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We entered the Eternal City, at al)oiit four o’clock in the afternoon, 
on the thirtieth of January, by the Porta del Popolo, and came 
immediately — it was a dark, muddy day, and there had been heavy 
rain — on the. skirts of the Carnival. We did not, then, know that 
we were only looking at the fag end of the masks, wlio were driving 
slowly round and round the Piazza until they could find a promising 
opportunity for falling into the stream of carriages, and getting, in 
good time, into the tliick of the festivity ; and coming among them 
so abrujjtly, all travel-stained and weary, was not coming very well 
j)re])arcd to enjoy the scene. 

We had crossed the Tiber by the Ponte Molle two or three miles 
before. It had looked as yellow as it ought to look, and hurrying 
on between its worn-away and miry banks, had a jiromising aspect 
of desolation and ruin. The masquerade dresses on the fringe of 
the Carnival, did great violence to this promise. There were no 
great ruins, no solemn tokens of antiquity, to be seen ; — they all lie 
on the other side of the city. There seemed to be long streets of 
commonplace shojis and houses, such as are to be found in any 
European town ; there were busy people, equipages, ordinary 
walkers to and fro ; a multitude of chattering strangers. It was 
no more my Rome ; the Rome of anybody’s fancy, man or boy ; 
degraded and fallen and lying asleep in the sun among a heap of 
ruins : than the Place de la Concorde in Paris is. A cloudy sky, a 
dull cold rain, and muddy streets, I was prepared for, but not for 
this : tind I confess to having gone to bed, that night, in a very 
indifferent humour, and with a very considerably quenched enthu- 
siasm. 

Immediately on going out next day, we hurried off to St. Peter’s. 
It looked immense in the distance, but distinctly and decidedly 
small, by comparison, on a ftcar approach. The beauty of the 
Piazza, on which it stands, with its clusters of exquisite columns, 
and its gushing fountains — so fresh, so broad, and free, and beau- 
tiful — nothing can exaggerate. The first burst of the interior, in 
all its expansive majesty 'and glory : and, most of all, the looking 
up into the Dome : ‘*is a sensation never to be forgotten. But, there 
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were preparations for a Festa ; the pillars of stately marble were 
swathed in some impertinent frippery of red and yellow ; the altar, 
and entrance to the* subterranean chapel ; which is before it : in the 
centre of the church : were like a goldsmith’s shop, or one of the 
opening scenes in a very lavish pantomime. And though I had as 
*hi^h a sense of the beauty of the building (I hope) as it is possible 
to entertain, I felt no very strong emotion. I hflve been infinitely 
more affected in many English cathedrals when the organ has been 
playing, and in many English country churches when the congrega- 
tion have been singing. I had a much greater sense. of mystery 
and wonder, in the Cathedral of San Mark at Venice. 

When we came out of the church again (we stood nearly an»hour 
staring up into the dome ; and w'OulS not have ‘ gpne over ’ the. 
Cathedral then, for any money), we said to the coachman, ‘ (lo to 
the Coliseum.’ In a quarter of an hour or so, he stopped at the 
gate, and we went in. 

It is no fiction, but plain, sober, honest Truth, to say : so sugges- 
tive and distinct is it at th'is hour : that, for a moment — actually in 
passing in — they who will, may have the whole great pile before 
them, as it used to be, with thousands of eager faces staring down 
into the arena, and such a whirl of strife, and blood, and dust going 
on there, as no language can describe. Its solitude, its awful 
beauty, and its utter desolation, strike upon the" stranger the next 
moment, like a softened sorrow ; and never in his life, perhaps, will 
he be so moved and overcome by any sight, not immediately con- 
nected with his own affections and afflictions. 

To see it crumbling there, an inch a year ; its walls and arches 
overgrown with green ; its corridors open to the day ; the long grass 
growing in its porches ; young trees of yesterday, springing up on 
its ragged parapets, and bearing fruit : chance produce of the seeds 
dropped there by the birds who build their nests within its chinks 
and crannies ; to see its Pit of Fight filled up with earth, and the 
peaceful Cross planted in the centre ; to climb into its upper halls, 
and look down on ruin, ruin, ruin, all about it ; ,the triumphal 
arches of Constantine, Septimus Severus, and Titus ; the Roman 
Forum ; the Palace of the C?esars ; the temples of the old i^ligion, 
fallen down and gone; is to see the ghost of old Rome, wicked, 
wonderful old city, haunting the very ground on which its people 
trod. It is the most impressive, the <nost stately, the most 
solemn, grand, majestic, mournful sight, conceivable. Never, in its 
bloodiest prime, can the sight of the gigantic Coliseum, full and 
running over with the lustiest life, have moved* one’s Tieart, as it 
must move all who look upon it now, a ruin. Goo be thanked : 
a ruin ! 

As it tops the other ruins : standing 'there, a mountain among 
graves : so do its ancient influences outlive aH other remnants of 
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the old mythology and old butchery of Rome, in the nature of the 
fierce and cruel Roman people. The Italian face changes as the 
visitor approaches the city ; its beauty becomes' devilish ; and there 
is scarcely one countenance in a hundred, among the common people 
in the streets, that would not be at home and happy in a renovated^ 
Coliseum to-morrow. 

Here Avas Rome indeed at last ; and such a Rome as no one can 
imagine in its full and awful grandeur ! We wandered out upon the 
Appian Way, and then went on, through miles of ruined tombs and 
broken walls, with here and there a desolate and uninhabited house : 
past the Circus of Romulus, where the course of the chariots, the 
stations of the judges, competitors, and spectators, are yet as plainly 
to be seen as, in old time : past the tomb of Cecilia Metella : past 
all inclosure, hedge, or stake, wall or fence : away upon the open 
Campagna, where on that side of Rome, nothing is to be beheld 
but Ruin, tlxcept where the distant Apennines bound the view 
upon the left, the whole wide prospect is one field of ruin. Broken 
aqueducts, left in the most picturesque and beautiful clusters of 
arches ; broken temples ; broken tombs. A desert of decay, 
sombre and desolate beyond all expression ; and with a history in 
every stone that strews the ground. 

On Sunday, the Tope assisted in the performance of High Mass 
at-St. Peter’s. The effect of the Cathedral on my mind, on that 
second visit, was exactly what it was at first, and what it remains 
after many visits. It is not religiously impressive or affecting. It 
is an immense edifice, with no one point for the mind to rest uj^on *, 
and it tires itself with wandering round and round. The very purpose 
of the place, is not expressed in anything you see there, unless you 
examine its details — and all examination of details is incompatible 
with the {dace itself. It might be a Pantheon, or a Senate House, 
or a great architectural trophy, having no other object than an 
architectural triumph. There is a black statue of St. Peter, 
to be sure, upder a red canopy ; which is larger than life and 
which is constantly having its great toe kissed by good Catho- 
lics. You cannot help seeing that : it is so very prominent and 
popular. But it does not heighten the effect of the temple, as a 
work of art; and, it is not expressive ~ to me at least - of its high 
purpose. « 

A large space behind the altar, was fitted up with boxes, shaped 
like those at the Italian Opera* in England, but in their decoration 
much more gaudy.* In the centre of the kind of theatre thus railed 
off, was a canopied dais with the Pope’s chair upon it. The pave- 
ment was covered with a carpet of the brightest green ; and what 
with this green, and the mtolcrablc reds and crimsons, and gold 
borders of the hangings, the Avhole concern looked like a stupendous 
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Bonbon. On either side of the altar, was a large box for lady 
strangers. These were filled with ladies in black dresses and black 
veils. The gentlehnen of the Pope's guard, in red coats, leather 
breeches, and jack-boots, guarded all this reserved space, with 
drawn swords that were very flashy in every sense ; and from the 
altar all down the nave, a broad lane was kept clear by the Pope’s 
Swiss guard, who .wear a quaint striped surcoaf, and striped tight 
legs, and carry halberds like those which are usually shofildered by 
those theatrical supernumeraries, who never can get off the stage 
fast enough, and who may be generally observed to linger in the 
enemy’s camp after the open country, held by the opposite forces, 
has been split ‘up the middle by a conviilsioai of Nature. 

I got upon the border of the green carpet, in company with g, 
great many other gentlemen, attired in black (no other pgssport is 
necessary), and stood there at my easi/a, during the performance of 
Mass. The singers were in a crib of wirework (like a large meat- 
safe or bird-cage) in one corner ; and sang most atrociously. All 
about the green carpet, there was a slowly moving crowd of people : 
talking to each other : staring at the Pope through eye-glasses ; 
defrauding one another, in moments of partial curiosity, out of pre- 
carious seats on the bases of pillars : and grinning hideously at the 
ladies. Dotted here and there, w'ere little knots of friars (Frances- 
cani, or Cappuccini, in their coarse brown dresses and peaked hoods) 
making a strange contrast to the gaudy ecclesiastics of higher degree, 
and having their humility gratified to the utmost, by being shouldered 
about, and elbowed right and left, on all sides. Some of these had 
muddy sandals and umbrellas, and staingd garments : having trudged 
in from the country. The faces of the greater part were as coarse 
and heavy as their dress ; their dogged, stupid, monotonous stare 
at all the glory and splendour, having something in it, half miserable, 
and half ridiculous. 

Upon the green carpet itself, and gathered round the altar, was 
a perfect army of cardiintls and priests, in red, gold, purple, violet, 
white, and fine linen. Stragglers from these, went to and fro among 
the crowd, conversing tw^o and two, or giving and receiving intro- 
ductions, and exchanging salutations ; other functionaries in black 
gowns, and other functionaries in court-dresses, were similarly 
engaged. In the midst of all these, and stealthy Jesuits creeping 
in and out, and the extreme restlessness ©f the*\’^outh of England, 
who were perpetually wandering about, some few steady persons in 
black cassocks, who had knelt do^m with their faces to the wall, 
and were poring over their missals, became, unintentionally, a sort 
of humane man-traps, and with their own devout legs, tripped up 
other people’s by the dozen. 

There was a great pile of candles l>*ing down on the floor near 
me, which a very old man in a rusty black gown with an open-work 
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tippet, like a summer ornament for a fireplace in tissue-paper, made 
himself very busy in dispensing to all the ecclesiastics : one a-piece. 
They loitered about with these for some time, uftder their arms like 
walking-sticks, or in their hands like truncheons. At a certain 
period of the ceremony, however, each carried his candle up to the^ 
Pope, laid it across his two knees to be blessed, took it back again, 
and filed off. TMs was done in a very attenuated procession, as 
you may 'suppose, and occupied a long time. Not because it 
takes long to bless a candle through and through, but because there 
were so many candles to be blessed. At last they were all blessed : 
and then they were all lighted % and then the Pope was taken up, 
chair and all, and carried round the church. 

I must say, that I never saw anything, out of November, so like 
the popular English commemoration of the fifth of that month. A 
bundle of matches and a lantern, would have made it perfect. Nor 
did the Pope, himself, at all mar the resemblance, though he has 
a pleaisant and venerable face ; for, as this part of the ceremony 
makes him giddy and sick, he shuts his eyes when it is performed : 
and having his eyes shut and a great mitre on his head, and his 
head itself wagging to and fro as they shook him in carrying, he 
looked as if his mask were going to tumble oft'. The two immense 
fans which are always borne, one on either side of him, accompanied 
him, of course, on this occasion. As they carried him along, ho 
blessed the people with the mystic sign ; and as he passed them, 
they kneeled down. When he had made the round of the churcli, 
he was brought back again, and if I am not mistaken, this perform- 
ance was repeated, in the \\:hole, three times. There was, certainly, 
nothing solemn or effective in it ; and certainly very much that was 
droll and tawdry. But this remark applies to the whole ceremony, 
except the raising of the Host, when every man in the guard dropped 
on one knee instantly, and dashed his naked sword on the ground ; 
which had a fine effect. 

The next time I saw the cathedral, was some two or three w^eeks 
afterwards, when I climl)ed up into the ball ; and then, the hangings 
being taken down, and the carixjt taken up, but all the framework 
left, the^. remnants of these decorations looked like an exploded 
cracker. 

The Friday and Saturday having been solemn Festa days, and 
Sunday being always a dia non in carnival proceedings, we had 
looked forward, with some impatience and curiosity, to the beginning 
of the new week : Monday and Tuesday being the two last and best 
days of the Carpival. 

On the Monday afternoon at one or two o’clock, there began to 
be a great rattling of carriages into tlie court-yard of the hotel ; a 
hurrying to and fro of all the servants in it; and, now and then, 
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a swift shooting across some doorway or balcony, of a straggling 
stranger in a fancy dress : not yet sufficiently well used to the 
same, to wear it with confidence, and defy public opinion. All 
the carriages were open, and had the linings carefully covered with 
white cotton or calico, to prevent their proper decorations from 
temg spoiled by the incessant pelting of sugar-plums ; and people 
were packing and cramming into every vehicle Js it waited for its 
occupants, enormous sacks and baskets full of these confetti* together 
with such heaps of flowers, tied up in little nosegays, that some 
carriages were not only brimful of flowers, but literally running 
over ; scattering, at every shake and jerk of the springs, some of 
their abundance on the ground. Not^to be behindhand in these 
essential particulars, we caused two very respectable sacks of sugar- 
plums (each about three feet high) and a large clothes-bcuiket full 
of flowers to be conveyed into our hired barouche, with all speed. 
And from our place of observation, in one of the upper balconies 
of the hotel, we contemplated these arrangements with the liveliest 
satisfaction. The carriages*now beginning to take up their company, 
and move away, w^e got into -ours, and drove off too, armed with 
little wire masks for our faces; the sugar-plums, like Falstaff’s 
adulterated sack, having lime in their composition. 

The Corso is a street a mile long ; a street of shops, and palaces, 
and private houses, sometimes opening into a brohd piazza. There 
are verandahs and balconies, of all sha])es and sizes, to almost every 
house — not on one story alone, but often to one room or another 
on every story — put there in general with so little order or regularity, 
that if, year after year, and season after season, it had rained 
balconies, hailed balconies, snowed balconies, blown balconies, 
they could scarcely have come into existence in a more disorderly 
manner. 

This is the great fountain-head and focus of the Carnival. But 
all the streets in which the Carnival is held, being vigilantly kept 
by dragoons, it is necessary for carriages, in the first instance, to 
pass, in line, down another thoroughfore, and so cpme into the 
Corso at the end remote from the Pidzza del Popolo ; which is one 
of its terminations. Accordingly, w'c fell into the string of cv^aches, 
and, for some time, jogged on quietly enough ; now crawling on at 
a very slow walk; now trotting half-a-dozen yards; now backing 
fifty ; and now stopping altogether : as the pressure in front obliged 
us. If any impetuous carriage dashed out of the rank and clattered 
forward, with the wild idea of getting *on faster, it was suddenly met, 
or overtaken, by a trooper on horseback, who,* deaf as his own 
drawn sword to all remonstrances, immediately escorted it back to 
the very end of the row, and made it a dim speck in the remotest 
perspective.^ Occasionally, we interchanged a volley of confetti 
with the carriage next in front, or the carriage next behind ; but 
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as yet, this capturing of stray and errant coaches by the military, 
was the chief amusement. 

Presently, we came into a narrow street, where, besides one line 
of carriages going, there was another line of carriages returning. 
Here the sugar-plums and the nosegays began to fly about, pretty 
smartly; and I was fortunate enough to observe one gentleman 
attired as a GrcclJ* warrior, catch a light-whiskered brigand on the 
nose (he was in the very act of tossing up a bouquet to a young lady 
in a first-floor window) with a precision that was much applauded 
by the bystanders. As this victorious Greek was exchanging a 
facetious remark with a stout^ gentleman in a doorway — one-half 
black and one-half white, as if he had been peeled up the middle 
—who had oflered him his congratulations on this achievement, he 
received an orange from a house-top, full on his left ear, and was 
much ' surprised, not to say discomfited. Especially, as he was 
standing up at the time; and in consequence of the carriage 
moving on suddenly, at the same moment, staggered ignominiously, 
and buried himself among his flowers. 

Some quarter of an hour of this sort of progress, brought us to 
the Corso ; and anything so gay, so bright, and lively as the whole 
scene there, it would be difficult to imagine. From all the in- 
numerable balconies : from the remotest and highest, no less than 
from the lowest and nearest : hangings of bright red, bright green, 
bright blue, white and gold, were fluttering in the brilliant sunlight. 
From windows, and from parapets, and tops of houses, streamers 
of the richest colours, and draperies of the gaudiest and most 
sparkling hues, were floating out ui)on the street. The buildings 
seemed to have been literally turned inside out, and to have all 
their gaiety towards the highway. Shop-fronts were taken down, 
and the windows filled with company, like boxes at a shining 
theatre ; doors were carried off their hinges, and long tapestried 
groves, hung with garlands of flowers and evergreens, displayed 
within ; builders’ scaffoldings were gorgeous temples, radiant in 
silver, gold, and crimson ; and in every nook and corner, from the 
pavement to the chimney-toj)s, where women’s eyes couTd glisten, 
there they danced, and laughed, and sparkled, like the light in 
water. Every sort of bewitching madness of dress' was there. 
Little preposterous scarlet jackets ; (juaint old stomachers, more 
wicked than the smartest bodices ; Polish pelisses, strained and 
tight as ripe gooseberries ; tiny (/reek caps, all awry, and clinging 
to the dar)c hair. Heaven knows how ; every wild, quaint, bold, 
shy, pettish, madclip fancy had its illustration in a dress ; and every 
fancy was as dead forgotten by its owner, in the tumult of merriment, 
as if the three old aqueducts that still remain entire had brought 
Lethe into Rome, upon tfleir sturdy arches, that morning. 

The carriages wt^re now three abreast ; in broader places four ; 
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often stationary for a long time together; always one close mass 
of variegated brightness; showing, the whole street-full, through 
the storm of flowers, like flowers of a larger growth themselves. 
In some, the horses were richly caparisoned in magnificent trap- 
jpings ; in others they were decked from head to tail, with flowing 
riBbons. Some were driven by coachmen with enormous double 
faces : one face leering at the horses : the other cocking^ its extra- 
ordinary eyes into the carriage : and botli rattling again, under the 
hail of sugar-plums. Other drivers were attired as women, wearing 
long ringlets and no bonnets, and looking more ridiculous in any 
real difficulty with the horses (of Asshich, in such a concourse, there 
were a great many) than tongue can tejl, or -pen describe. Instead 
of sitting m the carriages, upon the seats, the handsome Roman* 
women, to sec and to be seen the better, sit in the heads of the 
barouches, at this time of general licence, with their .feet upon the 
cushions — and oh, the flowing skirts and dainty waists, the blessed 
shapes and laughing faccs^ the free, good-humoured, gallant figures - 
that they make ! There were great vans, too, full of handsome 
girls — thirty, or more together, perhaps — and the broadsides that 
were ])oured into, and poured out of, these fairy fire-shops, splashed 
the air with flowers and bon-bons for ten minutes at a time. 
Carriages, delayed long in one jilace, would begin a deliberate 
engagement with other carriages, or with pedjile at the lower 
windows; and the spectators, at some uj)per balcony or window, 
joining in the fray, and. attacking both parties, would empty down 
great bags of confetti, that descended like a cloud, and in an instant 
made them white as millers. Still, carriages on carriages, dresses on 
dresses, colours on colours, crowds upon cro^Yds, without end. Men 
and boys clinging to the wheels of coaches, and holding on behind, 
and following in their wake, and diving in among the horses' feet to 
pick up scattered flowxTS to sell again ; maskers on foot (the drollest 
generally) in fantastic exaggerations of court-dresses, surveying the 
throng through enormous 'eye-glasses, and always transported with 
an ecstasy of love, on the discovery of any particularly old lady at 
a window*; long strings of Policinelli, laying about them with blown 
bladders at the ends of sticks ; a waggon-full of madmen, scitaming 
and tearing to the life; a coach-full of grave mamcliikcs, with their 
horse-tail standard set up in the midst : a party of gipsy-w'omen 
engaged in terrific conflict with a shipful of* sailors ; a man-monkey 
on a pole, surrounded by strange animals with pigs' faces, and 
lions' tails, carried under their arms,* or worn gracefully, over their 
shoulders ; carriages on carriages, dresses on dresses, colours on 
colours, crow^ds upon crowds, without end. Not many actual cha- 
racters sustained, or represented, perhaps, considering the number 
dressed, but the main pleasure of the scene consisting in its perfect 
good temper ; in its bright, and infinite, and fRishing variety ; and 
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in its entire abandonment to the mad humour of the time — an 
abandonment so perfect, so contagious, so irresistible, that the 
steadiest foreigner fights up to his middle in 'flowers and sugar- 
plums, like the wildest Roman of them all, and thinks of nothing 
else till half-past four o'clock, when he is suddenly reminded (to 
his great regret) that this is not the whole business of his existence, 
by hearing the truTnpets sound, and seeing the dragoons begin to 
clear the street. 

How it ever is cleared for the race that takes place at five, or 
how the horses ever go through the race, without going over the 
people, is more than I can say. But the carriages get out into the 
by-slwiets, or up into the Pidzza del Popolo, and some people sit 
.in temporary galleries in the latter place, and tens of thousands 
line the Corso on both sides, when the horses are brought out into 
the Pidzza — to the foot of that same column which, for centuries, 
looked down upon the games and chariot-races in the Circus 
.Maxiftius. 

At a given signal they are started off. ‘ Down the live lane, the 
whole length of the Corso, they fly like the wind : riderless, as all 
the world knows : with shining ornaments upon their backs, and 
twisted in their plaited manes : and with heavy little balls stuck 
full of spikes, dangling at their sides, to goad them on. The jingling 
of these trapi)ings; and the rattling of their hoofs upon the hard 
stones ; the dash and fury of their speed along the echoing street ; 
nay, the very cannon that are fired — these poises are nothing to the 
roaring of the multitude : their shouts : the clapping of their hands, 
l^ut it is soon over — almost instantaneously. More cannon shake 
the town. The horses have plunged into the carpets put across the 
street to stop them ; the goal is reached ; the prizes are won (they 
are given, in part, by the j)oor Jews, as a compromise for not 
running foot-races themselves); and there is an end to that day's 
sport. 

But if the scene be bright, and gay, and crowded, on the last 
day but one, ij attains, on the concluding day, to such a height of 
glittering colour, swarming life, and frolicsome uproar, that the bare 
recollection of it makes me giddy at this moment. The 'same 
diversions, greatly heightened and intensified in the ardour with 
which they are pursued, go on until the same hour. The race is 
repeated ; the cannon aiK; fired ; the shouting and clapping of hands 
are renewed ; the cannon are fired again ; the race is over ; and the 
prizes are won. But the carriages : ankle-deep with sugar-plums 
within, and* so bc-flowered and dusty witliout, as to be hardly 
recognisable for the same vehicles that they were, three hours ago ; 
instead of scampering off in all directions, throng into the Corso, 
where they are soon wedded together in a scarcely moving mass. 
For the diversion cff the Moccolctti, the last gay madness of the 
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Carnival, is now at hand ; and sellers of little tapers like what are 
called Christmas candles in England, are shouting lustily on every 
side, ‘ Moccoli, MOccoli ! Ecco Moccolil’ — a new item in the 
tumult ; quite abolishing that Other item of ^ Ecco Eidri ! Ecco 
Fior — r — r ! ’ which has been making itself audible over all the 
*re%t, at intervals, the whole day through. 

As the bright hangings and dresses are all fading into one dull, 
heavy, uniform colour in the decline of the day, lights bcgih flashing, 
here and there : in the windows, on the housetops, in the balconies, 
in the carriages, in the hands of the foot-passengers ; little by little : 
gradually, gradually: more and mqre : until the whole* long street 
is one great glare and blaze of fire. Then,, everybody prcsenjt has 
but one engrossing object; that is, to extinguish other people’s^ 
candles, and to keep his own alight ; and everybody man^ woman, 
or child, gentleman or lady, prince or peasant, native or foreigner: 
yells and screams, and roars incessantly, as a taunt to the sub- 
dued, ‘ Senza Moccolo, Senza Moccolo V (Without a light ! Without 
a light !) until nothing is heard but a gigantic chorus of those two 
words, mingled with peals of laughter. 

^J'he spectacle, at this time, is one of the most extraordinary that 
can be imagined. Carriages coming slowly by, with everybody 
standing on the seals or on the box, holding up their lights at 
arms’ length, for greater safety ; some in i)aper shades ; some w’ith 
a bunch of undefended little tapers, kindled altogether ; some with 
blazing torches; some ^ with *feeble little candles; men on foot, 
creeping along, among the wheels, watching their opportunity, to 
make a spring at some particular light, and dash it out; other 
people climbing up into carriages, to get hold of them by main 
force ; others, chasing some unlucky wanderer, round and round 
his own coach, to blow out the light he has begged or stolen 
somewhere, before he can ascend to his own company, and enable 
them to light their extinguished tapers ; others, with their hats ofl', 
at a carriage-door, humbly beseeching some kind-hearted lady to 
oblige them with a light for a cigar, and when she is in the fulness 
of doubt* whether to comply or no, blowing out the candle she is 
guarding so tenderly v;ith her little hand ; other people ^at the 
windows, fisliing for candles with lines and hooks, or letting dowrn 
long willow-wands with handkerchiefs at the end, and flapping them 
out, dexterously, when the bearer is at th^^ height of his triumph ; 
others, biding their time in corners, with immense extinguishers like 
halberds, and suddenly coming down upon glorious torches ; others, 
gathered round one coach, and sticking to it ; others, raining 
oranges and nosegays at an obdurate little lantern, or regularly 
storming a pyramid of men, holding up one man among them, who 
carries one feeble little wick above his head, with which he defies 
them all ! * Senza Moccolo ! Senza Moccolo i Beautiful women, 
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standing up in coaches, pointing in derision at extinguished lights, 
and clapping their hands,* as they pass on, crying, ‘ Scnza Mo’ccolo ! 
Senza Moccolo ! ^ ; low balconies full of lovely faces and gay 
dresses, struggling with assailants in the streets; some repressing 
them as they climb up, some bending down, some leaning over, 
some shrinking back — delicate arms and bosoms — graceful figurt3^ 
— ^glowing lights, Ikittering dresses, Senza Moccolo, Scnza Moccoli, 
Senza Moc-co-lo-o-o-o ! — when in the wildest enthusiasm of the cry, 
and fullest ecstasy of the sport, the Ave Maria rings from the church 
steeples, and the Carnival is over in an instant — put out like a 
taper, with a breath ! , • 

There was a masquerade at the theatre at night, as dull and 
senseless as a London one, and only remarkable for the summary 
\vay in which fhe house was cleared at eleven o'clock : which was 
done by a line of soldiers .forming along the wall, at the back of 
the stage, and sweeping the whole company out before them, like 
a broad broom. The game of the Moccoletti (the word, in the 
* singular, Moccoletto, is the diminutive bf Moccolo, and means a 
little lamp or candlcsnuif) is supposed by some to be a ceremony 
of burlesque mourning for the death of the Carnival : candles being 
indisjxjnsable to Catholic grief. But whether it be so, or be a 
remnant of the ancient Saturnalia, or an incorporation of both, or 
have its origin in < anything else, I shall always remember it, and 
the frolic, as a brilliant and most captivating sight: no less 
remarkable for the unbroken good-humour of all concerned, down 
to the very lowest (and among those who sc aled the carriages, were 
many of the commonest men and boys), than for its innocent 
vivacity. For, odd as it may seem to say so, of a sport so full of 
thoughtlessness and personal display, it is as free from any taint of 
immodesty as any general mingling of the two sexes can possibly 
be; and there seems to prevail, during its progress, a feeling of 
general, almost childish, simplicity and confidence, which one 
thinks of with a pang, when the Ave Maria has rung it away, for a 
whole year. 

Avaijjng ourselves of a part of the quiet interval between the 
termination of the Carnival and the beginning of the Holy Week : 
when everybody had run away from the one, and few people had 
yet begun to run back again for the other : we went conscientiously 
to work, to see Rome, And, by dint of going out early every 
morning, and coming back latx^ every evening, and labouring hard 
all day, I believe \sie made acquaintance with every post and pillar 
in the city, and the country round ; and, in particular, explored so 
many churches, that I abandoned that part of the enterprise at 
last, before it was half linished, lest I should never, of my own 
accord, go to church again, as long as I lived. But, I managed, 
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almost every day, at one time or other, to get back to the Coliseum, 
and out upon the open Campagna, beyond the Tomb of Cecilia 
Metella. 

We often encountered, in these expeditions, a company of 
English Tourists, with whom I had an ardent, but ungratified 
fciiging, to establish a speaking acquaintance. They were one 
Mr. Davis, and a small circle of friends. It was«impossible not to 
know Mrs. Davis's name, from her being always in grerft request 
among her party, and her party being everywhere. During the 
Holy Week, they were in every part of every scene of every 
ceremony. For a fortnight or threg weeks before it, they were in 
every tomb, and every church, and every ruin, and every Picture 
Gallery ; and I hardly ever observed Mrs. Davis to be silent for a 
moment. Deep underground, high up in St. Peter^s, out, on the 
Campagna, and stilling in the Jews’ qujirter, Mrs. Davis turned up, 
all the same. I don’t think she ever saw anything, or ever looked 
at anything ; and she had always lost something out of a straw 
hand-basket, and was trying to find it, with all her might and main, 
among an ‘immense quantity of English hallpcncc, which lay, like 
sands upon the sea-shore, at the bottom of it. There was a 
professional Cicerone always attached to the party (whi(‘h had been 
brought over from London, fifteen or twemty strong, by contract), 
and if he so much as looked at Mrs. Davis, she invariably cut him 
short by saying, ‘ There, God bless the man, don’t worrit me ! I 
don’t understand a word you ^y, and shouldn’t if you was to talk 
till you was black in tlie face ! ’ Mr. Davis always had a snuff- 
coloured great-coat on, and carried a great green umbrella in his 
hand, and had a slow curiosity constantly devouring him, which 
prompted him to do extraordinary things, such as taking the covers 
off urns in tombs, and looking in at the ashes as if they were 
pickles — and tracing out inscriptions with the ferrule of his umbrella, 
and saying, with intense thoughtfulness, ‘ Here’s a B you see, and 
there’s a R, and this is -the way we goes on in ; is it ! ’ His 
antiquarian habits occasioned his being frequently in the rear of 
the rest ; and one of the agonies of Mrs. Davis, and* the party in 
general, was an ever-present fear that Davis would be lost. , This 
caused them to scream for him, in the strangest places, and at the 
most improper seasons. And when he came, slowly emerging out 
of some sepulchre or other, like a peaceful Ghoftle, saying ‘ Here 
I am ! ’ Mrs. Davis invariably replied, ‘ You’ll be buried alive in a 
foreign country, Davis, and it’s no use* trying to prevent you ! ’ 

Mr. and Mrs. Davis, and their ])arty, had, probably, beCn brought 
from London in about nine or ten days. Eighteen hundred years 
ago, the Roman legions under Claudius, protested against being 
led into Mr. and Mrs. Davis’s country, urging that it lay beyond 
the limits of the world. 
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Among what may be called the Cubs or minor Lions of Rome, 
there was one that amused me mightily. It is always to be found 
there ; and its den is on the great flight of steps that lead from the 
Piazza di Spagna, to the church of Trinita del Monte. In plainer 
words, these steps are the great place of resort for the artists’ 
‘ Models/ and there they are constantly waiting to be hired. Thfe 
first time I wcnif up there, I could not conceive why the faces 
seemed familiar to me ; why they appeared to have beset me, for 
years, in every possible variety of action and costume ; and how it 
came to pass that they started up before me, in Rome, in the broad 
day, like so many saddled and bridled nightmares. 1 soon found 
that, we had made acquaintance, and improved it, for several years, 
on the walls of various E^xhibition Galleries. There is one old 
gentleman, with long white hair and an immense beard, who, to my 
knowledge, has gone half^ through the catalogue of the Royal 
Academy. This is the venerable, or patriarchal model. He 
carries a long staff ; and every knot and twist in that staff I have 
seen, faithfully delineated, innumerable* times. There is another 
man in a blue cloak, who always pretends to be asleep in the sun 
(when there is any), and who, I need not say, is always very wide 
awake, and very attentive to the disposition of his legs. This is the 
doAr fad nienfc model. I'here is another man in a brown cloak, 
who leans against a wall, with his arms folded in his mantle, and 
looks out of the corners of his eyes : which are just visible beneath 
his broad slouched hat. This is \hc assassin model. There is 
another man, who constantly looks over his own shoulder, and is 
always going away, but never does. This is the haughty, or scornful 
model. As to Domestic Happiness, and Holy Families, they should 
come very cheap, for there are lumps of them, all up the steps ; 
and the cream of the thing is, that they are all the falsest vagabonds 
in the world, especially made up for the purpose, and having no 
counterparts in Rome or any other part of the habitable globe. 

My recent mention of the Carnival, reminds me of its being said 
to be a mock mourning (in the ceremony with which it closes), for 
the gaieties and merry-makings before Lent ; and this again reminds 
me of the real funerals and mourning processions of Rome, ‘which, 
like those in most other parts of Italy, are rendered chiefly remark- 
able to a Foreigner, by the indifference with which the mere clay 
is universally regarded, after life has left it. And this is not from 
the survivors having had time to dissociate the memory of the dead 
from their well-remembered appearance and form on earth ; for the 
interment follows too speedily after death, for that: almost always 
taking place within four-and-twenty hours, and, sometimes, within 
twelve. 

At Rome, there is the same arrangement of Pits in a great, bleak, 
open, dreary spac^ that I have already described as' existing in 
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Genoa. When I visited it, at noonday, I saw a solitary coffin of 
plain deal : uncovered by any shroud or pall, and so slightly made, 
that the ho.of of any wandering mule would have crushed it in : 
carelessly tumbled down, all on one side, on the door of one of the 
pits — and there left, by itself, in the wind and sunshine, ‘ How 
do^s it come to be left here ? ’ I asked the man who showed me 
the place. ‘It was brought here half an hour^ago, Signore,' he 
said. I remembered to have met the procession, on itfe return : 
straggling away at a good round pace. ‘When will it be put in 
the pit ? ' I asked him. ‘ When the cart comes, and it is opened 
to-night,' he «aid. ‘ How much doejs it cost to- be brought here in 
this way, instead of coming in the cart ? ' I asked him. ‘ Ten scudi,' 
he said (about two pounds, two-and-sixpfcnce, English). ‘ The other 
bodies, for whom nothing is paid, are taken to the churcli^ of the 
Santa Maria della Consolazione,' he continued, ‘ and brought here 
altogether, in the cart at night.' I stood, a moment, looking at the 
coffin, which had two initial letters scrawled upon the top;* and 
turned away, with an expression in my face, 1 suppose, of not much 
liking its ’exposure in that ipanner : for he said, shrugging his 
shoulders with great vivacity, and giving a pleasant smile, ‘ But he's 
dead, Signore, he's dead. Why not ? ' 

Among the innumerable churches, there is one*! must select for 
separate mention. It is the church of the Ara Cocli, supposed to 
be built on the site of the olcFTemple of Jupiter Eeretrius; and 
approached, on one side,*by a long steep flight of steps, which seem 
incomplete without some group of bearded soothsayers on the top. It 
is remarkable for the ])osscssion of a miraculous Bambino^ or wooden 
doll, representing the Infant Saviour; and I first saw this miraculous 
Bambino, in legal plirasc, in manner following, that is to say : 

We had strolled into the church one afternoon, and were looking 
down its long vista of gloomy pillars (for all these ancient churches 
built upon the ruins of old temples, are dark and sad), when the 
Brave came running in, with a grin upon his fa('e that stretched it 
from ear tjo car, and implored us to follow him, without a moment's 
delay, as they were going to show the Bambino to a select .^larty. 
We accordingly hurried off to a sort of chapel, or sacristy, hard by 
the chief altar, but not in the church itself, where the select party, 
consisting of two or three Catholic gentlemen •and ladies (not 
Italians), were already assembled : .and where one hollow-cheeked 
young monk was lighting up diverif candles, while another was 
putting on some clerical robes over his coarse bu)wn h^bit. The 
candles were on a kind of altar, and above it were two delectable 
figures, such as you would see at any English fair, representing the 
Holy Virgin, and Saint Joseph, as 1 suppose, bending in devotion 
over a wooden box, or coffer ; which was shut. « 


V 
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The hollow-cheeked monk, number One, having finished lighting 
the candles, went down on his knees, in a corner, before this set- 
piece ; and the monk number Two, having put on a pair of highly 
ornamented and gold-bespattered gloves, lifted down the coffer, 
with great reverence, and set it on the altar. Then, with many 
genuflexions, and muttering certain prayers, he opened it, and •let 
down the front, a^id took off sundry covering.^ of satin and lace 
from the inside. The ladies had been on their knees from the 
commencement ; and the gentlemen now dropped down devoutly, 
as he exposed to view a little wooden doll, in face very like General 
Tom Thumb, the American Dwarf : gorgeously dressed in satin and 
gold luce, and actually blazing with rich jewels. There was scarcely 
a spot upon its little breast; or neck, or stomach, but was sparkling 
with the costly offerings of the Faithful. Presently, he lifted it out 
of the boN:, and carrying it round among the kneelers, set its face 
against the forehead of every one, and tendered its clumsy foot to 
then«i to kiss — a ceremony which they all performed down to a dirty 
little ragamuffin of a boy who had walktfil in from the street. When 
this was done, 1 k‘ laid it in the box c^aiu : and the company, rising, 
drew near, and commended the jewels in whispers. In good lime, 
ho replaced the coverings, shut up the I)ox, put it back in its place, 
locked up tlie whole concern (Holy Immily and all) behind a pair 
of folding-doors ptook off his j)ricstly vestments; and received the 
customary ‘ small charge,’ while his companion, by means of an 
extinguisher fastened to the end of' a long stick, put out the lights, 
one after another. The candles being all extinguished, and the 
money all collected, they retired, and so did the spectators. 

I met this same Bambino, in the street a short time afterwards, 
going, in great state, to the house of some sick person. It is taken 
to all parts of Rome for this purpose, constantly ; but, I understand 
that it is not always as successful as could be wished ; for, making 
its appearance at the bedside of weak and nervous people in 
extremity, accompanied by a numerous escort, it not unfrequently 
frightens them to death. Jt is most popular in cases of child-birth, 
where it has ‘done such wonders, that if a lady be longer .than usual 
in getting through her difficulties, a messenger is despatched, with 
all speed, to solicit the immediate attendance of the Bambino. It 
is a very valuable property, and much confided in — especially by 
the religious body to \Yhom it belongs. 

I am happy to know that it is not considered immaculate, by 
some who are good Catholicsii and who arc behind the scenes, from 
what was told me, by the near relation of a Priest, himself a Catholic, 
and a gentleman of learning and intelligence. This Priest made 
my informant promise that he would, on no account, allow the 
Bambino to be borne into the bedroom of a sick lady, in whom 
they were both interested. ‘ For,’ said he, ‘ if they *(the monksjl 
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trouble her with it, and intrude themselves into her room, it will 
certainly kill her/ My informant accordingly looked out of the 
window when it came ; and, with many thanks, declined to open 
the door. He endeavoured, in another case of which he bad no 
other knowledge than such as he gained as a passer-by at the 
fnement, to prevent its being carried into a small unwholesome 
chamber, where a .poor girl was dying. But, hm strove against it 
unsuccessfully, and she expired while the crowd were* pressing 
round her bed. 

Among the people who drop into St. Peter's at their leisure, to 
kneel on the pavement, and say a ^quiet prayer, there are certain 
schools and seminaries, priestly and otherwise-, that come in, t\^;enty 
or thirty strong. These boys always kneel down in single file, one 
behind the other, with a tall grim master in a black ^own, bringing ' 
up the rear : like a pack of cards arranged to be tumbled down at 
a touch, with a disproportionately large Knave of clubs at the end. 
JVhen they have had a minute or so at the chief altar, they scramble 
up, and filing off* to the chapel of the Madonna, or the sacrament, 
flop down again in the same order ; so that if anybody did stumble 
against the master, a general and sudden overthrow of the whole 
line must inevitably ensue. 

The scene in all the churches is the strangest possible, l^he 
same mono*tonous, heartless, drowsy chaunting, .always going on ; 
the same dark building, darker from the brightness of the street 
without; the same lamps difnly burning; the self-same people 
kneeling here and there; turned towards you, from one altar or 
other, the same priest's back, with the same large cross embroidered 
on it; however different in size, in shape,’ in wealth, in architecture, 
this church is from that, it is the same thing still. There are the 
same dirty beggars stopping in their muttered prayers to beg ; the 
same miserable cripples exhibiting their deformity at the doors; 
the same blind men, rattling little pots like kitchen pepper-castors : 
their depositories for alms*; the same preposterous crowns of silver 
stuck upon the painted heads of single saints and Virgins in crowded 
pictures, so that a little figure on a mountain has a head-dress bigger 
than the temple in the foreground, or adjacent miles of landscape ; 
the same favourite shrine or figure, smothered with little silver 
hearts and crosses, and the like : the staple trade and show of all 
the jewellers; the same odd mixture of respect* and indecorum, 
faith and phlegm : kneeling on the stones, and spitting on them, 
loudly ; getting up from prayers to beg a little, or to pursue some 
other worldly matter : and then kneeling down .again, "to resume 
the contrite supplication at the point where it was interrupted. In 
one church, a kneeling lady got up from her prayer, for a moment, 
to offer us her card, as a teacher of Music; and in another, a 
sedate gentleman with a very thick walking-stjjtf, arose from his 
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devotions to belabour his dog, who was growling at another dog : 
and whose yelps and howls resounded through the church, as his 
master quietly relapsed into his former train of meditation — keeping 
his eye upon the dog, at the same time, nevertheless. 

Above all, there is always a receptacle for the contributions of 
the Faithful, in some form or other. Sometimes, it is a money- 
box, set up between the worshipper, and the wooden life-size figure 
of the Redeemer ; sometimes, it is a little chest for the maintenance 
ofthc Virgin ; sometimes, an appeal on behalf of a popular Bambino ; 
sometimes, a bag at the end of a long stick, thrust among the 
people here and there, and vigilantly jingled by an active Sacristan ; 
but there it always is, and, very often, in many shapes in the same 
church, and doing pretty well in all. Nor, is it wanting in the 
open air — the streets and roads — for, often as you are walking 
along, thinking about anything rather than a tin canister, that 
object pounces out upon you from a little house by the wayside ; 
and .on its top is painted, ‘ For the Souls in Purgatory ; ' an appeal 
which the bearer repeats a great many times, as he rattles it before 
you, much as Punch rattles the cracked bell which his sanguine 
disposition makes an organ of. 

And this reminds me that some Roman altars of peculiar 
sanctity, bear the inscription, ‘ Every Mass performed at this altar 
frees a soul from Purgatory.' I have never been able to find out 
the charge for one of these services, but they should needs be 
expensive. There are several Crosses in Rome too, the kissing 
of which, confers indulgences for varying terms. That in the 
centre of the Coliseum, is worth a hundred days ; and people may 
be seen kissing it from morning to night. It is curious that some 
of these crosses seem to ac(|uire an arbitrary popularity ; this very 
one among them. In anotlier part of the Coliseum there is a cross 
upon a marble slab, with the inscription, ‘ Who kisses this cross shall 
be entitled to Two hundred and forty days' indulgence.' But I 
saw no one person kiss it, though, day aftcT day, I sat in tlic arena, 
and saw scores upon scores of peasants pass it, on tlieir way to 
kiss the othei. 

To^single out details from the great dream of Roman Cl>urchcs, 
would l)c the wildest occupation in the world. But St. Stefano 
Rotondo, a damp, mildewed vault of an old churcli in the outskirts 
of Rome, will ah/ays struggle uppermost in my mind, by reason of 
the hideous paintings with wliich its walls are covered. These repre- 
sent the martyrdoms of saints and early Christians ; and such a 
panorama ‘of horror and butchery no man could imagine in his 
sleep, though he were to eat a whole pig raw, for supper. Grey- 
bearded men being boiled, fried, grilled, crimiicd, singed, eaten l)y 
wild Ijeasts, worried by dogs, buried alive, torn asunder by horses, 
chopped up small^with hatchets; women having theird)reasts torn 
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with iron pinchers, their tongues cut out, their ears screwed off, 
their jaws broken, their bodies stretched upon the rack, or skinned 
upon the stake, or crackled up and melted in the fire ; these are 
among the mildest subjects. So insisted on, and laboured at, 
besides, that every sufferer gives you the same occasion for wonder 
as^poor old Duncan awoke, in I.ady Macbeth, when she marvelled 
at his having so much blood in him. 

There is an upper chamber in the Mamertinc prisons, over what 
is said to have bcen-'and very possibly may have been — the 
dungeon of St. Peter. This chamber is noAv fitted up as .an oratory, 
dedicated ta that saint ; and it li\uis, as a distinct and separate 
place, in my recollection, too. It is very small arid low-roofed; 
and the dread and gloom of the ponderous, obdurate old prison 
are on it, as if they had come up in a dark mist through the floor. 
Hanging on the walls, among the clustered votive offerings, are 
objects, at once strangely in keeping, and strangely at variance, 
j^vith the place — rusty daggers, knives, pistols, clubs, divers iftstru- 
mcnls of yiolence and murder, brought here, fresh from use, and 
hung up to propitiate offended Heaven : as if the blood upon them 
would drain off in consecrated air, and have no voice to cry with. 
It is all so silent and so close, and tomb-like; and the dungeons 
below are sp black and stealthy, and stagnant, and naked ; that this 
little dark spot becomes a dream within a dream f and in the vision 
of great churches which come rolling past me like a sea, it is a 
small wave by itself, that^ melt? into no other wave, and docs not 
flow on with the rest. 

It is an awful thing to think of the enormous caverns that are 
entered from some Roman churches, and undermine the city. 
Many churches havci crypts and subterranean chapels of great size, 
which, in the ancient time, were baths, and secret chambers of 
temples, and what not ; but I do not speak of them. Beneath the 
church of St. Giovanni and St. Paolo, there are the jaws of a terrific 
range of caverns, hewn oift of the rock, and said to have another 
outlet underneath the Coliseum — tremendous darki^esses of vast 
extent^ liulf-buried in the earth and unexplorable, where the dull 
torches, flashed by the attendants, glimmer down long rai^iges of 
distant vaults branching to the right and left, like streets in a city 
of tlie dead ; and shoAv the cold damp stealing down the walls, 
drip-drop, drip-drop, to join the pools of *vatcr that lie here and 
there, and never saw, or never will* see, one ray of the sun. Some 
accounts make these the prisons of the wild beasts destined for the 
amphitheatre ; some the prisons of the condemned gladiators ; some, 
both. But the legend most appalling to the fancy is, that in the 
upper range (for there are two stories of these caves) the Early 
Christians destined to be eaten at the Coliseum Shows, heard the 
wild beasts* hungry for them, roaring down bcl#w; until, upon the 



326 PICTURES FROM ITALY 

night and solitude of their captivity, there burst the sudden noon 
and life of the vast theatre crowded to the parapet, and of these, 
their dreaded neighbours, bounding in ! 

Below the church of San Sebastiano, two miles beyond the gate 
of San Sebastiano, on the Appian Way, is the entrance to the 
catacombs of Rome — quarries in the old time, but afterwards fnd 
luding-places of tlfe Christians. These ghastly passages have been 
explored Tor twenty miles; and form a chain of labyrinths, sixty 
miles in circumference. 

A gaunt. Franciscan friar, with a wild bright eye, was our only 
guide, down into this profound and dreadful place. ‘The narrow 
ways and openings hither and thither, coupled with the dead and 
heavy air, soqn blotted ouf, in all of us, any recollection of the 
track by which wo had come : and I could not help thinking ‘ Good 
Heaven, if, in a sudden fit madness, he should dash the torches 
out, or if he should be seized with a fit, what would become of us ! ^ 
On We wandered, among martyrs' graves : passing great subT 
terranean vaulted roads, diverging in all directions, and phoked up 
with heaps of stones, that thieves and murderers may not take 
refuge there, and form a population under Rome, even worse than 
that which lives between it and the sun. Graves, graves, graves ; 
Graves of men, of women, of their little children, who rrjn crying to 
the persecutors, ‘"We are Christians ! We are Christians ! ' that 
they might be murdered with their parents ; Graves with the palm 
of martyrdom roughly cut into their stoi,ie boundaries, and little 
niches, made to hold a vessel of the martyrs' blood ; Graves of some 
who lived down here, for years together, ministering to the rest, and 
preaching truth, and hope, and comfort, from the rude altans, that 
bear witness to their fortitude at this hour ; more roomy graves, but 
fiir more terrible, where hundreds, being surprised, were hemmed in 
and walled up : buried before Death, and killed by slow starvation. 

‘ The Triumphs of the Faith are not above ground in our splendid 
churches,' said the friar, looking round Upon us, as we stopped to 
rest in one of, the low passages, with bones and dust surrounding us 
on eveiy side. ‘They are here! Among the Martyrs' Graves!' 
He w?.s a gentle, earnest man, and said it from his heart ; bul when 
I thought how Christian men have dealt with one another; how, 
perverting our most merciful religion, they have hunted down and 
tortured, burnt and beheaded, strangled, slaughtered, and oppressed 
each other ; I pictured to myself an agony surpassing any that this 
Dust had suffered with the brdiith of life yet lingering in it, and how 
these great" and constant hearts would have been shaken — how they 
would have quailed and drooped — if a foreknowledge of the deeds 
that professing Christians would commit in the Great Name for 
which they died, could have rent them wuth its own unutterable 
anguish, on the cruel wheel, and bitter cross, and in the* fearful fire. 
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Such are the spots and patches in my dream of churches, that 
remain apart, and keep their separate identity, I have a fainter 
recollection, sometimes of the relics ; of the fragments of the pillar 
of the Temple that was rent in twain; of the portion of the table 
that was si)read for the Last Supper ; of the well at which the 
Wflwnan of Samaria gave water to Our Saviour ; of two columns from 
the house of Pontius Pilate ; of the stone to# which the Sacrod 
hands were bound, when the scourging was performed ; o£ the grid- 
iron of Saint Lawrence, and the stone below it, marked with the frying 
of his fat and blood ; these set a shadowy mark on some cathedrals, 
as an old stpry, or a fable might, and stop them for an instant, as 
they flit before me. The rest is d vast wilderness of consecrated 
buildings of all shapes and fancies, bltnding one with another ; of 
battered pillars of old Pagan temples, dug up from the ground, and* 
forced, like giant captives, to support the roofs of Christian diurches ; 
of pictures, bad, and wonderful, and* impious, and tidicnJous ; of 
kneeling people, curiing incense, tinkling bells, and sometime;,s (but 
hiot often) of a swelling organ: of Madonne, with their breasts* 
stuck full bf swords, arranged in a half-circle like a modern fan ; of 
actual skeletons of dead saints, hideously attired in gaudy satins, 
silks, and velvets trimmed with gold : their withered crust of skull 
adorned with precious jewels, or with chni)Icts of crushed flowers ; 
sometimes,* of people gathered round the pulpit, .and a monk within 
it stretching out the crucifix, and preaching fiercely : the sun just 
streaming down through some high window on the sail-cloth* 
stretched above him ancT across the church, to keep his high-pitched 
voice from being lost among the echoes of the roof. Then my 
tired memory comes out upon a flight of steps, where knots of 
people are asleep, or basking in the light ; and strolls away, among 
the rags, and smells, and palaces, and hovels, of an old Italian 
street. 

On one Saturday morning (the eighth of March), a man was 
beheaded here. Nine or ten months before, he had waylaid a 
Bavariaij countess, travelling as a pilgrim to Rome-*- alone and on 
foot, of course — and performing, it is said, that act of piety for the 
fourth time. He saw her change a piece of gold at \ iterboT, where 
he lived; follo\ved her ; bore her company on her journey for some 
forty miles or more, on the treacherous pretext -of protecting her ; 
attacked her, in the fulfilment of his unrelenting purpose, on the 
Campagna, within a very short distance of Rome, near to what is 
called (but what is not) the Tomb of Nero ; ro])bed her ; and beat 
her to death with her own pilgrim's staff. He was newly married, 
and gave some of her apparel to his wife : saying that he had 
bought it at a fair. She, however, who had seen the pilgrim- 
countess passing through their town, recognised some trifle as 
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having belonged to her.* Her husband then told her what he had 
done. She, in confession, told a priest ; and the man was taken, 
within four days after the commission of the murder. 

There are no fixed times for the adininistration of justice, or its 
execution, in this unaccountable country; and he had been in 
prison ever since. On the Friday, as he was dining with the otkef 
prisoners, they came and told him he was to be beheaded next 
morning, and took him away. It is very unusual to execute in 
Lent ; but his crime being a very bad one, it was deemed advisable 
to make an example of him at that time, when great numbers of 
pilgrims were coming towards Rome, from all parts, for the Holy 
AVeek. I heard of this on the Friday evening, and saw the bills up 
at the churches, calling bn the people to pray for the criminaFs soul. 
So, I determined to go, and see him executed. 

The beheading was appointed for fourteen and a-half o’clock, 
Roman time : * or a quarter before nine in the forenoon. I had two 
friendg with me; and as .we did not know but that the crowd mighty 
be very great, we were on the spot by half past seven. The place of' 
execution was near the church of San Giovanni decollato* (a doubt- 
ful compliment to Saint John the Baptist) in one of the impassable 
back streets without any footway, of which a great part of Rome is 
composed— a street of rotten houses, which do' not seem to belong 
to anybody, and (\o not seem to have ever been inhabited, aiul 
certainly were never built on any plan, or for any i)articular purpose, 
'and have no window-sashes, and are a little like deserted breweries, 
and might be warehouses but for having nothing in them. Oi)i)Osite 
to one of these, a white house, the scaffold was built. An untidy, 
unpainted, uncouth, crazy-lboking thing of course : some seven feet 
high, perhaps : with a tall, gallows-shaped frame rising above it, in 
which was the knife, charged with a ponderous mass of iron, all 
ready to descend, and glittering brightly in the morning sun, wlien- 
cver it looked out, now and then, from behind a cloud. 

There were not many people lingering about; and these were 
kept at a considerable distance from the scaffold, by parties of the 
Tope’s dragoons. Two or three hundred foot-soldiers were under 
arms, standing at ease in clusters here and there ; and the officers 
were wSlking up and down in twos and threes, chatting together, 
and smoking cigars. 

At the end of tlv3 street, was an o[)cn space, where there would 
be a dust-heap, and piles of broken (Tockery, and mounds of 
vegetable refuse, but for such things being thrown anywlu^re and 
everywhere in Rome, and favouring no })articular sort of locality. 
We got into a kind of wash-house, belonging to a dwelling-house 
on this spot ; and standing there in an old cart, and on a heap of 
cartwheels piled against the wall, looked, through a large grated 
window, at the scaffold, and straight down the street beyond it. 
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until, in consequence of its turning off abruptly to the left, our 
perspective was brought to a sudden termination, and had a cor- 
pulent officer, in a cocked hat, for its crowning feature. 

Nine o'clock struck, and ten o'clock struck, and nothing happened. 
All the bells of all the churches rang as usual. A little parliament 
•o? dogs assembled in the open space, and chased each other, in 
and out among the soldiers. Fierce-looking Rdinans of the lowest 
class, in blue cloaks, russet cloaks, and rags uncloaked, -came and 
went, and talked together. Women and children fluttered, on the 
skirts of the scanty crowd. One large muddy spot was left quite 
bare, like a. bald place on a man's head. A. cigar-merchant, with 
an earthen pot of charcoal ashes in one hand, went up and Jown, 
crying his wares. A pastry-merchant divided his attention between 
the scaffold and his customers. Boys tried to climb up walls, and* 
tumbled down again. Priests and mpnks elbowed a passage for 
themselves among the people, and stood on tiptoe Tor a. sight of 
the knife : then weftt aw^ay. Artists, in inconceivable hats ©f the^ 
middle-ages, and beards (thank Heaven !) of no age at all, flashed 
pictures([ue scowls about them from their stations in the throng. 
One gentleman (connected with the fine arts, I presume) wx‘nt up 
and down in a pair of Ilcssian-boots, with a red beard hanging 
dowm on his breast,’ and his long and bright red hair, plaited into 
two tails, *one on either side of his head, which fell over his 
shouId(jrs in front of him, very nearly to his waist, and.wxre carc-^ 
fully entwined and braided ! •• 

Eleven o'clock struclc ; and still nothing happened. A rumour 
got about, among the crowd, that the criminal w^oiild not confess ; 
in which case, the priests would keep him until the Ave Maria 
(sunset) ; for it is their merciful custom never finally to turn the 
crucifix away from a man at that pass, as one refusing to be shriven, 
and consequently a sinner abandoned of the Saviour, until then. 
People began to drop off. The officers shrugged their shoulders 
and looked doubtful. The dragoons, who came riding up below” 
our window”, every now and then, to order an unlucky hackney- 
coach ox cart away, as soon as it had comfortably csfablished itself, 
and was covered with exulting people (but never before), ^ecamc 
imperious, and quick-tempered. The bald place hadn't a straggling 
hair upon it ; and the corpulent officer, crowning the perspective, 
took a w”orld of snuff. ^ • 

Suddenly, there was a noise .of trumpets. ‘ Attention ! ' w”as 
among the foot-soldiers instantly. •They were marched up to the 
scaffold and formed round it. The dragoons, galloptid to their 
nearer stations too. The guillotine became the centre of a wood 
of bristling bayonets and shining sabres. The people closed round 
nearer, on the flank of the soldiery. A* long straggling stream of 
men and boys, who had accompanied the ijj:ocession from the 
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prison, came pouring into the open space. The bald spot was 
scarcely distinguishable from the rest. The cigar and pastry- 
merchants resigned all thoughts of business, for the moment, and 
abandoning themselves wholly to pleasure, got good situations in 
the crowd. The perspective ended, now, in a troop of dragoons. 
And the corpulent officer, sword in hand, looked hard at a chureh* 
close to him, whiclr he could see, but we, the crowd, could not. 

After a -short delay, some monks were seen approaching to the 
scaffold from this church ; and above their heads, coming on 
slowly and gloomily, the effigy of Christ upon the cross, canopied 
with black. ’ This was carried round the foot of the scaffold, to the 
front,, and turned towards the criminal, that he might see it to the 
last. It was hardly in its plate, when he appeared on the platform, 
bare-footed j His hands bound ; and w’ith the collar and neck of 
his shirt but away, almost to jthe shoulder. A young man — six-and- 
twenty— rvigorbusly made, and well-shaped. Face pale ; small dark 
moustache ; and dark brown hair. * 

He had refused to confess, it seemed, without first having his * 
wife brought to see him ; and they, had sent an escorl for her, 
which had occasioned the delay. 

He immediately kneeled down, below the knife. His Peck 
fitting into a hole, made for the purpose, in a cross pl.ank, was shut 
down, by another .plank above ; exactly like the pillory. Imme- 
diately below him was a leathern bag. And into it his head rolled 
‘instantly.. 

The executioner was holding it by the hair, and walking with it 
round the scaffold, showing it to the people, before one quite knew 
that the knife had fallen heavily, and with a rattling sound. 

When it had travelled round the four sides of the scaffold, it was 
set upon a pole in front — a little patch of black and white, for the 
long street to stare at, and the flics to settle on. The eyes were 
turned upward, as if he had avoided the sight of the leathern bag, 
and looked to the crucifix. Every tinge and hue of life had left it 
in that instant. It w'as dull, cold, livid, wax. The body also. 

There Avas & great deal of blood. When we left the window, 
and went close up to the scaffold, it was very dirty; one df the 
two men who w'ere throAving Avater over it, turning to help the other 
lift the body into a shell, picked his way as through mire. A 
strange appearance was, the apparent annihilation of the neck. 
The head Avas taken off so close, that it .seemed as if the knife had 
narrowly escaped crushing the jaAv, or shaving off the ear ; and the 
body looked as if there were nothing left above the shoulder. 

Nobody cared, or was at all affected. There AA'as no manifesta- 
tion of disgust, or pity, or indignation, or sorrow. My empty 
pockets were tried, several "times, in the crowd immediately below 
the scaffold, as the qprpse was being put into its coffin. *It was an 



ART TREASURES 83* 

ugly, filthy, careless, sickening spectacle ; meaning nothing but 
butchery beyond the momentary interest, to the one wretched actor. 
Yes ! Such a sight has one meaning and one warning. Let me 
not forget it. The speculators in the lottery, station themselves at 
favourable points for counting the gouts of blood that spirt out, 
htre or there ; and buy that number. It is pretty sure to have a 
run upon it. 

The body was carted away in due time, the knife cleansed, the 
scaffold taken down, and all the hideous apparatus removed. The 
executioner : an outlaw ex officio (what a satire on the Punishment !) 
who dare not, for his life, cross the Bridge of St. Angelo but to do 
his work : retreated to his lair, ancf the shoty- was over. 

At the head of the collections in the palaces* of Rome, the 
Vatican, of course, with its treasures pf art, its enormous* galleries, 
and staircases, and suites upon suites of immense chambers, ranks 
highest and stands foremost. Many most noble statues, and 
wonderful pictures, are tliTerc ; nor is it heresy to say that there is 
a considerable amount of rubbish there, too. AVhen any old piece 
of sculpture dug out of the ground, finds a place in a gallery 
because it is old, and without any reference to its intrinsic merits : 
and finds admirers hy the hundred, because it is there, and for no 
other reason on earth there will be no laok of objects, very 
indifferent in the plain eyesight of any one who employs so vulgar 
a property, when he may wcfir the spectacles of Cant fordess than 
nothing, and establish * himself as a man of taste for the mere 
trouble of putting them on. 

I unreservedly confess, for myself, that I cannot leave my natural 
perception of what is natural and true, at a palace-door, in Italy 
or elsewhere, as I should leave my shoes if I were travelling in the 
East. I cannot forget that there are certain expressions of face, 
natural to certain passions, and as unchangeable in their nature as 
the gait of a lion, or the flight of an eagle. I cannot dismiss from 
my certain knowledge, such commonplace facts as the ordinary 
proportion of men's arms, and legs, and heads ; and when I meet 
with * performances that do violence to these experienqps and 
recollections, no matter where they may be, I cannot honestly 
admire them, and think it best to say so ; in spite of high critical 
advice that we should sometimes feign rv) adifiiration, though we 
have it not. 

Therefore, I freely acknowledge •that when I see a Jolly young 
Waterman representing a cherubim, or a Baiclay and Perkins's 
Drayman depicted as an Evangelist, I see nothing to commend or 
admire in the performance, however great its reputed Painter. 
Neither am I partial to libellous AngelS, who play on fiddles and 
bassoons. Tor the edification of sprawling monks apparently in liquon 
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Nor to those Monsieur Tonsons of galleries, Saint Francis and Sainf 
Sebastian ; both of whom I submit should have very uncommon 
and rare merits, as works of art, to justify their compound multipli- 
cation by Italian Painters. 

It seems to me, too, that the indiscriminate and determined 
raptures in which some critics indulge, is incompatible with ttte' 
true appreciation the really great and transcendent works. I 
cannot imagine, for example, how the resolute champion of un- 
deserving pictures can soar to the amazing beauty of Titian's great 
picture of the Assumption of the Virgin at Venice; or how the 
man who is truly affected by the ^sublimity of that exquisrite produc- 
tion, or who . is truly sensible of the beauty of Tintoretto's great 
picture of the Assembly of' the Blessed in the same place, can 
cliscem in Michael Angelo's I^ast Judgment, in the Sistine chapel, 
any general idea, or one pea^vading thought, in harmony with the 
stupendous subject. He who will contemplate Raphael’s master- 
piece, <he Transfigurationj and will go away in{o another chamber 
of that same Vatican, and contemplate another design of Raphael, 
representing (in incredible caricature) the miraculous stopping of a 
great fire by Leo the Fourth — and who will say that he admires 
them both, as works of extraordinary genius — ;must, as I think, be 
wanting in his powers of perception in one of the two , instances, 
and, probably, in the high and lofty one. 

It is easy to suggest a doubt, but I have a great doubt whether, 
sometimes, the rules of art are not too strictly observed, and whether 
it is quite Avell or agreeable that we should know beforehand, where 
this figure will be turning round, and where that figure will be lying 
down, and where there will be drapery in folds, and so forth. When 
I observe heads inferior to the subject, in pictun^s of merit, in Italian 
galleries, I do not attach that reproach to the Painter, for I have a 
suspicion that these great men, who were, of necessity, very much 
in the hands of monks and jn iests, j)ainted monks and priests a great 
deal too often. I frecpiently see, in pictures of real power, heads 
quite below the story and the i)ainter : and I invariably observe 
that those heads are of the Convent stamp, and have their counter- 
parts apiong the Convent inmates of tins hour ; so, I have settled 
with myself that, in such cases, the lameness was not with the painter, 
but with the vanity and ignorance of certain of his employers, who 
would be ajx>stleS“-*-on egnvas, at all events. 

The exquisite grace and beauty of Canova’s statues; the won- 
derful gravity and repose of mafiy of the ancient works in sculpture, 
both in the Capitol ^and the Vatican ; and the strength and fire of 
many others ; are, in their different ways, beyond all reach of words. 
They are especially impressive and delightful, after the works of 
Bernini and his disciples. In which the churches of Rome, from 
St. Peter's downward abound ; and which are, I verily believe, the 
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most detestable class of productions in the wide world. I would * 
infinitely rather (as mere works of art) look upon the three deities 
of the Past, the Present, and the Future, in. the Chinese Collection, 
than upon the best of thesQ breezy maniacs ; whose every fold of 
drapery is blown inside-out ; whose smallest vein, or artery, is as big 
•as an ordinary forefinger ; whose hair is like a nest of lively snakes ; 
and whose attitudes put all other extravagance t# shame. Insomuch 
that I do honestly believe, there can be no place in the w©rld, where 
such intolerable abortions, begotten of the sculptor’s chisel, are to be 
found in such profusion, as in Rome. 

There is^i fine collection of Egyptian antiquities, in the Vatican ; 
and the ceilings of the rooms in which they are arranged, arc painted 
to represent a starlight sky in the Desert. It may seem an odd 
idea, but it is very effective. The grim, half-human* monsters front 
the temples, look more grim and moustrous underneath *the deep 
dark blue ; it sheds a strange uncertain gloomy air oh ever.ything — 
a mystery adapted (b the objects ; and yon leave them, as you find 
them, shrouded in a solemn night. 

In the* private palaces, pictures are seen to the best advantage. 
There are seldom so many in one place that the attention need 
become distracted, or the eye confused. You see them very 
leisurely ; and are rarely interrupted by,a crowd of people. There 
are portrafts innumerable, by Titian, and Rembrandt, and Vandyke ; 
heads by Guido, and Domcnichino, and Carlo Dolci ; various subjects 
by Correggio, and Murillo, und Raphael, and Salvator Rosa, and* 
Spagnolctto — many of which it would be difficult, indeed, to praise 
too highly, or to praise enough ; such is their tenderness and grace ; 
their noble elevation, purity, and beauty.' 

The j)orlrait of Beatrice di Cenci, in the Palazzo Berberini, is a 
picture almost impossil)le to be forgotten. Through the transcendent 
sweetness and beauty of the face, there is a something shining out, 
that haunts me. I see it now, as I see this pa})er, or my pen. The 
head is loosely draped ii> white; ; the light hair falling down below 
the linen folds. She; has turned suddenly towards you ; and there is 
an expii'ssion in the eyes — although they are very tertder and gentle 
— as "if the wildness of a momentary terror, or distraction, had been 
struggled with and overcome, that instant ; and nothing but a celestial 
hope, and a beautiful sorrow, and a desolate earthly helplessness 
remained. Some stories say that Guido painted^it, the night before 
her execution ; some other stories^ that he i)ainted it from memory, 
after having seen her, on her way U# the scaffold. 1 am willing to 
believe that, as you see her on his canvas, so .she turned towards 
him, in the crowd, from the first sight of the axe, and stamped upon 
his mind a look which he has stamped on mine a§ though 1 liad 
stood beside him in the concourse. Th« guilty palace of the Cenci : 
blighting d whole quarter of the town, as it stands withering away 
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by grains : had that face, to my fancy, in its dismal porch, and at its 
black, blind windows, and flitting up and down its dreary stairs, and 
growing out of the darkness of the ghostly galleries. The History 
is written in the Painting ; written, in the .dying girl’s face, by Nature’s 
own hand. And oh 1 how in that one touch she puts to flight 
(instead of making kin) the puny world that claim to be related io' 
her, in right of poot conventional forgeries ! 

I I saw irr the Palazzo Spada, the statue of Pompey ; the statue at 
whose base Csesar fell. A stern, tremendous figure ! I imagined 
one of greater finish : of the last refinement : full of delicate touches ; 
losing its distinctness, in the giddy eyes of one whose blood was 
ebbing before it, and settling into some such rigid majesty as this, 
as Death came creeping over’the upturned face. 

The excursions in the neighbourhood of Rome are charming, and 
would be" full of interest were it only for the changing views they 
afford, of the wild Campagna. But, every inch of ground, in every 
direction, is rich in associations, and in natural' beauties. There is 
‘Albano, with its lovely lake and wooded 'shore, and with its wine, 
that certainly has not improved since the days of Horace, and in 
these times hardly justifies his panegyric. There is squalid Tivoli, 
with the river Anio, diverted from its course, and plunging down, 
headlong, some eighty feet in search of it. With its picturesque 
Temple of the Sibyl, perched high on a crag ; its minor' waterfalls 
glancing and sparkling in the sun ; and one good cavern yawning 
darkly, where the river takes a fearful plunge and shoots on, low 
down under beetling rocks. There, too, is the Villa d’Este, deserted 
and decaying among groves of melancholy pine and cypress trees, 
where it seems to lie in state. Then, there is Frascati, and, on the 
steep above it, the ruins of Tusculum, where Cicero lived, and 
wrote, and adorned his favourite house (some fragments of it may 
yet be seen there), and where Cato was born. We saw its ruined 
amphitheatre on a grey, dull day, when a .shrill March wind was 
blowing, and when the scattered stones of the old city lay strewn 
about the lonely eminence, as desolate and dead as the ashes of a 
long extinguishbd fire. 

One day we walked out, a little party of three, to Albano, fourteen 
miles distant ; possessed by a great desire to go there by the ancient 
Appian way, long since ruined and overgrown. We started at half- 
past seven in the iRoming, and within an hour or so were out upon 
the open Campagna. For twelve miles we went climbing on, over 
an unbroken succession of mojnd.s, and heaps, and hills, of ruin. 
Tombs and lemples. overthrown and prostrate ; small fragments of 
columns, friezes, pediments ; great blocks of granite and marble ; 
mouldering arches, grass-grown and decayed ; ruin enough to build 
a spacious city from ; lay strewn about us. Sometimes, loose walls, 
built up from these .fragments by the shepherds, came across our 
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path ; sometimes, a ditch between two mounds of broken stones, 
obstructed our progress; sometimes, the fragments themselves, 
rolling from beneath our feet, made it a toilsome matter to advance; 
but it was always ruin. Now, we tracked a piece of the old road, 
above the ground ; now traced it, underneath a grassy covering, as 
nfrthat were its grave ; but all the way was ruin. In the distance, 
ruined aqueducts, went stalking on their gian^ course along the 
plain ; and every breath of wind that swept towards his, stirred 
early flowers and grasses, springing up, spontaneously, on miles of 
ruin. The unseen larks above us, who alone disturbed the awful 
silence, ha<J their nests in ruin ; and the fierce herdsihen, clad in 
sheepskins, who now and then sbowled out upon us from^ their 
sleeping nooks, were housed in ruin. * The aspect o{ the desolate 
Campagna in one direction, where it was most level, reminded mef 
of an American prairie ; but what is the solitude of a regfon where 
men have never dwelt, to that of a l^esert, where a mighty race 
have left their footj'^ints in the earth from which they have vanished ; 
w'here the resting-places of their Dead, have fallen like their Dead ;* 
and the broken hour-glass of Time is but a heap of idle dust ! 
Returning, by the road, at sunset 1 and looking, from the distance, 
on the course we had taken in the morning, I almost feel (as I had 
felt wdien I first saw 'it, at that hour) as if the sun would never rise 
again, but’looked its last, that night, upon a ruined world. 

To come again on Rome, by moonlight, after such an expedition,^ 
is a fitting close to such a day. The narrow streets, devoid of foot-* 
ways, and choked, in eVery obscure corner, by heaps of dunghill- 
rubbish, contrast so strongly, in their cramped dimensions, and 
their filth, and darkness, wuth the broad square before some haughty 
church : in the centre of which, a hieroglyphic- covered obelisk, 
brought from Egypt in the days of the Emperors, looks strangely on 
the foreign scene about it ; or perhaps an ancient pillar, with its 
honoured statue overthrown, supports a Christian saint : Marcus 
Aurelius giving place to Paul, and Trajan to St. Peter. Then, there 
are the ponderous buildings reared from the spoliation of the 
Coliscugm, shutting out the moon, like mountains : tvhile here and 
there; are broken arches and rent walls, through which it ^gushes 
freely, as the life comes pouring from a wound. The little town of 
miserable houses, walled, and shut in by barred gates, is the quarter 
where the Jews are locked up nightly, when th^ clock strikes eight 
— a miserable place, densely p 9 pulated, *and reeking with bad 
odours, but where the people are industrious and money-getting. 
In the day-time, as you make your way along .the nafrow streets, 
you see them all at work : upon the pavement, oftener than in 
their dark and frouzy shops ; furbishing old clothe*s, and driving 
bargains. • 

Crossing from these patches of thick darkness, out into the moon 
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once more, the fountain of Trevi, welling from a hundred jets, and 
rolling over mimic rocks, is silvery to the eye and ear. In the 
narrow little throat of street, beyond, a booth', dressed out with 
flaring lamps, and boughs of trees, attracts a group of sulky Romans 
round its smoky coppers of hot broth, and cauliflower stew ; its 
trays of fried fish, and its flasks of wine. As you rattle round the' 
sharply-twisting corner, a lumbering sound is hcArd. The coach- 
man stops abruptly, and uncovers, as a van comes slowly by, preceded 
by a man who bears a large cross ; by a torch-bearer ; and a priest : 
the latter chaunting as he goes. It is the Dead Cart, with the bodies 
of tlie poor,* on their way to burial in the Sacred Field /outside the 
walls, where they will be thrown into the pit that will be covered’ 
with a stone to-night, and seaied up for a year. 

But whether, in this ride, you pass by obelisks, or columns : 
ancient temples, theatres, hopses, porticoes, or forums : it is strange 
to see, how every fragment, whenever it is possible, has been 
blended into some modern structure, and mAde to serve some 
'modern purpose-— a wall, a dwelling-place, a granary, a stable — 
some use for which it never was designed, and associated with 
which it cannot otherwise than lamely assort. It is stranger still, to 
see how many ruins of the old mythology : how many fragments of 
obsolete legend and observance : have been incorporated into the 
worship of Christian altars here ; and how, in numberless respects, 
the false faith and the true arc fused into a* monstrous union. 

From pne part of the city, looking cut beyond the walls, a squat 
and stunted pyramid (the burial-place of Caius Ccstius) makes an 
opaque triangle in the moonlight. But, to an English traveller, it 
serves to mark the grave of Shelley too, whose ashes lie beneath 
a little garden near it. Nearer still, almost willun its shadow, 
lie the bones of Keats, ‘ whose name is writ in water,' that shines 
brightly in the landscape of a calm Italian night. 

'rhe Holy Week in Rom<' is su|jpos(‘d. to offer great attractions 
to all visitors; but, saving for the sights of Easter Sunday, 1 would 
counsel thost‘ vho go to Rome for its own inlcrest, to avo.id it at 
that time. The ceremonies, in general, arc of the most tedious and 
wearisome kind ; the heat and crowd at every one of them, painfully 
oppressive; the noise, hubbub, and conlusion, ([uite distracting. 
AVe abandoned the pursuit of these slunvs, very early in the pro- 
ceedings, and betook ourselves to the Ruins again. But, we plunged 
into the crowd for a share of the best of the sights ; and what w^e 
saw, I will ek'seribe^to you. 

At the Sistinc chapel, on the Wednesday, we saw very little, for 
by the time w'e reached it (though we were early) the besieging 
crowd had filled it to the door, and overflowed into the adjoining 
ball, where they w^ere struggling, and sejueezing, aiKh mutually 
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expostulating, and making great rushes every time a lady was brought 
out fainti as if at least fifty people could be accommodated in her 
vacant standing-room. Hanging in the doorway of the chapel, was a 
heavy curtain, and this curtain, some twenty people nearest to it, in 
their anxiety to hear the chaunting of the Miserere, were continually 
^jlftcking at, in opj^osition to each other, that it might not fall down 
and stifle the sound of the voices. The conse^iencc was, that it 
occasioned the most extraordinary confusion, and seemed to wind 
itself about the unwary, like a Serpent. Now, a lady was wrapped 
up in it, and couldn’t be unwound. Now, the voice of a stifling 
gentleman was heard inside it, beseeching to be let out. ‘ Now, two 
muffled arms, no man could say of which sexj struggle^ in it as in a 
sack. Now, it was carried by a rush, bodily overhead into the 
cliapel, like an awning. Now, it came out the other way, and 
blinded one of the Pope’s Swiss Guard, who had arrived, that 
moment, to set tilings to rights. * • 

Being seated at a little distance, among Uvo or three of the IV)pc’s 
‘gentlemen, who were very weary and counting the minutes — as 
perhaps his Holiness was too— we had better opportunities of ob- 
serving this eccentric entertainment, than of hearing the Miserere. 
Sometimes, there was a swell of mournful voices that sounded very 
pathetic and sad, and died away, into ajow strain again; but that 
was all we heard. ^ 

At another time, there was the Exhibition of Relics in St. Peter’s, 
which took place at between^six and seven o’clock in the evening, 
and was striking from the cathedral being dark and gloomy, and 
having a great many people in it. The place into which the relics 
were brought, one by one, by a party of three priests, was a high 
balcony near the chief altar. This was the only lighted part of the 
chun'h. There arc always a hundred and twelve lamps burning 
near the altar, and there were two tall tapers, besides, near the 
black statue of St. I’eter; but these were nothing in such an im- 
mense edifice. The glooin, and the general upturning of faces to 
the balcony, and the prostration of true believers on the pavement, 
as shining objects, like pictures or looking-glasses, ‘were brought 
out afid shown, had something effective; in it, despite the very 
preposterous manner in which they were held up for the general 
edification, and the great elevation at which they were disjflayed; 
which one would think rather calculated ^o diminish the comfort 
derivable from a full convicton of their being genuine. 

On the Thursday, we went to sec flie Pope convey the Sacrament 
from the Sistine chapel, to deposit it in the CapeUa Paolfha, another 
chapel in the Vatican ; — a ceremony emblematical of the entomb- 
ment of the Saviour before His Resurrection. We' waited in a 
great gallery with a great crowd of people (three-fourths of them 
English) fof an hour or so, while they were chaiyiting the Miserere, 

z 
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in the Sistine chapel again. Both chapels opened out of the gallery j 
and the general attention was concentrated on the occasional open- 
ing and shutting of the door of the one for Which the Pope was 
ultimately bound. None of these openings disclosed anything 
more tremendous than a man on a ladder, lighting a great quantity 
of candles ; but at each and every opening, there was a terrific rtfth^ 
made at this ladder and this man, something libe (I should think) 
a charge 6f the heavy British cavalry at Waterloo. The man was 
never brought down, however, nor the ladder ; for it performed the 
strangest antics in the world among the crowd — where it was carried 
by the man, when the candles were all lighted ; and fkially it was 
stuck up agamst the gallery wall, in a very disorderly manner, just 
before the opening of the other chapel, and the commencement of 
a new cjiaunt, announced the approach of his Holiness. At this 
crisis, the soldiers of the gt|ard, who had been poking the crowd 
into all sorts of shapes, formed clown the gallery : and the procession 
came'iip, between the t\TO lines they made. 

There were a few choristers, and then a great many priests, walk- 
ing two and two, and carrying — the good-looking priests at least — 
their lighted tapers, so as to throw the light with a good effect upon 
their faces : for the room was darkened. Those who were not 
handsome, or who had not dong beards, carried t/ieir tapirs anyhow, 
and abandoned themselves to spiritual contemplation. Meanwhile, 
the chaunting was very monotonous and dreary. The procession 
passed on, slowly, into the chapel, anc^i the drone of voices went on, 
and came on, with it, until the Poi^e himself appeared, walking 
under a white satin canopy, and bearing the covered Sacrament in 
both hands ; cardinals and canons clustered round him, making a 
brilliant show. The soldiers of the guard knelt down as he passed ; 
all the bystanders bowed ; and so he passed on into the chapel : 
the white satin canopy being removed from over him at the door, 
and a white satin parasol hoisted over his poor old head, in place 
of it. A few more couples brought up thb rear, and passed into the 
chapel also. Then, the chapel door was shut ; and it was all over ; 
and everybody hurried off headlong, as for life or death, to see 
something else, and say it wasn'}; worth the trouble. 

I think the most popular and most crowded sight (excepting 
those of Easter Sunday and Monday, which are open to all classes 
of people) was th6 Pope washing the feet of I'hirteen men, repre- 
senting the twelve apostles, and Judas Iscariot. The place in 
which this pious office is performed, is one of the chapels of St. 
Peter’s, which is gaily decorated for the occasion; the thirteen 
sitting, ‘ all of .a row,’ on a very high bench, and looking particularly 
uncomfortable, with the eyes of Heaven knows how many English, 
French, Americans, Swiss, terrmns, Russians, Swedes, Norwegians, 
and other foreigners, nailed to xlieir faces all the tiniQ. They are 
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robed in white; and on their heads they wear a stiff white cap, like 
a large English porter-pot, without a handle. Each carries in his 
hand, a nosegay, of ‘the size of a fine cauliflower ; and two of them, 
on this occasion, wore spectacles; which, remembering the cha- 
racters they sustained, I thought a droll appendage to the costume. 
There was a great eye to character. St. John was represented by 
a good-looking young man. St. Peter, by a *grave-looking old 
gentleman, with a flowing brown beard; and Judas Iscariot by such 
an enormous hypocrite (I could not make out, though, whether the 
expression of his face was real or assumed) that if he had acted the 
part to the death and had gone away and hanged himself, he would 
have left nothing to be desired. . ■ • • 

As the two large boxes, appropriateef to ladies at tjiis sight, were 
full to the throat, and getting near was hopeless, we posted off, 
along with a great crowd, to be in time at the Table, where the 
Pope, in person, waits on these Thirteen ; and after a prddigious 
struggle at the Vatican staircase, and several personal conflicts* with 
the Swiss ^uard, the whole* crowd swept into the room. It was a 
long gallery hung with draper)^ of white and red, with another great 
box for ladies (who are obliged to dress in black at these ceremonies, 
and to wear black veils), a royal box for the King of Naples and 
his party; and the table itself, which, set out like a ball supper, 
and ornamented with g4)lden figures of the feal apostles, was 
arranged on an elevated platform on one side of the gallery. The 
counterfeit apostles’ knives anti forks were laid out on that* side of 
the table which was nearest to the wall, so that they might be stared 
at again, without let or hindrance. 

The body of the room was full of male strangers; the crowd 
immense ; the heat very great ; and the pressure sometimes frightful. 
It was at its height, when the stream came pouring in, from the 
feet-washing ; and then there were such shrieks and outcries, that 
a party of Piedmontese dragoons went to the rescue of the Swiss 
guard, and helped them to*calm the tumult. 

The ladies >verc particularly ferocious, in their . struggles for 
places. One lady of my acquaintance was seized round the waist, 
in the ladies’ box, by a strong matron, and hoisted out df her 
place ; and there was another lady (in a back row in the same box) 
\vho improved her position by sticking a large pin into the ladies 
before her. 

The gentlemen about me were •remarkably anxious to see what 
was on the table ; and one Englishnian seemed to havq embarked 
the whole energy of his nature in the determination to discover 
whether there was any mustard. ‘ By Jupiter there’s vinegar ! ’ I 
heard him say to his friend, after he had s^tood on tiptoe an immense 
time, and lifid been crushed and beaten on all sides. ‘ And there’s 
oill I saw them distinctly, in cruets! Can^any gentleman, in 
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front there, see mustard on the table ? Sir, will you oblige me ! 
Do you see a Mustard-Pot ? * ’ - 

The apostles and Judas appearing on the platform, after much 
expectation, were marshalled, in lines in front of the table, with 
Peter at the top; and a good long stare 'was taken at them by tht^ 
company, while twelve of them took a long smell at their nosegays, 
and Judas — moving his lips very obtrusively — engaged in inward 
prayer. "Then, the Pope, clad in a scarlet fobe, and wearing on 
his head a skull-cap of white satin, appeared in the midst of a 
crowd of Cardinals and other dignitaries, and took in his hand a 
little golden ewer, from which be poured a little water^over one of 
Peter’s hands, while one attendant held a golden basin ; a second, 
a fine cloth ; ^a third, Peter's nosegay, which was taken from him 
(luring the operation. This his Holiness performed, with consider- 
able expedition, on every man in the line (Judas, I observed, to be 
particularly overcome by his condescension) ; and then the whole 
Thirteen sat down to dinner. Grace said by the Pope. Peter ii'i 
the chair. 

There was white wine, and red wine : and the dinner looked very 
good. The courses appeared in portions, one for each apostle : 
and these being presented to the Pope, by .Cardinals upon their 
knees, were by him handed to the Thirteen. The manner in which 
Judas grew more' white-livered over his.t victuals, and languished, 
with his head on one side, as if he had no appetite, defies all de- 
scription. Peter was a good, sound, old anan, and went in, as the 
saying is, ‘ to win ; ’ eating everything that was given him (he got 
the best : being first in the row) and sa}hng nothing to anybody. 
I'he dishes appeared to be chiefly composed of fish and vegetables. 
The Pope helped the Thirteen to wine also; and, during the whole 
dinner, somebody read something aloud, out of a large book — the 
Bible, I presume — which nobody could hear, and to which nobody 
paid the least attention. The Cardinals, and other attendants, 
smiled to each other, from time to time, as if the thing were a great 
farce ; and if Jhey thought so, there is little doul)t they were j)cr- 
fectly right. His Holiness did what he had to do, as a^ sensible 
man gets through a troublesome ceremony, and seemed very glad 
when it was all over. 

The Pilgrims’ Sujjpers : where lords and ladies wailed on the 
Pilgrims, in tokcri of iximility, and dried their feet when they had 
been well washed by deputy : were very attractive. But, of all the 
many spectacles of dangerous reliance on outward observances, in 
themselves mere (Anpty forms, none struck me half so much as the 
Scala Santa, pr Holy Staircase, which 1 saw several times, but to 
the greatest advantage, or ^disadvantage, on Good Friday. 

I'his holy staircase is composed of eight-and-twenty s^eps, said to 
have belonged to Pontius Pilate’s house*, and to be the identical 
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stairs on which Our Saviour trod, in coming down from the judg- 
ment-seat. Pilgrims ascend it, only on their knees. It is steep ; 
and, at the summit, ’is a chapel, reported to be full of relics; into 
which they peep through sonte iron bars, and then come down again, 
i)y; one of two side staircases, which arc not sacred, and may be 
walked on. 

On Good Friday, there were, on a moderate computation, a 
hundred people, slowly shuffling up these stairs, on their* knees, at 
one time ; wfflile others, who were going up, or had come down — 
and a few w^ho had done both, and were going up again for the 
second tim!i — stood loitering in the porch below, where an old 
gentleman in a sort of watch-box, rattled a .tin canister, with a slit 
in the top, incessantly, to remind them that he took the money. 
The majority were c'ountry-people, male and female! Thgre were 
four or five Jesuit priests, however, and^omc half-dozeji well-dressed 
women. A whole sjhool of boys, twenty at least, were abemt half- 
.w^ay up — evidently enjoying it very much! They were all wedged 
together, pretty closely ; but the rest of the company gave the boys 
as wide a berth as possible, ii> consequence of their betraying some 
recklessness in the management of their boots. 

I never, in my life, saw anything at once so ridiculous, and so 
nnpleasantf as this sight — ridiculous in the absurd incidents insepar- 
able from it; and unple^want in its senseless and* unmeaning degra- 
dation. There arc two steps to begin with, and then a rather broad 
landing. The more rigid cliAbers went along this landing t)n their 
knees, as well as up the stairs ; and the figures they cut, in their 
shuffling progress over the level surface,, no description can paint, 
'fhen, to sec them watch their opportunity from the porch, and cut 
in where there was a jilace next the w^all ! And to see one man 
with an umlirclla (brought on purpose, for it was a fine day) hoisting 
himself, unlawfully, from stair to stair 1 And to observe a demine 
lady of fifty-five or so, looking back, every now’ and then, to assure 
herself that her legs were ‘properly disposed ! 

There w^erc such odd differences in the speed of different people, 
too. .Some got on as if they w'erc doing a match against time; 
others stop])ed to say a prayer on every step. This man tQuehed 
every stair with his foreliead, and kissed it ; that man scratched his 
head all the w’ay. The boys got on brilliantly, and were up and 
down again before the old lady had accor^plisrSed her half-dozen 
stairs, llut most of the penitents* came down, very sprightly and 
fresh, as having done a real good substantial deed which it would 
take a good deal of sin to counterbalance ; and *1116 olcf gentleman 
in the watch-box was down upon them with his canii^ter while they 
were in this humour, I promise you. 

As if such a progress wTre not in its nature inevitably droll 
enough, there lay, on the top of the stairs, a *vooden figure on a 
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crucifix, testing on a sort of great iron saucer : so rickety and un-^ 
steady, that whenever an enthusiastic person kissed the figure, with 
more than usual devotion, or threw a coin into the saucer, with 
more than common readiness (for it c served in this respect as a 
second or supplementary canister), it gave a great leap and rattle^ 
and nearly shook the attendant lamp out : horribly frightening ftie 
people further dow’ti, and throwing the guilty party into unspeakable 
embarrassment. 

On Easter Sunday, as well as on the preceding Thursday, the 
Pope bestows his benediction on the people, from the balcony in 
front of St.’ Peter*s. • This Kastgr Sunday was a day so' bright and 
blue; so cloudless, baluiy, wonderfully bright; that all the previous 
bad weather vanished from *die recollection in a moment. I had 
seen the Thursday’s Benediction dropping damply on some hundreds 
of umbrellas, but there was ‘pot a sparkle then, in all the hundred 
fountains of Rome — such fountains as they are !— and on this Sunday 
morning they were running diamonds. The miles of miserable 
streets through which we drove (compelled to a certain course by 
the Pope’s dragoons ; the Roman police on such occasions) were so 
full of colour, that nothing in them was capable of wearing a faded 
aspect. The common people came out in their gayest dresses; 
the richer people in their. smartest vehicles; Cardinals rattled to 
the church of the Poor Fishermen in they* state carriages ; shabby 
magnificence flaunted its thread-bare liveries and tarnished cocked 
hats, in i:he sun ; and every coach in* Rome was put in requisition 
for the Great Piazza of St. Peter’s. 

One hundred and fifty thousand ])eople were there at least ! Yet 
there was ample room. How many carriages were there, I don’t 
know ; yet there was room for them too, and to spare. The great 
steps of the church were densely crowded. There were many of 
the Contadini, from Albano (who delight in red), in that part of the 
square, and the mingling of bright colours in the crowd was beau- 
tiful. Below the stejis the troops \vere rahged. In the magnificent 
proportions of the place they looked like a bed of flowers. Sulky 
Romans, lively peasants from the neighbouring country, groups of 
pilgriips from distant parts of .Italy, sight-seeing foreigners of all 
nations, made a murmur in the clear air, like so many insects ; and 
high above them all, plashing and bublding, and making rainbow 
colours in the lighf, the,two delicious fountains welled and tumbled 
bountifully. 

A kind of bright carpet w^as fiung over the front of the balcony ; 
and the sides of Hie great window were bedecked with crimson 
drapery. An fiwning was stretched, too, over the top, to screen the 
old man from the hot rays of the sun. As noon approached, all 
eyes w^ere turned up to this window. In due time, th(j chair was 
seen approaching tc; the front, with the gigantic fans of peacock’s 
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feathers, dose behind. The doll within it (for the balcony is very 
high) then rose up, and stretched out its tiny arms, while all the 
male spectators in the square uncovered, and some, but not by any 
means the greater part, kneded down. The guns upon the ramparts 
of tlie Castle of St. Angelo proclaimed, next moment, that the 
blnediction was given; drums beat; trumpets sounded; arms 
clashed ; and the •great mass below, suddenly bfeaking into smaller 
heaps, and scattering here and there in rills, was stirred ‘like parti- 
coloured sand. 

What a bright noon it was, as we rode away ! The Tiber was 
.no longer yellow, but blue. There was a blusli on the old bridges, 
that made them fresh and hale again. The Pantljeon, wijth its 
majestic front, all seamed and furrbwed like an eld face, had 
summer light upon its battered walls. Every squalid and desolatd 
■hut in the Eternal City (bear witness every grim old palace, to the 
filth and misery of the plebeian neighbour that elbows it, as certain 
as Time has laid iti grip on its patrician head !) was fresh ai»d new^ 
with some ray of the sun.* The very prison in the crowded street,* 
a whirl of carriages and people, had some stray sense of the day, 
dropping through its chinks and crevices : and dismal prisoners who 
could not wind their faces round the barricading of the blocked-up 
windows, stretched out their hands, aivJ clinging to the rusty bars, 
turned them towards th^ overflowing street ; as 4 f it were a cheerful 
fire, and could be shared in, that way. 

But, when the nij^ht.cam6 on, without a cloud to dim the full 
moon, what a sight it was to see the Great Square full once more, 
and the whole church, from the cross .to the ground, lighted with 
innumerable lanterns, tracing out the architecture, and winking and 
shining all round the colonnade of the piazza ! And what a sense 
of exultation, joy, delight, it was, when the great bell struck half- 
p.nst seven — on the instant — to behold one bright red mass of fire, 
soar gallantly from the top of the cupola to the extremest summit 
of the cross, and the moment it leaped into its place, become the 
signal of a bursting out of countless lights, as great, and red, and 
blazing as itself, from every part of the gigantic church; so that 
every cornice, capital, and smallest ornament of stone, expressed 
itself in fire : and the black, solid groundwork of the enormous 
dome seemed to grow transparent as an egg-shell ! 

A train of gunpowder, an electric chai®— nothing could be fired, 
more suddenly and swiftly, than this second illumination ; and 
when we had got awriy, and gone ul)on a distant height, and looked 
towards it two hours afterwards, there it stiU stood* shining and 
glittering in the calm night like a jewel! Not a line of its pro- 
portions wanting ; not an angle blunted ; not an atom of its 
radiance lost. * 

The next night — Easter Monday — there >^as a great display of 
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fireworks from the Castle of St. Angelo. We hired a room in art 
opposite house, and made our way, to our places, in good time, 
through a dense mob of people choking up the square in front, and 
all the avenues leading to it ; and so loading the bridge by which 
the castle is approached, that it seemed ready to sink into the rapid' 
Tiber below. There are statues on this bridge (execrable works), 
and, among them, %reat vessels full of burning tow were placed ; 
glaring strangely on the faces of the crowd, and not less strangely 
on the stone counterfeits above them. 

The show began with a tremendous discharge of cannon; and 
then, for twenty minutes or half an hour, the whole castle was onei 
incessant shqet of fire-,, and labyrinth of blazing wheels of every 
colour, size, and speed : while rockets streamed into the sky, not 
by ones or two5, or scores, but hundreds at a time. The concluding 
burst — the Girandola — was like the blowing up into the air of the 
whole massive' castle, without smoke or dust. 

In half an hour afterwards, the immense concourse had dispersed ; 

‘ the moon was looking calmly down upon ‘her wrinkled image in the 
river ; and half-a-dozen men and boys, with bits of lighted candle 
in their hands : moving here and there, in search of anything worth 
having, that might have been dropped in the press ; had the whole 
scene to themselves.' 

By way of contrast we rode out into old ruined Rome, after all 
this firing and booming, to take our leave of the Coliseum. I had 
seen it l>y moonlight before (1 could nef/er gpt through a day without 
going back to it), but its tremendous solitude that night is past all 
telling. The ghostly pillars in the Forum ; the Triumphal Arches 
of Old Emperors ; those enormous masses of ruins which were once 
their palaces; the grass-grown mounds that mark the graves of 
ruined temples; the stones of the Via Sacra, smooth with the 
tread of feet in ancient Rome ; even these were dimmed, in their 
transcendent melancholy, by the dark ghost of its bloody holidays, 
erect and grim; haunting the old scene"; despoiled by pillaging 
Popes and fighting Princes, but not laid ; wringing [wild hands of 
weed, and grass, and- bramble ; and lamenting to the night in every 
gap and broken arch — the .shadow of its awful self, immovable* ! 

As we lay doAvn on the grass of the Campagna, next day, on our 
way to Florence, hearing the larks sing, we saw that a little wooden 
cross had been erected oij the spot where the poor Pilgrim Countess 
was murdered. So, we^ piled sooie loose stones about it, as the 
beginning of a mound to her ifiemory, and wondered if we should 
ever rest theie again, and look back at Rome. 



A RAPID DIORAMA 


We are bound for Naples ! And we cross the threshold gf the 
Eternal City at yonder gate, the Gatfe of San Giovanni Laterano, 
where the two last objects that attract the notice* of a departing 
visitor, and the two first objects that attract the notice of an arriving 
one, are a proud church and a decaying ruin — good emblems of 
Rome. ^ ^ 

Our way lies over the ‘Campagna, which looks more solemn on 
a bright blue day like this, than beneath a darker sky ; the great 
extent of ruin being plainer to the eye : and the sunshine through 
the arches of the broken aqueducts, showing other broken arches 
shining through them in the melancholy distance. When we have 
traversed it, and look bnf k from Albano, its dark, undulating surface 
lies below ns like a stagnant lake, or like a broad, dull Lethe flowing^ 
round the walls of Rojne, find separating it from all the world ! 
How often have the’ I.egions, in triumphant march, gone glittering 
across that ])urplc waste, so silent and unpeopled now ! How often 
has the train of captives looked, with sinking hearts, upon the 
distant city, and beheld its population pouring out, to hail the 
return of their conqueror ! ^Miat riot, sensuality and murder, have 
run mad in the vast palaces now heaps of brick and shattered 
marble ! What glare of fires, and roar of popular tumult, and wail 
of pestilence and famine; have come sweeping over the wild plain 
where nothing is now heard but the wind, and where the solitary 
lizards gambol unmolested in the sun ! 

Tlic train of wine-carts going into Rome, each driven by a shaggy 
peasant reclining beneath a little gipsy-fashioned canopy of sheep- 
skin, is ended now, and we go toiling up into a higher country 
where there are trees. The next day Unngs*us on the Pontine 
Marshes, wearily flat and lonesome, and overgrown with brushwood, 
and swamped with water, but with* a fine road made across them, 
shaded by a long, long avenue. Here and theKe, we phss a solitary 
guard-house; here and there a hovel, deserted, and walled up. 
Some herdsmen loiter on the banks of the stream beside the road, 
and sometimes a flat-bottomed boat, to\^Gd by a man, comes rippling 
idly along it. A horseman passes occasional!)^ carrying a long guq 
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cross-wise on the saddle before him, and attended by fierce d(^ ; 
but there is nothing else astir save the wind and the shadows, until 
we come in sight of Terracina. 

How blue and bright the sea, rolling below the windows of the 
inn so famous in robber stories ! How picturesque the great crabs’ 
and points of rock overhanging to-niorrow’s narrow road, where 
galley-slaves are wdrking in the quarries above, and the sentinels 
who guard them lounge on the sea-shore ! All night there is the 
murmur of the sea beneath the stars.; and, in the morning, just at 
daybreak, the prospect suddenly becoming expanded, as if by a 
miracle, reveals — in the far distance, across the sea there ! — Naples 
with jts islands, and Vesuvius spouting fire ! Within a quarter of 
an hour, the whole is gone aS if it were a vision in the clouds, and 
there is nothing but the sea and sky. 

The N’eapolitan frontier crossed, after two hours’ travelling ; and 
the hungriest of soldiers and custom-house officers with difficulty 
appeased; we enter, by a gateless 'portal, into Ihe first Neapolitan 
town — Fondi. Take note of Fondi, in* the name of ajl that is 
wretched and beggarly. 

A filthy channel of mud and refuse meanders down the centre 
of the miserable streets, fed by obscene rivule,ts that trickle from 
the abject houses. 'There is not a door, a window, or a shutter; 
not a roof, a wall, a post, or a pillar, in alV Fondi, but is decayed, 
;ind crazy, and rotting away. The w’retched history of the town, 
with all Hts sieges and pillages by Bafbaro.ssa and the rest, might 
have been acted last year. How the gaunt dogs that sneak about 
the miserable streets, come to be alive, and undevoured by the 
people, is one of the enigmas of the world. 

A hollow-cheeked and scowling people they are ! All beggars ; 
but that’s nothing. Look at them as they gather round. Some, 
are too indolent to come down-stairs, or are too wisely mistrustful 
of the stairs, perhaps, to venture : so stretch out their lean hands 
from upper windows, and howl ; others, 'Come flocking about us, 
fighting and jostling one another, and demanding, incessantly, 
charity for the’love of God, charity for the love of the Blessed 
Virgin, , charity for the love of all. the Saints. A group of miserable 
children, almost naked, screaming forth the same petition, discover 
that they can see themselves reflected in the varnish of the carriage, 
and begin to danct an^# make grimaces, that they may have the 
pleasure of seeing their antics repeated in this mirror. A crippled 
idiot, in the act of striking one of them who drowns his clamorous 
demand for .‘charityf observes his angry counterpart in the panel, 
stops short, and thrusting out his tongue, begins to wag his head 
and chatter, 'fhe shrill cry raised at this, awakens half-a-dozen 
wild creatures wrapped in frowsy brown cloaks, who are^ lying on 
the church-steps with pots and pans for sale. These, scrambling 
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up, approach, and beg defiantly. ‘ I am hungry. Give me some^ , 
thing. Listen to me, Signor. I am hungry!’ Then, a ghastly 
old woman, fearfvll of being too late, comes hobbling down the 
street, stretching out one hand, and scratching herself all the way 
with the other, and .screaming, long before she can be heard, 

‘ tharity, charity ! I’H, go and pray for you directly, beautiful 
lady, if .you’ll give me charity I’ Lastly, the members of a brother- 
hood for burying the dead: hideously masked, and* attired in 
shabby black robes, white at. the skirts, with the splashes of many 
muddy winters : escorted by a dirty priest, and a congenial cross- 
, bearer : c€»mc hurrying past. Surrounded by this motley concourse, 
we move out of f ondi : bad bright eyes glaring at jis, out pf the 
darkness of every crazy tenement, like glistening fragments of its 
filth and putrefaction. * 

• A noble mountain-pass, with the; ruins of a fort on* a strong 
eminence, traditionally called the Fort of Fra Diavoloj the old 
town of Itrf, like a tlevice in pastry, built up, almost perpendieularly, 
on a hill, and approached by long steep flights of steps ; beautifuf 
Mola di Gaeta, whose wines,.like those of Albano, have degenerated 
since the days of Horace, or his taste for wine was bad : which is 
not likely of one who enjoyed it so much, and extolled it so well ; 
another njght upon the road at St. Agatha ; a rdst next day at Capua, 
which is picturesque, byt hardly so seductive to a traveller now, as 
the soldiers of Prsetorian Rome were wont to find the ancient city 
of that name ; a flat rqad atnong vines festooned and looped from 
tree to tree ; and Mount Vesuvius close at hand at last 1 — its cone 
and summit whitened with snow ; and. its smoke hanging over it, 
in the heavy atmosphere of the day, like a dense cloud. So we 
go, rattling down hill, into Naples. 

A funeral is coming up the street, towards us. The body, on an 
open bier, borne on a kind of palanquin, covered with a gay cloth 
of crimson and gold. The mourners, in white gowns and masks. 
If there be death abroad", life is well represented too, for all Naples 
would seem to be out of doors, and tearing to and fro in carriages. 
Som^e of these, the common Vetturmo vehicles, are’ drawn by three 
horses abreast, decked with sma(t trappings and great abyndance 
of brazen ornament, and always going very fast. Not that their 
loads are light; for the smallest of them has at least six people 
inside, four in front, four or five more hoi)ging*on behind, and two 
or three more, in a net or bag below tlie axle-tree, where they lie 
half-suffocated with mud and du5t. Exhibitors of Punch, buffo 
singers with guitars, reciters of poetry, reciters* of stofjes, a row of 
cheap exhibitions with clowns and showmen, drums, and trumpets, 
painted cloths representing the wonders within, and admiring crowds 
assemblej} without, assist the whirl and bustle. Ragged lazzaroni 
lie asleep in doorways, archways, and kennyls ; the gentry, gaily 
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, dressed, are dashing up and down in carriages on the Chlaja, ot 
walking in the Public Gardens ; and quiet letter-writers, perched 
behind their little desks and inkstands under the Portico of the 
Great Theatre of San Carlo, in the public street, are waiting for 
clients. ^ 

Here is a galley-slave in chains, who wants a letter written to a 
friend. He approa?:hes a clerkly-looking man, sitting under the 
corner arch, and makes his bargain. He has obtained permission 
of the sentinel who guards him : who stands near, leaning against 
the wall and cracking nuts. I'he galley-slave dictates in the ear 
of the letter-writer, what he desires to say ; and as he tan’t read 
writing, looks, intently in his face, to read there whether he sets 
down faithfully what he is' fold. After a time, the galley-slave 
becomes discursive — incoherent. The secretary pauses and rubs 
his chin. * The galley-slave is \oluble and energetic. The secretary, 
at lengthy catches the idea, and with the air of a man who knows 
how to* \vord it, sets it down ; stop*ping, now and then, to glance 
back at his text admiringly. The galley-slave is silent. The 
soldier stoically cracks his nuts. Is there anything more to say ? 
inquires the letter-writer. No more. Then listen, friend of mine. 
He reads it throngli. Tlie galley-slave is quite, enchanted. It is 
folded, and addressed, and given to him, and he pays the fiee. The 
secretary falls back mdolcntly in his chair, ryid takes a book. 1'he 
galley-slave gathers up an empty sack. The sentinel throws away 
a handfui of nut-shells, shoulders his Tniisket, and away they go 
together. 

Why do the beggars rap jtheir chins constantly, with their right 
hands, when you look at them? Everything is done in pantomime 
in Naples, and that is the conventional sign for hunger. A man 
who is quarrelling with another, yonder, lays the palm of his right 
hand on the back of his left, and shakes the two thuml)s — expressive 
of a donkey's cars — whereat his adversary is goaded to desperation. 
Two people bargaining for fish, the buyeV empties an imaginary 
waistcoat pockety when he is told the price, and walks away without 
a word ; having thoroughly conveyed to the seller that he considers 
it too dear. Two people in carriages, meeting, one touches his 
lips, twice or thrice, holding up the five fingers of his right hand, 
and gives a horizontal cut in the air with the palm. The other 
nods briskly, and go^s highway. He has been invited to a friendly 
dinner at half-past live o'clock, and will certainly come. 

All over Italy, a peculiar shake* of the right hand from the wrist, 
with the for(j!inger stretched out, expresses a negative — the only 
negative beggars will ever understand, Rut, in Naples, those five 
fingers are a copious language. 

All this, and every other* kind of out-door life and ^tir, and 
macaroni-eating at synset, and flower-selling all day long, and 
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begging and stealing everywhere and at all hours, you .see upon 
the bright sea-shore, where the waves of the bay sparkle merrily. 
But, lovers and hunters of the picturesque, let us not keep too 
studiously out of view the, miserable depravity, degradation, and 
wretchedness, with which this gay Neapolitan life is inseparably 
' associated*! It is not well to find Saint Giles's so repulsive, and 
the Porta Capuana so attractive. A pair of nakftd legs and a ragged 
red scarf, do not make all the difference bet^veen what is* interesting 
and what is coarse and odious ? Painting and poetising for ever, 
if you will, the beauties of this most beautiful and lovely spot of 
.earth, let «s, as our duty, try to associate a .new pictiiresque with 
some faint recognition of man's* destiny and capabilities ; ^ more 
hopeful, 1 believe, among the ice and»snow of the NoVth Pole, than 
in the sun and bloom of Naples. • 

• Capri — once made odious by the deified beast Tiberius — Ischia, 
Procida, and the thousand distant beauties of the Bay, lie in the 
blue sea yonder, changing in the mist and sunshine twenty times 
a-day : now close at liaitd, now far off, now unseen. The fairest* 
country In the world, is spread about us. Whether we turn towards 
the Miseno shore of the splendid watery amphitheatre, and go by 
the Grotto of Posilipo to the Grotto del Cane and away to Baia^ ; 
or take tjie other way, towards Vesuvius and Sorrento, it is one 
succession of delights. In the last-named direction, where, over 
doors and archways, ?liere are countless little images of San 
Gennaro, with his Canute’s® hand stretched out, to check* the fury 
of the Burning Mountain, we are carried pleasantly, by a railroad 
on tlic beautiful Sea Beach, past the town of Torre del Greco, built 
ii])on the ashes of the former town destroyed by an eruption of 
Vesuvius, within a hundred years ; and past the tlat-roofcd houses, 
granaries, and macaroni manufactories ; to Castcl-a-Mare, with its 
ruined castle, now inhabited by fishermen, standing in the sea upon 
a heap of rocks. Here, the railroad terminates; but, hence we may 
ride on, by an unbroken ‘succession of enchanting bays, and beautiful 
scenery, sloping from the highest summit of Saint Angelo, the highest 
neighbouring mountain, down to the water's edge — rfmong vineyards, 
olive-trees, gardens of oranges and lemons, onhards, hcaped-up 
rocks, green gorges in the hills - and by the bases of snow-covered 
heights, and through small towns with handsome, dark-haired 
women at the doors — and pass delicious s^immor villas — to Sorrento, 
where the Poet Tasso drew hi^ inspiration from the beauty sur- 
rounding him. Returning, we may climb the heights above Castel- 
a-Marc, and looking down among the bought and teaves, see the 
crisp water glistening in the sun ; and clusters of white houses in 
distant Naples, dwindling, in the great extent of prospect, down to 
dice. The coming back to the city, iTy the beach again, at sunset : 
with tlie flowing sea on one side, and the darkening mountain, with 
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its smokd and flame, upon the other : is a sublime conclusion to 
the glory of the day. 

That church by the Porta Capuana — near the old fisher-market 
in the dirtiest quarter of dirty Naples, wli^re the revolt of Masaniello 
began — is memorable for having been the scene of pne of his 
earliest proclamations to the people, and is particularly remarkable 
for nothing else, uifiess it be its waxen and bejewelled Saint in a 
glass case, with two odd hands ; or the enormous number of beggars 
who are constantly rapping their chins there, like a battery of 
castanets. The cathedral with the beautiful door, and the columns 
of African aiid Egyptian granite that once ornamented the temple . 
of Apollo, contains the famous "sacred blood of San Gennaro or 
Januarius : which is preserved in two phials in a silver tabernacle, 
and miraculously liquefies three times a-year, to the great admira- 
tion of tfie people. At the same moment, the stone (distant some • 
miles) where the Saint suffered martyrdom, becomes faintly red. 
It is said that the officiating priests \\m\ faintly ltd also, sometimes, 
’when these miracles occur. 

The old, old men who live in hovels at the entrance of these 
ancient catacombs, and who, in their age and infirmity, seem waiting 
here, to be buried themselves, are members of a curious body, called 
the Royal Hospital, Who are the official attendants at funer/ils. Two 
of these old spectres totter away, with ligljted tapers, to show the 
caverns of death — as unconcerned as if they were immortal. They 
were used as burying-places for three hundred years ; and, in one 
part, is a large pit full of skulls and bones, said to be the sad 
remains of a great mortality occasioned by a plague. In the rest 
there is nothing but dust. They consist, chiefly, of great wide 
corridors and labyrinths, hewn out of the rock. At the end of 
some of these long passages, are unexpected glimpses of the day- 
light, shining down from above. It looks as ghastly and as strange : 
among the torches, and the dust, and the dark vaults : as if it, too, 
were dead and buried. 

The present burial-place lies out yonder, on a hill between the 
city and Vesuvius. The old Campo Santo with its three hundred 
and sixty-five pits, is only used fpr those who die in hospitals, and 
prisons, "and are unclaimed by their friends. The graceful new 
cemetery, at no great distance from it, though yet unfinished, has 
already many graves^ among its shrubs and flowers, and airy colon- 
nades. It might be reasonably objected elsewhere, that some of 
the tombs are meretricious arfd too fanciful ; but the general 
brightness se€ms to justify it here ; and Mount Vesuvius, separated 
from them by a lovely slope of ground, exalts and saddens the 
scene. 

If it be solemn to behold' from this new City of the IJpad, with 
its dark smoke hangiijg in the clear sky, how much more awful and 
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impressive is it, viewed from the ghostly ruins of Herculaneum and 
Pompeii- ! 

Stand at the bottom of the great market-place of Pompeii, and 
look up the silent streets, through the ruined temples of Jupiter 
.and Isis, over the broken houses with their inmost sanctuaries open 
•t</ the day, away to Mount Vesuvius, bright and snowy in the 
peaceful distance.; and lose all count of time,* and heed of other 
things, in the strange and melancholy sensation of seeing the 
Destroyed and the Destroyer making this quiet picture in the sun. 
Then, ramble on, and see, at every turn, the little familiar tokens 
of human habitation and every-day pursuits ; the chafing of the 
bucket-rope in the stone rim of fhe exhausted well ; the trap k of 
carriage-wheels in the pavement of the«treet ; the marks of drinking- 
vessels on the stone counter of the wine-shop; the amphorae inr 
private cellars, stored away so many hundred years ago, and undis- 
turbed to this hour — all rendering the solitude and deadly lone- 
someness of the place, ten thousand times more solemn, than.if the 
Volcano, in its fury, had ^jwept the city from the earth, and sunk* 
it in the Bottom of the sea. 

After it was shaken by the earthquake which preceded the 
eniption, workmen were employed in shaping out, in stone, new 
ornaments^ for temples and other biiildings • that had suffered. 
Here lies their work, outside the city gate, as if they would return 
to-morrow. ' 

In the cellar of Diomedcis house, where certain skeletons were 
found huddled together, close to the door, the impression of their 
bodies on the ashes, hardened with the ashes, and became stamped 
and fixed there, after tliey had shrunk, inside, to scanty bones. 
So, in the theatre of Herculaneum, a comic mask, floating on the 
stream when it was hot and liquid, stamped its mimic features in it 
as it hardened into stone ; and now, it turns upon the stranger the 
fantastic look it turned upon the audiences in that same theatre two 
thousand years ago. 

Next to the wonder of going up and down the streets, and in 
and out of the houses, and traversing the secret chambers of the 
temples of a religion that has vanished from the earth, and finding 
so many fresh traces of remote antiquity : as if the course ot Time 
had been stopped after this desolation, and there had been no 
nights and days, months, years, and ceqturies^ since: nothing is 
more impressive and terrible tban the many evidences of the 
searching nature of the ashes, as bel^peaking their irresistible power, 
and the impossibility of escaping them. In the wine-cellars, they 
forced their way into the earthen vessels : displacing the wine and 
choking them, to the brim, with dust. In the tomlis, they forced 
the ashes* of the dead from the funerrtl urns, and rained new ruin 
even them, The mouths, and eyes, ai|d skulls of all the 
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skeletonsc were stuifed with this terrible hail. In Herculaneum, 
where the flood was of a different and a heavier kind, it rolled in, 
like a sea. Imagine a deluge of water turned to marble, at its 
height — and that is what is called ‘ the |ava * here. 

Some workmen were digging the gloomy well on the brink of. 
which we now stand, looking down, when they came on some oP 
the stone benches cf the theatre — those steps (for such they seem) 
at the bottom of the excavation — and found the buried city of 
Herculaneum. Presently going down, with lighted torches, we are 
I)crplcxed by great walls of monstrous thickness, rising up between 
the benches, shutting out the stage, obtruding tlieir shajvdess forms 
in absurd places, confusing the "whole plan, and making it a dis- 
ordered dreaAi. We cannot, at first, believe, or picture to ourselves, 
that This came rolling in, and drowned the city ; and that all that 
is not here, has been cut a\vny, by the axe, like solid stone. Put 
this* perceived* and understobd, the horror and oppression of its 
presence are indescribable^. ^ f 

' Many of the paintings on the walls in the roofless chambers of 
both cities, or carefully removed to the museum at Naples, are as 
fresh and plain, as if they had been executed yesterday. Here are 
subjects of still life, as provisions, dead game, bottles, glasses, and 
the like ; familiar classical ^stories, or mythological fables, always 
forcibly and plainly told ; conceits of cupids, quarrelling, sporting, 
working at trades; theatrical rehearsals; ^pocts reading their pro- 
'ductions. to their friends; inscriptions chalked upon the walls; 
political squibs, advertisements, rough drawings by schoolboys ; 
everything to people and restore the ancient cities, in the fancy of 
their wondering visitor. Furniture, too, you see, of every kind — 
lamps, tables, couches ; vessels for eating, drinking, and cooking ; 
workmen’s tools, surgical instruments, tickets for the theatre, pieces 
of money, personal ornaments, bunches of keys found clenched in 
the grasp of skeletons, helmets of guards and warriors ; little house- 
hold bells, yet musical with their old domestic tones. 

The least among these objects, lends its aid to swell the interest 
of Vesuvius, and invest it with a perfect fascination. The looking, 
from cither ruined city, into the neighbouring grounds overgrown 
with beautiful vines and luxuriant trees; and remembering that 
house upon house, temple on temple, building after building, and 
street after street, are still lying underneath the roots of all the 
quiet cultivation, waiting'* to be turned up to the light of day; is 
something so wonderful, so fuli of mystery, so captivating to the 
imagination, » that one would think it would be i)aramount, and 
yield to nothing else. To nothing but Vesuvius ; but the mountain 
is the genius of the scene. From every indication of the ruin it 
has w'orked, we look, again, with an absorbing interest to where 
its smoke is rising up into the sky. It is beyond us, as Vg thread 
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the ruined streets : above us, as we stand upon the ruined walls ;• 
we follow it through every vista of broken columns, as we wander 
through the empty court-yards of the houses; and through the 
garlandings and interlacings of every wanton vine. Turning away 
tp Poestuift yonder, to see the awful structures built, the least aged 
of them, hundreds of years before the birth oLChrist, and standing 
yet, erect in lonely majesty, upon the wild, malaria-blighted plain — 
we watch Vesuvius as it disappears, from the prospect* and watch 
for it again, on our return, with the same thrill of interest : as the 
doom and destiny of all this beautiful country, biding its terrible 
fime. • , 

It is very warm in the sun, on this eafjy spring^day, wten we 
return from Pa;stiim, but very cold hi the shade; insomuch, ilv\t 
although we may lunch, pleasantly, at noon, in the open air, by the 
gate of Pom])eii, the neighbouring riv^ulet supplies thick ice for our 
•wine. Put, the sun is shining brightly; there is not a*cloud or 
speck of vapour in* the whole olue sky, Iboking down upon the bay 
of Napl(;s; and the moon will be at the full to-night. No matter 
that the snow and icc lie Vhick upon the summit of Vesuvius, of 
that we have been on foot all day at J^ompeii, or that croakers 
maintain that strangers should not be on thf mountain by night, 
in such an unusual season. J.ct us •take advantage of the fine 
w'cath(!r; make the bcj^ of our way to Resina, the little village at 
the foot of the mountain ; prepare ourselves, as well as we can*, 
on so short a notice, nt tlie guide's house ; ascend at dnee, and 
have sunset half-way up, moon-light at the top, and midnight to 
come down in ! 

At four o’clock in the afternoon, there is a terrible uproar in the 
little stable-yard of Signior Salvatore, the recognised head-guide, 
with the gold band round his rap; and thirty under-guides who 
are all sc ufiling and screaming at once, are preparing half-a-dozen 
saddled [)onies, three litters, and some stout staves, for the journey, 
livery one of the thirty* (juarrels with the: other twenty-nine, and 
frightens the si\ })onies; and as much of the village; as can possibly 
S(juee/c itself into the little stable-yard, ]>articipatcs in the tumult, 
and gets trodden on by the cattle.. > 

After much violent skirmishing, and more noise than would 
suffice for the storming of Naples, the procession starts. The 
head-guide, who is liberally i)aid for aW, the^attendants, rides a 
little in advance of the ]»arty; t-he other thirty guides proceed on 
foot. JMght go forward with the Ijtters that are to be. used by-and- 
by ; and the remaining two-aiul-twenty beg. • • 

We ascend, gradually, l)y stony lanes like rough broad flights of 
stairs, for some time. At length, we le^ive these, and the vineyards 
on either ^de of them, and emerge uj'on a bleak bare region whete 
the lavtf lies confusedly, in enormous rusty nurses : as if the earth 

2 A 
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•had been J)loiighed up by burning thunderbolts. And now, we halt 
to see the sun set. The change that falls upon the dreary region, 
and on the whole mountain, as its red light fades, and the night 
comes on — ^and the unutterable solemnity and dreariness that reign 
around, who that has witnessed it, can ever forget ! t , . 

1 It is dark, when |ifter winding, for some time, over the broken 
ground, we arrive at the foot of the cone : which is •extremely steep, 
and seems to rise, almost perpendicularly, from the spot where we 
dismount. The only light is reflected from the snow, deep, hard, 
and white, \Yith which the cone is covered. It is now intensely 
cold, and the air is • piercing. The thirty-one have brought no . 
torches, knowvig that the mpon will rise before we reach the top. 
Two of the litters are devoted to the two ladies; the third, to a 
rather her7vy gentleman from Naples, whose hospitality and good- 
nature have attached him to; the expedition, and determined him * 
to assist In doing the honours of the mountain. The rather heavy- 
gentleAian is carried by fifteen men*; each of tlie ladies by half-a- 
dozen. We who walk, make the best use V)f our staves ; ai)d so the 
whole party l)egin to la])our upward over the snow, — as if tliey were 
toiling to the summit of an antediluvian Twelfth-cake. 

We are a long time toiling up; and the head-guide looks oddly 
about him when one of the company — not an Italian, though an 
habitue of the modntain for many years whom we will call, for 
our present purpose, Mr. Pickle of Portici — suggests that, as it is 
freezing hard, and the usual footing of ashes, is covered by the snow 
and ice, it will surely be difficult to descend. But the sight of the 
litters above, tilting up and -down, and jerking from this side to that, 
as the bearers continually slip and tumble, diverts our attention; 
more especially as the whole length of the rather heavy gentleman 
is, at that moment, presented to us alarmingly foreshortened, with 
his head downwards. 

The rising of the moon soon afterwards, revives the flagging 
spirits of the bearers. Stimulating eacH’ other with their usual 
watchword, ‘ Courage, friend ! It is to eat macaroni ! ' they press 
on, gallantly, for the summit. 

Frona tingeing the top of the snow above us, with a band of light, 
and pouring it in a stream through the valley below, while we have 
been ascending in the dark, the moon soon lights the whole white 
mountain-side, and the UK)ad .sea down below, and tiny Naples in 
the distance, and every village Jin the country round. The whole 
prospect is ip this lovely state, when we come upon the platform on 
the mountain-top — the region of Fire — an exhausted crater formed 
of great masses of gigantic cinders, like blocks of stone from some 
tremendous waterfall, burnt^ up ; from every chink and crevice of 
which, hot, sulphurous smoke is pouring out : while, frojji another 
conical-shaped hill, •the present crater, rising abruptly ffbm this 
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platform at the .end, great sheets of fire are streaming fofth : red- 
dening the night with flame, blackening it with smoke, and spotting 
it with red-hot stones and cinders, that fly up into the air like feathers, 
and fall down like lead. What words can paint the gloom and 
grandeur o^ this scene ! 

The broken ground ; the smoke ; the sense of suffocation from 
the sulphur ; the fear of falling down through me crevices in the 
yawning ground ; the stopping, every ;iow and then, for Somebody 
who is missing in the dark (for. the dense smoke now obscures the 
moon) ; the intolerable noise of the thirty ; and the hoarse roaring 
of the mountain; make it a scene, of such confusion, at the same 
time, that we reel again. Put, dragging the. ladies through itf and 
across another exhausted crater to theYdot of the present Volcano, 
we approach close to it on the windy side, and then sit dowQ among 
the hot ashes at its foot, and look up ip silence ; faintly estimating 
the action that* is going on within, from its being full a hundred 
/eet higher, at this niiniite, than il was six weeks ago. 

There i^ something in flic fire and roar, that generates an irre- 
sistible desire to get nearer .to it. We cannot rest long, without 
starting off, two of us, on our hands and knees, accompanied by 
the head-guide, to climb to the brim of the flaming crater, and try 
to look in. • Meanwhile, the thirty yell, <is with'one voice, that it is 
a dangerous proceeding, .'jnd call to us to conic* back ; frightening 
the rest of the party out of their wits. 

What with their nojse, •and® what with the trembling of riie thin 
crust of ground, that seems about to open underneath our feet and 
plunge us in the burning gulf below (which is the real danger, if there 
be any) ; and what with the flashing of the fire in our faces, and the 
shower of red-hot ashes that is raining down, and the choking 
smoke and sulphur; we may well feel giddy and irrational, like 
drunken men. But, we contrive to climb up to the brim, and look 
down, for a moment, into the Hell of boiling fire below. Then, we 
all three come rolling do\ft'i ; blackened, and singed, and scorched, 
and hot, and giddy ; and each with his dress alight in half-a-dozen 
places. • 

You have read, a thousand tiine^ that the usual way of descend- 
ing, is, by sliding down the ashes: which, forming a gradually- 
increasing ledge below the feet, prevent too rapid a descent. But, 
when we have crossed the two exhausted cpteft on our way back, 
and are come to this precipitous place, there is (as Mr. Pickle has 
foretold) no vestige of ashes to be seen ; the whole being a smooth 
sheet of ice. 

In this dilemma, ten or a dozen of the guides cautiously join 
hands, and make a chain of men ; of whom the foremost beat, as 
well as they can, a rough track with tlieir sticks, down which we 
prepare tD*follow, The way being fearfully ste^, and none of the 
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party : even of the thirty : being able to keep their feet for six 
paces together, the ladies are taken out of their litters, and placed, 
each between two careful persons ; while others of the thirty hold 
by their skirts, to prevent their falling forward — a necessary pre- 
caution, tending to the immediate and hopeless dilapidation of 
their apparel. Thg rather heavy gentleman is abjured to leave his 
litter too, and be escorted in a similar manner ; ’but he resolves to 
be brought down as he was. brought up, on the principle that his 
fifteen bearers are not likely to tumble all at once, and that he is 
safer so, than trusting to his own legs. 

In this order, we- begin the descent: sometimes on foot, some- 
times shuffling on the. ice : always proceeding much more quietly 
and slowly, than on our upward way : and constantly alarmed l)y 
the hilling among us of somebody from behind, who endangers the 
footing of the whole party,;and clings pertinaciously to anybody's 
ankles.* It is impossible for the litter to be in advance, too, as the 
trackr has to be made ; find its appearance behind us, overhead — ; 
with some one or other of the bearers always down, and .the rather 
heavy gentleman with his legs always in the air — is very threatening 
and frightful. We have gone on thus, a very little way, painfully 
and anxiously, but (piite merrily, and regarding it as a great success 
— and have all fallen several times, and have all been stopped, 
somehow or othet, as we were sliding ^,away — when Mr. Pickle 
of Portici, in the act of remarking on these uncommon circumstances 
as quite beyond his experience, stumbles, .^falls, disengages himself, 
with quick presence of mind, from those about him, plunges away 
head foremost, and rolls,, over and over, down the whole surface 
of the cone ! 

Sickening as it is to look, and be so powerless to help him, I see 
him there, in the moonlight — I have had such a dream often — 
skimming over the white he, like a cannon-l)all. Almost at the 
same moment, there is a cry from behind ; and a man who has 
carried a light basket of s])arc cloaks dh his head, comes rolling 
past, at the same friglitful s{)eed, closely followed by a boy. At 
this climax of the (‘haj)ter of accidents, the remaining eight-and- 
twenty vociferate to that degree, that a pai'k of wolves would be 
music to them ! 

Giddy, and bloody, and a mere bundle of rags, is Pickle of 
Portici when wc fe*ach^ f.he place where wii dismoiintixl, and where 
the horses are waiting ; but, thank God, sound in limb I And 
never are we likely to be more glad to see a man alive and on his 
feet, than to see him now making light of it too, though sorely 
bruised and ip great ])ain. 'Fhe boy is brought into the Hermitage 
on the Mountain, while we arc at supper, with liis head tied up ; 
and the man is heard of, some hours afterwards. Me tqp is bruised 
and stunned, but^^ has broken no bones; the snow having, 
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fortunately, covered all the larger blocks of rock and stone, and 
rendered them harmless. 

After a cheerful* meal, and a good rest before a blazing fire, we 
again take horse, and contmue our descent to Salvatore’s house — 
.very slowly^, by reason of our bruised friend being hardly able to 
*keep the saddle, or endure the pain of motion. Though it is so 
late at night, or early in the morning, all the people of the village 
are waiting about the little stable-yard when we arrive, aitd looking 
up the road by which we are expected. Our appearance is hailed 
with a great clamour of tongues, and a general sensation for which 
jn our modesty we are somewhat at a loss to account, until, turning 
into the yard, we find that one of a party of. French gentlemen who 
were- on the mountain at the same time is lying on some straw in 
the stal^le, with a broken limb : looking like Death, and suffering* 
great torture; and that we were ccnfidently supposed to have 
encountered some worse accident. 

So ‘ well returnett, and Heaten be praised ! ’ as the clieerful 
Vctturino^ who has borne* us company all the way from Pisa, says, 
with all his heart ! And away with his ready horses, into sleeping 
Naples ! 

It wakes again to. Policinclli and pickpockets, buffo singers and 
beggars, i^ags, pupi)ets, flowers, brightness, *dirt, and universal 
degradation ; airing its Plarlequin suit in the sunshine, next day 
and every day; singing, starving, dancing, gaming, on the sea-, 
shore ; and leaving all Jabotir to the burning mountain, which is 
ever at its work. 

Our English dilettanti would be very pathetic on the subject of 
the national taste, if they could hear an Italian opera half as badly 
sung in England as we may hear the I'oscari performed, to-night, 
in the splendid theatre of San Carlo. Put, for astonishing truth 
and spirit in seizing and embodying the real life about it, the 
shabby little San Carlino Theatre — the rickety house one story 
high, with a staring i)i(:ttrre outside : down among the drums and 
trumpets, and the tumblers, and the lady conjurer — is without a 
rival anywhere. 

There is one extraordinary featqre in the real life of Naples, at 
which we may take a glance before we go — the Lotteries. 

They prevail in most parts of Italy, but are particularly obvious, 
in their effects and influences, here. TlK^y are»drawn every Satur- 
day. They bring an immense revenue to* the Government ; and 
diffuse a taste for gambling among *the poorest of the poor, which 
is very comfortable to the coffers of the State, <ind very ruinous to 
themselves. The^ lowest stake is one grain ; less than a farthing. 
One hundred nurnbers — from one to a hundred, inclusive — are put 
into a box^ Five are drawn. Those aVe the prizes. I buy three 
numbersr * If one of them coi^e up, I win a small prize. If two, 
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. some hundreds of times my stake. If three, thr(}e thousand five 
hundred times my stake. I stake (or play as they call it) what I 
can upon my numbers, and buy what numbers I please. The 
amount I pky, I pay at the lottery office, where I purchase the 
ticket ; and it is stated on the ticket itself. , 

Every lottery office keeps a printed book, an Universal Lottery 
Diviner, where every possible accident and circumstance is provided 
for, and Mas a number against it. For instance, let us take two 
carlini — about sevenpence. On our. way to the lottery office, we 
run against a black man. Wlicn we get there, we say gravely, 

‘ The Diviner.' It is handed over the counter, as a serious matter, 
of business. look. at black man. Such a number. ‘Give us 
that.' We look at running against a person in the street. ‘ Give 
us that.' We look at the name of the street itself. ‘ Give us that.' 
Now*, we have, our three nurnbcrs. 

If the roof of the theatre of San Carlo were to full in, so many 
people w-ould play upon the numbers attached 'to such an accident , 
in the Diviner, that the Government would soon cIqsc those 
numbers, and decline to run the risk of losing any more upon them. 
This often happens. Not long ago, when there was a fire in the 
King's Palace, there was such a desperate run on fire, and king, 
and palace, that further stakes on the numbers attached to those 
words in the Golden Book were forbidden. Every accident or 
event, is supposed, by the ignorant populace, to be a revelation to 
the beholder, or party concerned, in \:onpection with the lottery. 
Certain people who have a talent for dreaming fortunately, are 
much sought after ; and there arc some priests who are constantly 
favoured with visions of the lucky numbers. 

I heard of a horse running aw^ay with a man, and clashing him 
down, dead, at the corner of a street. Pursuing the horse with 
incredible speed, was another man, who ran so fast, that he came 
up, immediately after the accident. He threw himself upon his 
knees beside the unfortunate rider, and Wasped his hand with an 
expression of the wildest grief. ‘ If you have life,' he said, ‘ speak 
one word to nie ! If you have one gasp of breath left, mention 
your a^e for Heaven's sake, that I may play that number in the 
lottery? 

It is four o'clock in the afternoon, and we may go to see our 
lottery drawn. The ceremony takes place every Saturday, in the 
Tribunale, or Court of justice — this singular, earthy-smelling room, 
or gallery, as mouldy as an oI(f cellar, and as damp as a dungeon. 
At the uppe/ end is«a platform, with a large horse-shoe table upon 
it; and a President and Council sitting round— all Judges of the 
Law. The man on the little stool behind the President, is the 
Capo Lazzarone, a kind o*f tribune of the people, appointed on 
their behalf to see |hat all is fairly ^conducted ; attended by a few 
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personal friends. A ragged, swarthy fellow he is : with Ipng matted 
hair hanging clown all over his face : and covered, from head to* 
foot, with most unquestionably genuine dirt. All the body of the 
room is filled with the co;nmonest of the Neapolitan people : and . 
between them and the platform, guarding the steps leading to the 
latter, is S. small body of soldiers. 

There is some delay in the arrival of the® necessary number of 
judges; during which, the box, in which the numbeiis are being 
placed, is a source of the deepest ihterest. When the box is full, 
the boy who is to draw the numbers out of it becomes the prominent 
•feature of the proceedings. He is already dressed for his part, in 
a tight brown Holland coat, wilh only one (the left) sleeve to it, * 
which leaves his right arm bared to the shoulder, reScly for plunging 
down into the mysterious chest. • • 

During the hush and whisper that pervade the room, sfll eyes are 
turned on this young minister of forfune. People begin ,to inquire 
his age, with a 'wcw to the next lottery ; and the number of his 
brothers and sisters ; and the age of his father and mother ; anti 
whether he has any moles or pimples upon him ; and where, and 
how many ; when the arrival of the last judge but one (a little old 
man, universally dreaded as possessing the Evil Eye) makes a 
slight diversion, and would occasion ^a greater one, but that he is 
immediately deposed, as a source of intere,st, by the officiating 
priest, who advances ^avcly to his place, followed by a very dirty 
little boy, carrying his^sacfed vestments, and a pot of HcjJy Water'. 

Here is the last judge come at last, and now he takes his place 
at the horse-shoe table. 

There is a murmur of irrepressible agitation. In the midst of it, 
the priest puts his head into the sacred vestments, and pulls the 
same over his shoulders. Then he says a silent prayer ; and dipping 
a brush into the pot of Holy Water, sprinkles it over the box and 
over the boy, and gives them a double-barrelled blessing, which the 
box and the boy arc -both hoisted on the table to receive. The 
boy remaining on the table, the box is now carried round the front 
of the platform, by an attendant, who holds it aip and shakes it 
lus*tily all the time ; seeming to say, like the conjurer, ‘ There is no 
deception, ladies and gentlemen; keep your eyes upon me, if you 
please ! ' 

At last, the box is set before the boyj and, the boy, first holding 
up his naked arm and open hand, divei^ down into the hole (it is 
made like a ballot-box) and pulls out a number, which is rolled up, 
round something hard, like a bonbon. This. he hands to the judge 
next him, who unrolls a little bit, and hands it to *the President, 
next to whom fie sits. The President unrolls it. Very slowly. The 
Capo Lazzarone leans over his shoitlder. The President holds k 
up, u»rt)Tled, to the Capo Lazzarone. The Capo Lazzarone, looking 
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at it eagefly, cries out, in a shrill, loud voice, ‘ Sessantaduc 1 ’ 
(sixty-two), expressing the two upon his fingers, as h'c calls it out, 
Alas ! the Capo Lazzarone himself has not stated on sixty-two. 
His face is very long, and his eyes roll wijdly. 

As it happens to be a fixvoiirite number, however, it is pretty well 
received, which is not always the case. They are all clrliwn with* 
the same ceremony, omitting the blessing. One blessing is enough 
for the whole multiplication-table. The only new incident in tlie 
proceedings, is the gradually deepening intensity of the change in 
the Cai )0 Lazzarone, who has, evidently, speculated to the very 
utmost extent of his means; and who, when he sees .the last- 
'number, and finds that it is not one of liis, clasps his hands, and 
raises fiis eyes 'to the ceiling before proclaiming it, as though re- 
monstrating, in a secret agony, with bis patron saint, for having 
committed' so gross a breach^ of confidence. I hope the Cai)o 
Lazzarone^ may ‘not desert hhn for some other member of the 
Calendar, but he seems to threaten iti i, 

^ Where the winners may be, nobody knows. They certainly are 
not present; the general disappointment filling one with i')ity for 
the poor people. They look : when we stand aside, observing 
them, in their passage through the court-yard down bidow : as 
miserable as the prisoiK'rs in tjie gaol (it forms a part of the build- 
ing), who are peeping down upon them, from between their bars ; 
or, as the fragments of human heads whicri are still dangling in 
chains outside, in memory of the good old tinics, when their owners 
were strung up there, for the popular edification. ^ 

Away from Naples in a glorious sunrise, by the road to Capua, 
and then on a three days’ journey along by-roads, tlint we may sch', 
on the way, the monastery of Monte Cassino, wliicli is jierched on 
the steep and lofty hill above the little town of San Germano, and 
is lost on a misty morning in the rlouds. 

So much the better, for the deep sounding of its liell, which, as 
we go winding up, on mules, towards the cninvent, is heard mys- 
teriously in the still air, while nothing is seen but the grey mist, 
moving solemnly 'and slowly, like a funeral jirocession. llehold, 
at length the shadowy pile of building close befon' us : its gny 
walls and»towers dimly seen, though so near and so vast : and the 
raw vapour rolling through its cloisters heavily. 

There are two blac;k shadows walking to and fro in the quad- 
‘tangle, near the statues the Patron Saint and his sister; and 
hopping on behind them, in and aut of the old arches, is a raven, 
croaking in answer to the bell, and uttering, at intervals, the purest 
Tuscan. no\V like a Jesuit he looks ! d'herc never was a sly and 
stealthy fellow so at home as is this raven, standing now at the 
refectory door, with his head on one side, and pretending to 
glance another way, while he is scrutinizing the visitors kecniy; and 
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listening with fixed attention. What a dull-headed monk tge porter 
become^ in com{)arison ! 

‘ He speaks like us ! ’ says the porter : ‘ quite as plainly/ Quite 
as ])lainly, Porter. Nothin" could be more expressive than his 
reception of the peasants who are entering the gate with baskets 
^ntl burdeiJs. There is a roll in his eye, and a chuckle in his 
throat, which should qualify him to be chosen Superior of an Order 
of Ravens. He knows all about it. ‘ It’s all right,’ he s^iys. ‘We 
know what we know. Come along, good people. Glad to see you ! ’ 

How was this extraordinary structure ever built in such a situa- 
tion, where* the labour of conveying the stone, and iron, and marble, 
so great a height, must have been prodigious ? ‘ Caw ! ’ says the 

raven, welcoming the peasants. How,, being- despoiled by plunder, 
fire and earthquake, has it ryKcn from its ruins, a^id been agair% 
made what we now see it, with its church so sumptuous and magni- 
ficent? ‘CawJ’ says the raven, welcDining the peasants.^ These 
people have a mie^rable appeamnee, and (as usual) are* densely 
'ignorant, and all beg, while the monks arc chaunting in the cha]')el. 

‘ Caw ! ’ s'ays the raven, ‘ Cuckoo ! ’ 

So we leave him, chuckling and rolling his eye at the convent 
gate, and wind slowly down again through the cloud. At last 
emerging from it, we come in sight of the viJlage far below, and 
the* ilat green country intersected by ‘rivulets ; which is pleasant 
and fresh to see after tlfc obscurity and haze of the convent — no 
disrespect to the raven, or the holy friars. 

Away we go again, by muddy roads, and through the most shat- 
tered and tattered of villages, where there is not a whole window 
qmong all the houses, or a whole garment among all the peasants, 
or the least appearance of anything to eat, in any of the wretchecl 
liuclfstcrs’ sho[)s. The women wear a bright red bodice laced 
l)crore and behind, a white skirt, and the Neapolitan head-dress 
of stjuare folds of linen, primitively meant to carry loads on. The 
men and children weaivany thing they can get. The soldiers are 
as dirty and rapacious as the dogs. The inns are such hobgoblin 
])laces,. that tiny are infinitely more attractive and amusing than 
the best hotels in Paris. Here is one near Valmontone (that is 
Valmontonc, the round, walled to\(m on the mount opiiosite)^ which 
is approached by a quagmire almost knee-deep. There is a wild 
colonnade below, and a dark yard full of enqity stables and lofts, 
•and a great long kitchen with a great lonti^ bench and a great long 
form, where a party of travellers, *u^ith two priests among them, are 
crowding round the fire while their supper is cooking. Above 
stairs, is a rough brick gallery to sit in, witlr very little windows 
with very small itatches of knotty glass in them, and all the doors 
that open from it (a dozen or two) ©ff their hinges, and a bare 
board oil^tressels for a table, at which thirty pcoi)le might dine 
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easily, aqd a fireplace large enough in itself for a breakfast-parlour, 

where, as the faggots blaze and crackle, they illuminate th6 ugliest 
and grimmest of faces, drawn in charcoal on the whitewashed 
chimney-sides by previous travellers. ^There is a flaring country* 
lamp on the table; and, hovering about it, scratching her thick, 
black hair continually, a yellow dwarf of a woman, who stands in* 
tiptoe to arrange tht hatchet knives, and takes a flying leap to look 
into the \pter-jug. The beds in the adjoining rooms are of the 
liveliest kind. There is not’ a solitary scrap of looking-glass in 
the house, and the wasliing apparatus is identical with the cooking 
utensils. But the yellow dwarf sets on the table a good flask of 
excellent wine, holding a quart at least; and produces, among half- 
a-doz*en olhe! dishes, two-thirds of a roasted kid, smoking .hot. 
3he is as good-humoured, too, as dirty, which is saying a great 
deal.. So here’s long life to her, in the flask of wine, and prosperity- 
to the establishment. * • . . 

Rome gained and left Rebind, and with it th|^ Pilgrims who are 
•now repairing to their own homes again — each with his scallop ‘ 
shell and staff, and soliciting alms for the love of God — vVe come, 
by a fair country, to the Falls of Terni, where the whole Vclino 
river dashes, headlong, from a rocky height, amidst shining spray 
and rainbows. Perugia, strongly fortified by art and najure, on a 
lofty erninence, risii^ abruptly from the plain where purple moun- 
tains mingle with the distant sky, is glo\fing, on its market-day, 
with radjant colours. They set off ks sombre but rich Gothic 
buildings admirably. The pavement of its* maYket-place is strewn 
with country goods. All along the steep hill leading from the town, 
under the town wall, there' is a noisy fair of calves, lambs, pigs, 
horses, mules, and oxen. P'owls, geese, and turkeys, flutter vigor- 
ously among their very hoofs ; and buyers, sellers, and spectators, 
clustering everywhere, block up the road as we come shouting down 
upon them. 

Suddenly, there is a ringing sound among our horses. The 
driver stops them. Sinking in his saddle, and casting up his eyes 
to Heaven, he •delivers this apostrophe, ‘Oh Jove Omnipotent! 
here is a horse has lost his shoe 1 ’ 

NoUvrithstanding the tremendous nature of this accident, and the 
utterly forlorn look and gesture (impossible in any one but an Italian 
Vetturino) with whiqji it is announced, it is not long in being re- 
paired by a mortal Farricn-* by whose assistance we reach Castiglione • 
the same night, and Arezzo next^ay. Mass is, of course, perform- 
ing in its fine^athedral, where the sun shines in among the clustered 
pillars, through rich stained-glass windows : half revealing, half con- 
cealing the kneeling figures on the pavement, and striking out paths 
,of spotted light in the long aisles. 

But, how much beauty of another kind is here, when,*dA a fair 
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clear morning, we look*, from the summit of. a hill, on ^Florence*! 
See where it lies before us in a sun-lighted valley, bright with the* 
winding Arno, and shut in by swelling hills ; its domes, and towers, 
and palaces, rising from the rich country in a glittering heap, and 
shining in the sun like golS ! 

’ Magnificently stern and sombre are the streets of beautiful 
Florence ; and the strong old piles of building make such heaps 
of shadow, on the ground and in the river, that ther^ is another 
and a different city of rich forms and fancies, always lying at our 
feet. Prodigious palaces, constructed for defence, with small dis- 
trustful \yndows heavily barred, and walls of great thickness formed 
of huge masses of rough stone, *frown, in their old sulky state, on 
every street. In the midst of the cijty — in’ the Piazza cf the’Grand 
Duke, adorned with beautifuj statues and the Foui;tain of Neptitue 
— rises the Palazzo Vecchio, with its^ enormous overhanging battle- 
ments, and the Great Tower that watches over the whole town. In 
its court-yard — worthy of the* Castle of Otranto in its ponderous 
gloom — is a ma^ive staircase that the heaviest waggon and the 
stoutest* team of horses might be driven up. Within it, is a Great 
Saloon, faded and tarnished in its stately decorations, and moulder- 
ing by grains, but recording yet, in pictures on its walls, the triumphs 
of the Medici and the wars of the old Flgrentine people. The 
p/ison i^ hard by, in an adjacent court-yard of the building — a foul 
and dismal place, whei« some men are shut up close, in small cells 
like ovens ; and where otjicrs look*T:hrough bars and beg ; where 
some are playing • draughts, and some are talking to their friends, 
who smoke, the while, to purify the air ; and some are buying wine 
and fruit of women-vendors ; and alf are squalid, dirty, and vile 
to look at. ‘They arc merry enough, Signore,’ says the Jailer. 

‘ TJiey are all blood-stained here,’ he adds, indicating, with his hand, 
three-fourths of the whole building. Before the hour is out, an old 
man, eighty years of age, quarrelling over a bargain with a young 
girl of seventeen, stabivher dead, in the market-place full of bright 
flowers ; and is brought in prisoner, to swell the number. 

Among the four old bridges that span the river, die Ponte Vecchio 
— that bridge ivhich is covered vdth the shops of Jewellers and 
Goldsmiths — is a most enchantiifg feature in the scene. The space 
of one house, in the centre, being left open, the view beyond is 
shown as in a frame ; and that precious glimj)se of sky, and water, 
and rich buildings, shining so quietly anS#ng the huddled roofs and 
gables on the bridge, is ex(iui 5 ile. Above it, the Gallery of the 
Grand Duke crosses the river. It was built to ciannect the two 
Great Palaces by a secret passage ; and it takes its •jealous course 
among the streets and houses, with true despotism : going where it. 
lists, and spurning every obstacle away, before it. 

Th(^ Grand Duke has a worthier secret passage through the 
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streets, in Jiis black, robe and hood, as a member of the Compagnia 
della Misericordia, which brotherhood includes all 'ranks of men. 
If an accident take place, their office is, to raise* the sufferer, and 
bear him tenderly to the Hospital. If a ^re break out, it is one of 
their functions to repair to the spot, and render their assistance and 
protection. It is, also, among their, commonest offices, *to attend 
and console the sick p and tlicy neither receive money, nor eat, nor 
drink, in any house they visit for this purpose. Those who are on 
duty for the time, are all called'together, on a moment’s notice, by 
the tolling of the great bell of the Tower; and it 'is said that the 
Grand Duke has been seen, at this sound, to rise from hi« seat at* 
• table, and quietly withdraw to attend the summons. 

In this other*large Piazza, wjicre an irregular kind of market- is 
h^'ld, and stores 4 :)f old iron and othev:. small merchandise arc set 
out oil; stalls, or scattered on the pavement, are grouped together, 
the Cathedral with its 'great ©ome, the beautiful Italian Gothic 
Tower the Campanile, and, the Baptistery with i^s wrought bronze 
doors. And here, a small untrodden sqiiaroin the pavement, is ‘ the 
Stone of Dante,’ where (so runs the story) he was used to bring 
his stool, and sit in contemplation. I wonder was he ever, in his 
bitter exile, withheld from cursing the very stones in the streets of 
h'lorcnce the ungrateful, by any kind remembrance of this old.musing- 
place, and its association with* gentle thoughts of little Ik^atrice ! ^ 

The chapel of the Medici, the Good and i^.td Angels, of Florence; 
tlx; church of Santa Croce where Michacil Angelo lies buried, and 
where every stone in the cloisters is eloitiient on great men’s deatlis; 
innumerable churches, often masses of unfinished heavy brickwork 
externally, but solemn and serene within ; arrest our lingering sU'jis, 
in strolling through the city. 

In keeping with the tombs among the cloisters, is the Museifm 
of Natural History, famous through the world for its preparations 
in wax ; beginning with models of leaves, seeds, plants, inferior 
animals ; and gradually ascending, through sej^arate organs of the 
human frame, up to the whole structure of that wonderful creation, 
exquisitely presented, as in recent death. JA‘w admonitions of 
our frail mortality can be more solemn and more sad, or strike *so 
home upon the heart, as the counterfeits of Youth and r>eauty that 
are lying there, upon their beds, in their last sleej). 

Beyond the walls, the whole .sweet Valley of the Arno, the con- 
^vent at Fiesole, the Tower tdf Galileo, Boccaccio’s house, old villas 
and retreats; innumerable spots of Interest, all glowing in a land- 
scape of surpassing beauty steeped in the richest light; are spread 
before us. Returning *from so much brightness, how solemn and 
•how grand the streets again, with their great, dark, mournful palaces, 
ayd many legends : not of siege, and war, and miglit, and Iron Hand 
alone, but of the triumphant growth of peaceful Arts and Sci^lf*ces, 
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Wh9.t light is shed upon the world, at this day, from amidst these^ 
rugged Palaces of Florence! Here, open to all comers, in their 
beautiful and calm retreats, the ancient Sculptors are immortal, side 
by side with Michael Angtlo, Canova, Titian, Rembrandt, Rapliael, . 
poets, 'Historians, Philosophers — those illustrious men of history, 
beside wfiom its crowned heads and harnessed warriors show so 
poor and small,* and are so soon forgotten. P 2 ere, the imperishable 
part of noble minds survives, placid and equal, when »strongholds 
of assault and defence are overthrown ; when the tyranny of the 
many, or the few, or both, is but a tale; when Pride and Power 
are so imich cloistered dust. The fire within the stern streets, and 
among the massive Palaces aild Towers, kindled by ray^; from ' 
Heaven, is still burning brightly, wlicn the flickering of war is ex- 
tinguished and the househofd fires of generation's have decayed; 
as thousands upon thousands of faces, rigid with the strife and 
l)assion of the hour, have fiiobd out Of the old Squares and public 
haunts, while the ^lameless Flofentine Lady, preserved from oblivion 
by a Painter’s liafid, yetdives on, in enduring grace and youth. 

I.et us look back on Florence while we may, and when its shining 
Dome is seen no more, go travelling through cheerful Tuscany, with 
a bright remcmbraiK'C of it ; for Italy will be the fairer for the recol- 
lection. , The summ('r-lime being cojne : ami Genoa, and Milan, 
rrtid the Lake of Comc| lying fixr behind us : and we resting at 
Laido, a Swiss villagc^t a\ yful r ocks and mountains, the 

everlasting snows and/oaMng cat^fc^acTs^c^ the Great wSainJ Gothard: 
hearing the Italian tongue for the last tii/e on tliis journey: let us 
part from Italy, with all its miseries ancTlvTongs, affectionately, in 
our admiration of the beauties, natural and artificial, of which it is 
full to overflowing, and in our tenderness towards a tieople, naturally 
wt?ll-disposed, and patient, and sweet-tempered. Years of neglect, 
0}>pression, and misrule, have been at work, to change their nature 
and reduce their s[)irit ; niisera])le jealousies, fomeuti*d by jielty 
Primes to ^\hom union was destruction, and division strengtli, have 
been a canker at their root of nationality, and have barbari/ed their 
lanj^wage ; but the good that was in them evci* is in them yet, 
and a noble [)eo])le may l;e, one day, raised up from these ashes. 
Let us ent(Ttain that hope! A*nd let us not remember •Italy the 
less regardfully, because, in every fragment of her fiallen Temples, 
and every stone of her deserted palaces anj prisons, she helps to 
inculcate tlie lesson tliat the wheel of ^J*ime is rolling for an end, 
and that the .world is, in all great essentials, better, gentler, more 
forbearing, and more hopeful, as it lolls ! 


Tin: END 
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